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      July 21, 1944

      Voltri Italy

      The Villa Brignole Sale

      The evening was extremely dark at the Villa Brignole Sale. There was a New Moon in the sky.

      With the Allied invasion of France, and the Russians advancing westward toward Berlin, Hitler had self-preservation on his mind. He lacked the resources to send Breuner back to Italy with a science team to retrieve the teleportation equipment that had been buried after he, Breuner, Mussolini, and Franco escaped the Operation Corvo  lab underneath the Villa grounds.

      Mussolini was more worried about his prospects at the hands of the Resistance. He did not dare send the few loyal forces that protected him and his family to Voltri to excavate the equipment.

      This presented an excellent opportunity for the rogue organization Novus Ordo to steal the equipment buried under the grounds at the Villa.

      Mueller went to organize the retrieval. He hired an excavation crew from a Fascist sympathetic firm, Giacomo Construction, to unearth the lab and recover the equipment.

      Mueller contacted the area German commander assigned to Northern Italy, presenting forged orders from both Mussolini’s and Hitler’s headquarters. The fake documents authorized him to excavate the equipment and transport it to joint German-Italian laboratory facilities in Trento. The German authorities in Northern Italy insisted that the German military oversee the operation.   Mueller reluctantly agreed, advising that he would wait for the lab equipment delivery in Trento.

      Two days later, on July 21, 1944, a small German detachment arrived at the villa, along with Italian Brigade reinforcements and the excavation crew. It was late in the evening, and most of Voltri’s residents were sleeping.

      I’d rather be in France fighting the Allied advance or fighting the Russians in the east than on this shit detail, German Lieutenant Hans Becker thought to himself. He looked to his Sergeant, Dietrich. “Deploy the brigades along the villa periphery,” he said, “I don’t want any surprises… Now. We don’t have all night.”

      “Yes Lieutenant,” Dietrich replied.

      A combined German and Italian squad were sent to guard the periphery.

      The Germans waited until approximately 11:00 p.m. to get the Italian work crew started on the excavation.

      Unfortunately, the excavator made a lot of noise when the driver had difficulties shifting the machine’s clutch.

      “Snell Dunkoff,” Dietrich yelled at the driver.

      “What’s the problem, Sergeant?” Becker asked.

      “These Italians don’t know how to run heavy equipment, sir. They’ll wake up the whole fucking town. Why bother doing this with no Moon?”

      “Remember Sergeant,” Becker said, “these are our allies.”

      “Some allies.” Dietrich ordered the Italian out of the excavator. The driver joined the other diggers, mumbling “bastardo” under his breath. Sergeant Dietrich then manned the excavator himself, and started the engine properly.

      “Very good Sergeant,” Becker said, thinking again that he’d rather be in an actual battle than stuck digging this stupid hole in the ground. Where’s the glory here?

      Three hours later, the work crew reached the remains of the old lab. With the architectural plans to the lab in hand, Becker went to the work foreman and showed him the location of the equipment to be retrieved. “Be careful down there,” Becker cautioned. “We don’t want any cave-ins.”

      “Si Signore,” the foreman replied, then turned away and rolled his eyes in disgust at having to take orders from Germans.

      After another four hours, the equipment was hoisted to the surface.

      “Excellent Sergeant,” Becker said. “Let’s get it into the trucks and get out of here.”

      “Yes sir,” Dietrich replied.  He shouted orders at the Italian workers, who were already furious at his dictatorial attitude.

      An hour later, the equipment had been loaded on the trucks. “We’re ready to depart, sir,” Dietrich said.

      “Excellent.”

      ‘Thank you very much,” a female voice yelled from outside the Villa gates.

      A moment later, an armed brunette woman, wearing a carnival mask, entered the villa grounds. Armed men and women followed behind, aiming their weapons at the Germans. “Good evening,” Lavonia said.

      She glanced at the loaded trucks, wondering what had taken the bastards so long. The Resistance has been waiting since just before the D-Day invasion, expecting the bad guys to come digging. “Thank you so much for doing this, gentlemen.”

      “Where are the guards that were surrounding the villa?” Becker asked.

      “Well, the Italian guards, who incidentally are really Resistance, killed the German ones by slashing all their throats. That’s why you didn’t hear any shots or screaming. We’ve become very efficient at killing.”

      “I see,” Becker replied. “Well I still have armed workers to stop you.”

      “Do you?” Lavonia asked.

      Becker and Dietrich looked to the Italian excavation workers, who were pointing guns at them.

      “What did you say about the Italian workers being our allies, sir?” Dietrich asked Becker.

      Lavonia smiled. “The Resistance is very popular in this part of Italy.”

      “We should kill them now,” another woman said, coming up beside her.

      “No,” Lavonia replied to Elisabetta. “We’re not like them. Tie them up and gag them.”

      Elisabetta ordered two of the Resistance to tie up the Germans.

      Lavonia went to thank the excavators for their help.

      “I think that’s the Resistance leader Lavonia,” Becker said to Dietrich.

      “Yes sir.”

      “If we kill her, we’ll be heroes of the Reich.”

      “Dead heroes,” Dietrich observed.

      “But celebrated.” Before he could be disarmed and tied, Becker kicked the Resistance soldier away and aimed his Luger at Lavonia.

      A gunshot sounded.  Becker stumbled and fell forward, shot dead from behind.

      A masked man strode toward Lavonia, a smoking revolver in his hand.

      Dietrich gazed down at Becker. “Idiot.”

      “Do you want to die like him?” the masked man asked.

      “I never really liked the lieutenant,” Dietrich said, and threw his weapon to the ground. “Type of officer who worshiped himself and would get everyone killed.”

      “Good decision,” the man replied.

      Lavonia walked to the shooter and kissed him. “Thank you, my love,” she said, brushing his cheek. “You are my guardian angel.”

      “Thank God you were able to come tonight, Solari.” Elisabetta said, patting Noah on the back.

      “I love you,” Noah said to Lavonia.

      “I love you too,” Lavonia replied. “I’ll take care of getting the equipment to its destination.” She instructed two of the excavators to drive the salvageable-workable equipment to the designated location. She then told the others to re-bury the lab.

      When the excavators failed to show up for work the next day, Mueller knew things had gone badly. He was an Italian Sergeant recruited into Novus Ordo by Pilo, after a teleporter experiment accidentally transported him to the Voltri seashore. He reported to the Suzerain in the masked leader’s private office. “My Lord, the mission was a failure.”

      “Why?” the Suzerain asked, rising from an office chair.

      “A thousand pardons, Suzerain.” Mueller replied.  “All I know is what I found out from the supervisor we hired. The Resistance and the Allies have confiscated the equipment.”

      “You didn’t anticipate that possibility?” the Suzerain asked.

      “Please forgive me My Lord,” Mueller said.

      “I want you to meet a new recruit who will be of great assistance to the organization.”

      “Yes, Suzerain,” Mueller replied. “Who?”

      The Suzerain pressed an intercom on the desk. “You can come in.”

      The chamber door opened, and Colonel Angelo entered the room.

      “Colonel Angelo,” Mueller said.  “I thought you were dead.”

      “As with you, Sergeant, Operation Corvo saved me.”

      Both men started to laugh. Mueller’s face then changed to horror as Angelo pulled out a silenced Smith & Wesson MK-22.

      Mueller looked to the Suzerain for support.

      “I forgive you,” the Suzerain said.

      Angelo fired, and Mueller fell dead on the floor.

      “You’re off to a good start, Colonel,” the Suzerain said.

      “Thank you, My Lord,” Angelo replied. “He wasn’t a bad guard in his day.”

      “Yes, but a stupid operative,” the Suzerain replied. “We need smarter recruits.”

      “Indeed,” Angelo replied. “Do we try to get the teleportation equipment back from the Resistance?”

      “No,” the Suzerain responded in a crackling voice. “We need to start preparing for the postwar power dynamic between East and West.”

      “Very well, Suzerain,” Angelo replied. “What assignment do you have for me?”

      “We have to expand the infrastructure of our organization through Operation Pipeline. We need to recruit people who will help accomplish that task, so we don’t have to depend on unreliable third parties. These are personnel files of possible candidates.  Review them and report back to me here in a week.”

      “Yes, My Lord,” Angelo replied, and took the files.

      “Before you go, I want you to take someone with you to assist in your research.”

      “Who?” Angelo asked.

      The Suzerain pressed the intercom again. “Enter.”

      The chamber door opened, and Pilo came inside.

      “Colonel Angelo,” the Suzerain said.  “May I introduce Lord Pilo.”

      “A pleasure to meet you Colonel,” Pilo, said, smiling. He shook hands with Angelo and glanced at the body on the floor.  “I see Mueller gave his notice.”

      “Yes,” the Suzerain replied. “He couldn’t live with his failure in Voltri.”

      “A pleasure to meet you as well, Lord Pilo,” Angelo said. “When did you join the organization?”

      “He has always been part of Novus Ordo, Colonel,” the masked Suzerain snapped. “Just a different division of the European and Middle Eastern branches. He is essential to Operation Pipeline and beyond.”

      “Yes, Suzerain,” Angelo replied. “Please follow me, Lord Pilo.”

      Angelo paused in the doorway. “Suzerain, what do we do about the resistance leaders Lavonia and Solari?”

      “Take away their future,” the Suzerain replied.
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      April 29. 1945

      The Western outskirts of Genoa

      “The Duce is dead.” The Falcone Carnival workers celebrated as they prepared for the day’s festivities.

      “Yeah they got him and his mistress and hung them upside down in Milan,” one of the workers reported.

      “The war will be over soon,” another employee said. “Should we give the customers discounts to celebrate?”

      “No,” said Giovanni Falcone, the carnival’s co-owner. “Remember, some of the customers will not be happy at this news.  Keep your mouths shut.”

      “Yes, Signore Falcone.”

      During the war the carnival workers, led by owners Giovanni and Rachele Falcone, did their part to help the Italian Resistance in the fight against Fascism. They also served as a smuggling and protective conduit for people escaping Fascist persecution. They did this by helping the Delasem network, an organization committed to smuggling Fascist enemies and their families to safety.

      Many of the carnival hands were people who had eluded Fascist patrols.  Their number included two children, Bernadette and Rene Saberstein. The Resistance had entrusted them to the Falcones in 1943. They were the children of a Jewish scientist couple who were killed while fleeing Fascist authorities. The Falcones, an elderly couple, passed them off as visiting grandchildren who had nowhere else to go.

      A large crowd came to the carnival, looking to escape the tensions of the war.

      At lunchtime, Giovanni went to his family’s quarters, where his wife Rachele was busy making food. “How’s the crowd today?” she asked.

      “A lot of people came,” Giovanni replied.  “Most seem very happy.”

      “Because Mussolini’s dead?” Rachele asked.

      “Probably. Where are the children?”

      “Rene’s helping the cook, and Bernadette is giving Raimondo a hand taking care of the ducks.”

      After handing Giovanni a plate of gnocchi with pesto, Rachele joined him with some bread, prosciutto, cheese and olive oil.  “With the war over,” she asked, “what happens to the children?”

      Before Giovanni could answer, Rene and Bernadette came in for their lunch. Rachele prepared dishes of gnocchi with pesto for both of them.

      “Nonna, you make the best gnocchi,” Rene said.

      “And fish too,” Bernadette added.

      “Children,” Giovanni interrupted. “You’ve heard the news about the death of the Duce, and you know that the war will be over soon.”

      “Yes, Nonno,” Bernadette responded.

      “Well with the war over, we’ll be able to look for any of your family who may still be alive.”

      “That’s good Nonno,” Rene said.

      “Yes, it is,” Rachele agreed. “But what if we can’t find anyone?”

      “You mean, what if they’re dead?” Bernadette asked.

      “Yes.”

      There was a pause that seemed to last forever, but was really a couple of moments. The children shared a glance and smiled. “Bernadette and I talked about this a few times when you weren’t here,” Rene said. “We really don’t know the rest of our family.  We want to stay with you if that’s alright.”

      Rachele burst into tears and embraced the children. “We love you so much.”

      “We love you too, Nonna,” Bernadette said.

      Giovanni wiped his eyes and hugged the children. “We promise to take good care of you. We’ll make sure you get the religious and university education your parents and family would have wanted for you.”

      After lunch was finished, Giovanni and the children left their quarters and worked the rest of the day at the carnival rides and exhibits.

      Later, in the dead of night, three cars stopped on the wooded road that led to the carnival. Seven black-clad men stepped from the vehicles. Their leader, code-named Alonso, turned to discuss matters with Lord Pilo, who sat in the lead car. “You have forty minutes to grab the children and come back here,” Pilo told him.

      “Yes my Lord.”

      Ten minutes later, the seven men crawled to within a few yards of the carnival’s rear entrance.

      One worker was on guard, walking back and forth with a rifle.

      Alonso threw a knife.  The blade went through the guard’s throat. He let out a faint gasp and fell to the ground.

      Alonso ran to where the guard fell and finished the job by slitting the man’s throat, then waved the other six Fascists to join him. There were no other carnival workers in sight.

      Alonso wiped the guard’s blood off his switchblade. “Let’s go. No shooting unless absolutely necessary.”

      Walking to the Falcone’s quarters, which they recognized from an earlier reconnaissance survey, four of the Black Shirts entered while the other three stood guard.

      The elder Falcones were not there.  The children were sleeping in their bed. The Black Shirts gagged their mouths as they woke them up.

      Both children struggled to break free from their captors and yell for help.

      “Move or make a sound and we cut your throats,” Alonso warned as he and the others held switchblades to the children’s faces.

      The children stopped fighting to free themselves.

      The Black Shirts picked up the children and hurried through the carnival grounds, making for the rear entrance.

      Bernadette managed to remove her gag and screamed, “HELP, THEY'RE KIDNAPPING US.”

      Alonso slapped Bernadettes face and gagged her again. “Damn it,” he said. “Everyone run faster.”

      The Falcones and the Carnival workers heard Bernadette’s cry and ran to the Falcone’s quarters. Giovanni and Rachele ran inside, but the children were gone.

      “Giovanni,” Rachele pleaded. “Where did they take them?”

      Giovanni stepped outside. “Let’s split up and search! Yell if you see them!”

      Giovanni and the others grabbed makeshift weapons and ran off to search for the children. Soon after, someone called out, “They’re over here!”

      “Stop them!” Giovanni yelled.

      Some of the workers ran around the Black Shirts to cut them off before they left the carnival grounds.

      Alonso ordered his men to open fire on the pursuers, who now surrounded them.  The carnival workers ducked behind the attractions. Giovanni and a few of the others continued to chase. The fleeing Black Shirts set fire to some of the carnival attractions, so the workers would have to stop and put them out.

      Giovanni, despite being elderly and portly, was able to catch up to the kidnapper holding Bernadette. “Let go of her you Fascist bastard!” He grabbed the kidnapper’s shoulder. The man kicked him to the ground, warning. “Stay down old man.”

      Giovanni picked himself up and went after the kidnapper again.  One of the other Black Shirts stabbed him from behind.

      “Nonno!” Bernadette, half swallowing the cloth used to gag her, screamed.

      Rachele cried out, “Giovanni!” She rushed to hold her husband as he died. She pulled him close, weeping for her lifelong love.

      “Take care of our children, Rachele,” Giovanni softly said before passing away.

      “My love, I can’t go on without you,” Rachele said.

      “Then join him,” said one of the Black Shirts, and slit her throat from behind.

      “They killed them Rene!” Bernadette cried out.

      Rene and Bernadette screamed, scratching and biting the men who carried them. “You killed our grandparents you bastards!” Bernadette yelled, clawing at her kidnapper’s eyes.

      “I’ll kill you!” Rene yelled through his gag, biting his captor’s arm.

      “Bastardo ragazzi,” Alonso said, and dropped Rene on the ground. When he tried to grab him again, Rene kicked him in the groin. “Bastardo,” Alonso yelped, and fell to the grass.

      Rene then launched himself at the Fascist holding Bernadette, biting his leg and causing the kidnapper to release her.  Rene then beat on him, yelling out “MURDERERS!” until the Fascist was disoriented. He picked up Bernadette and asked “are you alright?” When she shook her head no, he grabbed her and tried to head back toward the carnival workers. But there were other Black Shirts in the way, so they ducked into the Hall of Mirrors.

      “Get them!” Alonso ordered, and staggered to his feet.

      The Black Shirts followed the children into the hall, but were immediately confused by the multiple reflections.

      Outside, one of the fires spread to the Hall of Mirrors, near the back entrance.

      Inside, the children became just as confused as the Black Shirts. Because of the many reflections, they could not tell how close the kidnappers really were.

      Bernadette and Rene hurried toward the rear entrance, then noticed smoke coming through it. The smell reached them a moment later. “Oh my God,” Rene said. “The building’s on fire.”

      “What are we going to do?” Bernadette cried out.

      “Get away from these men,” Rene said, and took her hand.

      They ran back the other way—and bumped into one of the Black Shirts.

      “There you are, you brats,” he said, and reached out to grab them. Alonso appeared a moment later, his hands clamping down on their shoulders. “You little shits won’t get away again.” Then he saw the smoke. “What the hell.  This place is on fire. Take the kids and let’s get out of here.”

      Alonso handed the children to two other Black Shirts and they struggled to find their way back, smoke and flames spreading quickly. The rising heat started to shatter some of the mirrors.

      Bernadette screamed and bit the hand of the Black Shirt that held her. He dropped her and she ran to get away. She cut her arm on some mirror glass. “Ow,” she yelled from the pain of being slashed. Blood seeped through her fingers.

      Rene broke free from the other Black Shirt by pinching his neck and tried to help his sister, but Alonso seized him by the collar.

      “Let go of me!” Rene yelled, who broke free. He then kicked the Black Shirt who held Bernadette into one of the mirrors. He caught some glass in the back and fell face first, dead, Alonso slapped Rene and pulled him along and found a way out of the hall.

      Outside, Rene pushed away from Alonso and begged him to go back in. “Please get my sister.”

      They heard Bernadette scream. Alonso tried to go back inside, but the heat was too much. He grabbed Rene and marched him away. “There’s nothing we can do. You don’t want to hear her screams anymore.”

      Rene spat at Alonso and tried to gouge his eyes out.  “YOU KILLED MY FAMILY!”

      Alonso threw Rene to the ground again and took out his switchblade. “I’ll just tell them we had no choice but to kill you.”

      “Sir, look,” said one of the Black Shirts.

      Alonso saw two Jeeps speeding their way.

      Lavonia, Noah-Solari and Luchese drove toward the kidnappers. “Go help the carnival hands put out the fires” Lavonia ordered Elisabetta, who was driving with other resistance fighters in the second Jeep.

      The kidnappers shot at the resistance fighters driving toward them. They managed to shoot the tires out in the Jeep, forcing the vehicle to turn over onto the ground.

      Noah-Solari crawled from under the Jeep and rushed to pull out Lavonia and Luchese.

      “Are you alright?” he asked.

      “I’m fine,” Lavonia said.

      “I’m fine too,” Luchese replied.

      “Let’s get the kids,” Lavonia said.

      Noah ran toward  Alonso who held Rene and kicked him to the ground. Rene rolled away. The Fascist tried to shoot at Noah, but Rene kicked the gun out of his hand. Alonso kicked Noah in the face and stood up.

      Alonso saw Lavonia and Luchese coming and shot at them. They dove to the ground and returned fire.  Alonso ran away, leaving Rene behind. “Let’s go!” he yelled at the others, who followed.

      Lavonia and Luchese rushed over to Noah and Rene.  “Lo Spirito,” Lavonia said. “Check the boy.”

      Lavonia pulled Noah up. His lip was bleeding. “Oh my love,” she said. She wiped the blood away, “I don’t think we can get a third face for you so soon after the last surgery.”

      “Funny,” Noah replied, and kissed her hand.

      “Lavonia,” Luchese said, waving her over.

      “Is he all right?” Lavonia asked.

      “Thank God it’s you three,” Rene said, and hugged them.

      “Where’s your sister?”  Lavonia asked.

      Rene started to cry.

      “Where’s Bernadette?” Lavonia asked again.

      Rene pointed to the burning Hall of Mirrors. “They killed her. They killed our grandparents.”

      “Fascist scum,” Luchese said.

      Noah stood up and joined the others. Rene looked at him. “Solari.”

      “Yes,” Noah replied, realizing that Rene knew him by Pitto’s code name.

      A scream came from the burning building. “SHE’S STILL ALIVE!” Rene yelled.

      “Solari.” Luchese motioned to Noah, and the two of them rushed inside the hall. Lavonia held onto Rene.

      “We should go help them,” Rene said.

      “No,” Lavonia said, holding him back. “Stay here. They’ll do everything they can.”

      A moment later, Luchese and Noah-Solari came out.  Noah carried a coughing Bernadette and laid her on the ground to examine.

      “Will she be okay?” Rene asked.

      “We’ve got to get her to a hospital,” Noah said. “Her arm is wounded.”

      “Right,” Lavonia said.

      “Thank you for saving her,” Rene said, and hugged Noah.

      “My pleasure,” Noah replied.

      They set off to find Elisabetta. One of the other Resistance fighters came over and reported to Lavonia. “We’re getting most of the fires out. We found the Falcones’ bodies.”

      “Get their bodies,” Luchese said. “I want them properly buried as the heroes they were.”

      “Yes,” Lavonia interrupted. “And tell Elisabetta we need the Jeep to get the children to the hospital.”

      A few moments later, Elisabetta and a few other Resistance fighters came over with the other Jeeps.

      “While we go to the hospital,” Lavonia said, “the rest of you follow Luchese and Solari on the trail of the kidnappers. They were headed toward the side road, about a kilometer away.”

      “Yes, Lavonia,” one of the fighters said.

      “Be careful,” Lavonia said to Noah.

      “You too.”

      Lavonia and Elisabetta drove off with the children in the Jeep. Rene cried for the loss of the Falcones. “They risked everything for us,” he said. “We told them today that we wanted to stay with them after the war.”

      “We’re so sorry Rene,” Elisabetta said. Lavonia started to tear up, wondering when all this suffering would end.

      Pilo saw the seven Black Shirts returning to the cars—without the children.

      “We’ve got to get away,” Alonso said. “The Resistance is here.”

      “Where are the children?”  Pilo asked.

      “The Resistance came and stopped us, sir,” Alonso replied.  “The girl is dead.”

      “Fools,” Pilo said, and slapped Alonso.  “Novus Ordo does not tolerate failure.”

      Shots rang out from cars’ open windows. Alonso and his men crumpled to the ground. When one of them moved, Pilo shot him in the head. “Let the Resistance find you.” He slipped into the car, and the three vehicles sped off.

      “Recruiting those seven was a mistake, Colonel,” Pilo said. “They were nothing more than ignorant thugs. That’s all the Black Shirts were good for.”

      “I agree my Lord,” Angelo replied. “We have to improve our vetting methods for Novus Ordo candidates.”

      “What about the boy?” Pilo asked.

      “We’ll have to be patient and wait for another opportunity,” Angelo said. “He’ll be too protected for now. It does mean we can devote our full energies to Operation Pipeline, and getting well-trained teams.”

      “True,” Pilo replied.”
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      April 12, 1945

      Ohrdruf Concentration Camp

      Isolated German patrols were scattered across Germany as the Allied troops solidified their positions.

      At an inn in Ohrdruf, German privates Franz and Maximillian left their room. Each man wore civilian clothes, and carried a bag. “Just think,” Franz whispered as they went downstairs, “We can turn the tide of the war.”

      “Yes, but we must hurry,” Maximillian replied.

      Once outside, they saw American soldiers walking the streets.  “Remember,” Franz said, “walk like you don’t have a care in the world.”

      “Yes.”

      They strode past the American soldiers, and made their way to the woods beyond the town. Moments later, they took their uniforms from their bags and put them on. They assembled two rifles with silencers, and were startled to see two cars streak past them on the nearby dirt road. The cars had red flags with stars.

      “Shit, they came too early.” Max said.

      “It’s okay,” Franz replied. “It’s better this way.” When the cars came back, they’d put an end to the military careers of Generals Eisenhower, Patton, and Bradley—and win the war for the Reich.

      Generals Eisenhower, Bradley, and Patton drove through the gates of the Ohrdruf Concentration Camp. The stench of death and rotting flesh was nauseating.

      The Generals were further horrified by the sight of piles of dead prisoners, shot the day before the liberation of Ohrdruf and stacked by the entry.

      Colonel Hayden Sears and two of his officers came to greet the three leaders. “Generals,” Sears said, and saluted all three of them.

      “Colonel Sears,” Eisenhower replied. “Show us everything.”

      “Yes sir,” Sears replied. “I have to warn you sir, this is hell on Earth.”

      “Understood Colonel,” Bradley said. “We want to see it all.”

      “Yes sir,” Sears replied. “Follow me.”

      Lime-covered, rotting bodies were stacked in the ill kept barracks.  “They’re piled up like cordwood,” a private said, then turned away and threw up.

      Upon further inspection of the camp, the Generals—escorted by Colonel Sears and former camp prisoners—saw piles of charred remains at a makeshift crematorium. The generals were also taken to the blood, urine, and fecal-stained areas where prisoners had been tortured.

      The only signs of justice the Generals could see were the bodies of several camp guards. American soldiers had apparently shot one when coming toward the front gate. The other one, a former guard, had come as an escort for the Americans. Surviving prisoners had torn him to pieces.

      After seeing all this, Patton vomited behind one of the barracks.

      Eisenhower spoke with a few of the survivors. “What did they make you do here?” he asked.

      “Slave labor, sir,” a prisoner replied. “They made us work on the railroads, and then brought us back here to rot.”

      “They made us watch our loved ones die,” another man said.

      “They were demons, sir,” a third prisoner told the general. “Devils in the Flesh.”

      “I understand,” Eisenhower replied. “We are so sorry for your suffering. We’ll do all we can do to help you, and we won’t forget this.”

      “Thank you sir,” the first prisoner said.

      The former captives were taken away to rest. Eisenhower then gathered with Patton, Bradley, and Colonel Sears. “Colonel, I want everything in this camp photographed and documented. I don’t want anyone claiming this never happened.”

      “Yes sir,” Sears replied.

      “I also want you to pull everyone from the town, including the Burgomaster, and make them walk through everything in this camp. I don’t want to hear them saying they didn't know.”

      “Understood sir,” Sears replied.

      “George, Brad, lets call Marshall and get permission from President Roosevelt to get reporters and members of Congress in here. I want as many witnesses as possible to this tragedy.”

      “Absolutely Ike,” Bradley replied, and turned to the still-nauseous Patton. “Try to hold it in, George. You don’t want our men or these poor souls here seeing you puke all over the place.”

      “Fuck you Brad,” Patton muttered.  “They didn’t teach us this at West Point.”

      “No, they didn’t.” Eisenhower agreed. The generals made way back to their cars and left the horror of the camp behind.

      “For the Fatherland,” Franz said to Max when he heard the cars returning. The two men trained their rifles on the road, and prepared to fire.

      “I don’t think so,” a male voice said from behind them.

      The Germans turned to see two American soldiers, a lieutenant and corporal, aiming silenced guns at them.

      “For the future,” the lieutenant said—and the Americans opened fire. The cars carrying the generals sped past.

      The lieutenant gazed down at the bodies. “Well Ruben, once again saving the timeline as we know it.”

      “Yes.”

      “Let’s get to the camp,” Garth said.

      As they neared Ohrdruf, Ruben was repulsed by the smell in the air. “I remember this from Bitlis,” he said with disgust. “The decomposing bodies of the victims the Turks massacred.”

      “I’m sorry,” Garth said. They walked into the camp, and saw the bodies by the entrance. Moving farther into the compound, they saw more corpses stacked inside the barracks. “Was it like this with the Armenians?” Garth asked.

      “Yes,” Ruben replied.

      “Let’s get our recruits and go home.” Garth and Ruben asked an American soldier where the recovering prisoners were, and set off in that direction, coming to the former German troop barracks. They found the survivors struggling to regain their strength with small portions of food and water. After a brief search, they found the man they were looking for; the same malnourished prisoner who’d told Eisenhower that the Germans made him watch the deaths of his loved ones.

      Garth knelt down before the man, who put up his hand to stop him from getting closer.  “I have lice,” he said.

      “It’s all right,” Garth told him. “We’ll take care of all of you.”

      “You can’t take care of my wife and daughter,” the prisoner said, tears falling down his face. “They’re buried in an unmarked grave in the fields out there.”

      “We’re very sorry,” Garth said.

      “I want to kill all of them.”

      “You’re not alone,” Garth said. “Would you like a chance to get your revenge?”

      “I would.”

      “Good,” Garth said, extending his hand. “My name is Garth.”

      The man weakly shook Garth’s hand. “Cohen.”

      “It’s good to meet you Mr. Cohen.”

      “Will the Americans let us do what you suggest, with the war nearly over?” Cohen asked.

      “There are ways,” Garth replied. “But first you need to get better.”

      “There are others in this camp who want the same thing,” Cohen said.

      “And we’d like to meet them as well,” Garth told him.

      Cohen struggled to get up. “Stay here, I’ll get them.” He limped off.

      “He told us about how we met him,” Ruben said, “but look at him. He’s a shadow of what he will be.”

      “Kind of like when I first met you in 1919,” Garth noted

      “Those were dark times for me and my people.”

      Two days later, Ohrdruf town residents were talking about the deaths of three people. President Roosevelt had died two days before, and everyone wondered how that would affect the war.

      The other deaths were the Burgomaster of Ohrdruf and his wife. Just the day before, they’d been made to walk through the concentration camp with everyone else. Police said the couple had killed themselves.

      “Good work on that,” Garth said. “You’re a natural at this.”

      “Thank you,” Cohen replied.
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      August 31, 1945

      Allied Intelligence Florence Italy

      Palazzo Vecchio

      Luchese strolled across the historic Florentine city square, heading for the Allied Intelligence headquarters at the Palazzo Vecchio. He remembered a time when he was younger, seeing Leonardo and Michelangelo walking the same street.

      As he neared the old city hall, he looked up at the windows, recalling the rebel Pazzis who’d been hung there by Medici loyalists.

      After presenting his identification to security at the first-floor entrance, he walked up to the second floor and introduced himself to an American Army Captain who sat behind a desk. “Colonel Luchese to see General Wilcox.”

      The Captain saluted Luchese. “Yes sir. I’ll let them know you’re here.”  He went into Wilcox’s office while Luchese waited.

      After a few moments, the captain came out, grabbed some documents from his desk, and motioned Luchese into the office. It was a very large area decorated with Renaissance and Baroque columns, frescoes and tapestries.  General Wilcox and an unfamiliar British Major were already there.

      “Colonel Luchese sir,” the Captain said.

      “Thank you, Captain Lane,” General Wilcox said. “Leave the documents on my desk. I’ll call you when I need you

      Lane saluted the general and left the office.

      “ Luchese, good to see you again,” General Wilcox said.

      “And you too General.” They shook hands.

      “Can I get you a drink?” Wilcox asked.

      “Sure, you remember what I like.”

      “Scotch Bourbon,” Wilcox replied. He went to the liquor stand to pour the drinks. “Major Schlechty, what’s your pleasure?”

      “I’ll have the same, General.”

      “I guess that’ll make three then,” Wilcox said. “Sit down you two.”

      Luchese and Schlechty sat at a large oak conference table, waiting for Wilcox to join them with their drinks.

      “Been to Florence before Colonel?” Wilcox asked, bringing the drinks.

      “I’ve visited off and on through the years sir,” Luchese replied, and sipped his drink.  “Very good, thank you.”

      Wilcox nodded. “At least Florence isn't as chaotic as some of the villages in the south, trying to start communes. Or in the North, with vigilante groups seeking to even scores against the old Fascists.”

      “Yes sir,” Luchese said.

      “Major Schlechty, do you know that if it wasn’t for Lo Spirito here and his network, our American and British Allied advances into Sicily and the Italian mainland would have been tremendously more difficult?”

      “Yes sir, I’m aware.” Schlechty replied.

      Wilcox turned to Luchese. “Major Schlechty is one of our British liaisons with our American intelligence division in Rome. He’s brought a problem to my attention, and I feel the solution will require your participation.”

      “Talk to me,” Luchese said.

      “Yes sir,” Schlechty said. “Colonel, have you ever heard of an organization called Novus Ordo?”

      Luchese was stunned by the mention of that particular name. He thought back to  Sicily in 1860, the time of unification. “I’ve read the history books,” Luchese replied. “It was a fringe organization in Sicily during the unification. The organization was destroyed in the wars there.”

      “According to my sources, the organization has resurfaced.”

      “To what end, Major?” Luchese asked.

      “We think they’re setting up a pipeline, actually ratline is more accurate, to recruit individuals with pro-fascist sympathies from both the Allied and Axis sides, in order to create tensions between us and the Russians.”

      “Interesting,” Luchese said. “Do we know where they’re based?”

      “The best lead we have points to a rendezvous in Voltri, three days from now. We know you had assignments there during the war.”

      “I should get to my friends in Voltri,” Luchese said.

      “Excellent, Colonel,” Wilcox agreed. “You and your resistance associates are to strangle this network in its crib.”

      “Understood, General. What about the Axis personnel they plan to recruit?”

      “Arrest them and turn them over to Allied Intelligence,” Wilcox replied.

      “For debriefing and then a date with a war crimes tribunal?” Luchese asked.

      “Probably,” Wilcox said.

      “I see,” Luchese said, smiling. “You want them for your own reasons?”

      “Some of them, yes.” Wilcox replied.

      “Against the Russians?” Luchese asked. “I’ve read about the headwinds coming from the east.”

      “If and when the Soviets act up, Colonel,” Schlechty replied.

      “German scientists and intelligence specialists are a hot commodity these days,” Wilcox said. “All the Allies want them.”

      “For the moment when we are no longer Allies,” Luchese said.

      “That’s right,” Wilcox said.

      “Okay,” Luchese said. “I think Schlechty indicated there were Allied operatives who’ve defected to Novus Ordo.”

      “Yes Colonel,” Wilcox answered.

      “What do I do with them?” Luchese asked.

      “I think you know what to do with them and the other Novus Ordo operatives,” Wilcox announced.

      “Yes General,” Luchese said. “I’ll leave within the hour.”

      “Very good Colonel,” Wilcox replied. “I’ll call Captain Lane to get you transport. Schlechty can brief you more before you go.”

      “Will you be able to provide me with support, General?” Luchese asked.

      “Not on this one, Colonel,” Wilcox replied. “You’ll have to rely on your allies in the resistance.”

      “Understood.”

      Wilcox moved to his desk and called for Lane. No one picked up the other line. “Damn, where is he?” He looked out into the reception area, but Lane was not at his desk. He spotted a female Naval Yeoman walking toward the stairs. “Yeoman, have you seen Captain Lane?”

      “Yes sir. He just left for lunch.”

      “Lunch,” Wilcox said, puzzled. “It’s not lunchtime.”

      Luchese overheard, and looked to the documents Lane had placed on the general’s desk. A yellow glow emanated from beneath the papers. “SHIT,” he yelled, and grabbed Wilcox. “Get behind the columns! You too Schlechty!”

      Luchese shoved the general behind a column and joined him there.

      Seconds later, an explosion engulfed the office and flames burst out into the reception area.

      Luchese pulled Wilcox from behind the column. Schlechty peered around another column.

      “My God,” Wilcox said. They left the charred office and saw injured people in the reception area. Schlechty shouted for medics.

      “It seems Novus Ordo has an extended reach, General,” Luchese said, thinking of the departed Captain Lane.

      “Apparently.”

      “I’ll take care of getting my own transport to Voltri after Schlechty completes his briefing.”

      “That’s probably wise,” Wilcox said. “Good luck to you and your friends in Voltri.”

      “Thank you General.”

      “If you run into Captain Lane, kill him.”

      “With pleasure, General.”
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      September 3, 1945

      Voltri, Italy

      It was early morning on the first day of school. Noah was nervous about his first day as a teacher and couldn’t stop throwing up in the bathroom. “Shit, I can't do this when I get to the school,” Noah said to himself, and vomited again.

      Awakened by the sounds in the bathroom, Francesca went to investigate.  Noah was on his knees in front of the toilet. “Oh my love, what’s wrong?”

      “First day on the job nerves,” Noah replied, struggling to get up. “No kissing right now, my breath stinks.” He went to the sink to get some water and Listerine. After goggling on the Listerine, he gagged. “God that Listerine tastes awful. Remind me to invest in Scope 20 years from now.”

      “Can you do that?”

      “Well I won’t write to myself saying I can’t.” Noah replied. “It’s funny. A year and a half ago I was a high school senior in the Twenty First Century, on a graduation trip to Italy. Then I get transported in time and fight as a member of the resistance in World War Two, getting injured and facing death on numerous occasions.  I have a new face and someone else’s name and job. I’ve killed people. We’ve more or less adopted Bernadette and Rene. Your mother is going to be my mother-in-law. But this scares me more than anything else.”

      “You’ll be great my love,” Francesca said, hugging him.

      “I love you for being so supportive,” Noah said, and washed his face. Afterward, he couldn’t take his eyes off his reflection.

      “What’s wrong?” Francesca asked.

      “It’s been almost a year and a half, and it’s still hard to get used to this face.  I feel like a regenerated Doctor Who.”

      “Doctor Who?” Francesca asked.

      “Exactly. You’ll find out about him in 18 years. What do I do if the staff asks me questions only Pitto could answer? Oh no… Not again.” He stepped to the toilet and hurled again.

      “I understand my darling,” Francesca, kneeling behind him and rubbing his back. “You just say I’m sorry, but I was injured during the war and I don’t remember everything. They’ll understand that. The same with your voice.”

      “I suppose,” Noah said, getting up again. “I may want to bring the Listerine with my lunch.”

      “Do you want me to make lunch for you and the children before you go to school?”

      “Nah, I can take care of it. You don’t want your mother wondering where you were last night.”

      “Remember I told her I was staying over to make sure the children went to school.”

      “I forgot,” Noah said. He looked out the window. “It’s still early. We should get some more sleep before waking them up.”

      “Just relax” Francesca asked. “I’m pretty sure the kids won’t be up anytime soon.”

      “I like the way you think,” Noah said. He and Francesca undressed and went to bed.

      “I hope we did the right thing, taking in Bernadette and Rene,” Noah said, and kissed Francesca.

      “Of course, we did. None of their family survived the camps, and the Falcones were killed. We’re the closest people to family they have.”

      “I understand.  I just didn’t think I would be a quasi-parent at 20.”

      “Honey, let’s concentrate on the present situation instead of talking about the kids.”

      “Of course. I love you.”

      “I love you too.”

      A knock sounded at the front door.

      “Really,” Francesca and Noah said at the same time.

      “Shit, this is killing the mood,” Noah said.

      “Hopefully they’ll go away,” Francesca said.

      But the knocking continued, waking Bernadette and Rene, who came into the bedroom. The nighttime knocking scared them.

      “Oh shit,” Noah said. He and Francesca were naked, and the kids were staring at them. He pulled the sheets up.

      “Don’t be frightened,” Francesca said. She and Noah put their clothes on under the sheets.

      “We remember what that sound meant during the war,” Rene said, holding his sister. “When the Fascists came to our door, looking for our parents.”

      “Don’t worry,” Francesca said. “Those people are gone.”

      “Whoever it is has a bad sense of timing,” Noah said, standing. He answered the door in his pajamas. It was Luchese, dressed in civilian clothes. They embraced, and Noah let him in. “Lo Spirito.”

      “Solari,” Luchese replied.

      Francesca and the children heard Luchese’s voice and came to greet him.

      “Zio (Uncle) Luchese,” Bernadette said, hugging him.

      It had been a long time since he’d dropped them off at the Falcones’. “I’ve missed you two so much,” he said, embracing the children.  “How are you both?”

      “We’re good,” Bernadette said.

      “And your arm?” Luchese asked.

      “Better Zio.”

      “They’re so happy to see you,” Francesca said, hugging Luchese. She whispered in his ear, “What are you doing here?”

      “We have to talk,” Luchese whispered back. “I need your help.”

      “After Noah and the children go to school,” Francesca said.

      “No one can know I am here.”

      “Understood,” Francesca said. “Kids, don’t tell anyone about Zio Luchese being in Voltri.”

      “Okay,” they said together.

      “I’ll get dressed,” Noah said. “I’ll go to the foccaceria and get some breakfast for all of us.”

      “Can I come with you?” Rene asked.

      “Sure,” Noah said.

      “I’ll make coffee,” Francesca said. “I have a feeling I’ll need my wits today.”

      “You will,” Luchese told her.
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      September 3, 1945

      Voltri. Italy

      During a walk through Voltri, Luchese briefed Francesca on the Novus Ordo rendezvous. She agreed to provide assistance from former resistance cell members.

      At sunset, Francesca, Noah, Luchese and six former members of the Voltri Resistance cell ventured outside town just. They stopped by a small hill overlooking an abandoned house in the woods, and crawled to the top. All were dressed in black and wore black makeup.

      Francesca, Noah and Luchese took out binoculars and focused on the house. They could see a light inside. “Looks like your sources were right,” Francesca told Luchese.

      “Yeah,” Luchese said. “Can you see anyone?”

      “No.”

      “Hold it,” Noah whispered. “I see someone at the left window.”

      “Yeah, I see him too,” Francesca said.

      “Let me take a look,” Luchese said, shifting his view. “That’s Captain Lane.”

      “The Allied officer that tried to kill you in Florence?” Francesca asked.

      “Yes.”

      “You can have him after we interrogate him.”

      “See anyone else?” Noah asked.

      “No,” Francesca said. “But others could just be out of sight.”

      “Should we wait to see if more show up?”

      “Yeah, lets wait half an hour,” Francesca said. “I’ll send two of the team around to the other side of the house. They can signal if they see anything. That way, no one leaves without us seeing them.”

      As the team waited for the half hour to lapse, they engaged in some small talk. “How’s Father Virgillo doing?” Luchese asked.

      “He’s well,” Francesca replied. “Maybe you can stop by and see him before you go.”

      “That would be nice,” Luchese replied. “What do you think of the political divisions shaping up in the country?”

      “I don’t get what the Americans and British have against the Action Party,” Lavonia said. “They did more than the Communists and the Christian Democrats to unite the partisans and win the war here in the North.”

      “What do you think about that, Solari?”

      “Oh, don’t ask him,” Lavonia said. “He always keeps his mouth shut about politics because he doesn’t want to accidentally shape the course of events.”

      “I agree with the program of the Action Party,” Noah said.

      “That’s all I can get out of him,” Lavonia said.

      “How was your first day in the classroom?” Luchese asked, changing the subject.

      “Pretty good,” Noah said. “The kids love to read Pinocchio.”

      “Pinocchio in a high school class?” Luchese asked.

      “There are several young adult themes you can explore in that book,” Noah said.

      “Really?” Luchese asked.

      “Really,” Noah replied.

      “How is it going for you in peacetime, Lavonia?”

      “Mostly boring. I’m an attorney dealing with bureaucrats at the Mayor’s office. My side job is more fun.”

      “What job is that?” Luchese asked.

      “Rooting out the collaborators who willingly worked with the Fascists.”

      “Very good,” Luchese said. “Where are the kids?”

      “At her mother’s,” Noah replied, sounding upset.

      “You don’t like your future mother-in-law?” Luchese asked.

      Francesca interrupted before Noah could answer. “I told you Elisabetta couldn’t watch them, and none of the sisters at the Church were available.”

      “That doesn’t mean I have to like that we left them with her,” Noah said. “It’s bad enough we have to have dinner with her after we’re done here, and again tomorrow.”

      “We need to plan for the wedding,” Francesca said. “I don't want to have this discussion now.”

      “I’m sorry I brought it up,” Luchese said.

      After a few minutes of silence, they heard the sound of an owl. It happened twice.

      “Okay, that’s the signal to go,” Francesca said, and returned the owl-sound call.  “Everyone check your weapons. And remember, we try to take everyone alive. Let’s go.”

      The team raced down the hill and up to the house. Francesca motioned one of the former Resistance men to kick the door open. The fighter kicked the door in—and was instantly shot dead.

      Weapons were already aimed through the doorway. The team members Francesca sent earlier were dead on the floor, their throats slit. Noah saw another door at the back of the house.

      Inside the house were Pilo, Captain Lane, two guards, an unknown man in a black trench coat, and Hitler’s science advisor, Dr. Hans Breuner.

      “Your people were out of practice, my friends,” Pilo said. “They made good owl noises, though.” He gestured to his men. “Take their weapons.”

      Pilo pulled the mask off Luchese and stepped back, surprised. “It’s been a long time since I last saw you in Sicily, brother.”

      “It has, brother,” Luchese said. “You look different without your beard.”

      “A fashion change,” Pilo said. “You like it?”

      “No,” Luchese replied. “So you’re behind this pipeline with the Axis escapees and the Allied traitors?”

      “I am not a traitor, Colonel,” Lane said. “We just want a New World Order free from Nazism and Stalinism.”

      “By aligning with Nazi fanatics like the Harbinger of Death there?” Francesca said, looking at Breuner.

      Pilo took notice of Francesca.

      “Leave her alone!” Noah yelled.

      “Silence,” a guard ordered, jamming the butt of his rifle into Noah’s gut.

      “Solari!” Francesca cried out.

      Pilo was shocked again.  “How can this be?” he said, “The last time we met was in Sicily. And may I say my dear, you age very well.” He then looked at Noah. “You too.”

      “Oy,” Noah said.

      “You didn't learn your lesson from the guard here, or in Sicily,” Pilo said. He slapped Noah across the face.  “You will remain silent.”

      “We should kill them now,” Lane said.

      “No,” Pilo said. “They may have useful information. We’ll take them with us.”

      “You’re making a mistake,” Lane cautioned.

      “Really,” Pilo said. He drew his pistol and shot Lane in the head.

      “I suppose I should thank you,” Luchese said. “Killing him was on my to-do list.”

      “What else are brothers for?” Pilo asked.

      “Trust, love, and dependability,” Luchese snapped back.

      “We didn't need him anymore,” Pilo said. “We can go now.”

      Moments later, everyone left the house. Armed Novus Ordo guards escorted the Resistance team, while Pilo, Breuner and the man in the trench coat followed. The group started into the woods. A moment later, twin gunshots rang out. Blood and brain matter sprayed from the guards’ heads, and they fell to the ground. Francesca and Luchese grabbed their weapons and opened fire on Pilo, Breuner, and the mystery man in the trench coat. Another shot rang out and the mystery man, hit in the back, fell as well.

      Pilo and Breuner bolted into the woods.   Lavonia shot Breuner in the shoulder. “Damn, I missed the head,” she said in frustration.

      Another shot from behind Francesca’s team hit the person wearing a Trench Coat, who stumbled and fell.

      “Where did that come from?” Francesca asked.

      She looked to her team. “You two, go get them and bring them back. Kill them if you have to. And you two, get hold of our old friends from the cell. Tell them to make sure no one gets out of Voltri without our checking them first.”

      Noah and Luchese looked at the dead Novus Ordo guards and the man in the trench coat. “Did you ask more Resistance to come?” Luchese asked.

      “No,” Francesca said.

      “Then who are the guardian angels who shot the Fascists?” Noah asked.

      “If I may be of assistance,” a female voice said from behind the trio. Francesca and Noah recognized it as Mariah’s. They turned to see her striding toward them.

      “It's great to see all of you,” Mariah said, hugging Francesca and Noah. “I’ve missed you so much.” She then walked towards the two dead men.

      “Thank you,” Lavonia said. “You still shoot well.”

      “She didn’t do it,” Garth said as he, Ruben and Cohen came into view.

      “Garth,” Luchese said, shaking hands.

      “It’s good to see you again Lo Spirito,” Garth said.

      “Ruben,” Luchese said, walking over to embrace him, “How long has it been?”

      “For you, a few months,” Ruben said. “For me, a little over a year.”

      Luchese nodded that he understood. “It’s tough keeping track when one of your best friends is a time traveler.”

      Mariah whispered to Francesca and Noah. “You don’t know Cohen,” I’ll explain later.”

      “What?” Noah asked.

      “I’ll explain later,” Mariah said again.

      Cohen walked past the trio and went to the fallen person wearing a Trench Coat. “I got him Garth. I got the Butcher of Koszalin.”

      “Excellent,” Garth said.

      “Who was he?” Francesca asked.

      “Augustus Shuster,” Cohen replied. “A scientist whose real occupation was being a mass murderer of slave labor.”

      “Somehow,” Ruben opined, “I don’t think one bullet in the back is fitting justice for someone who oversaw the deaths of hundreds of slave laborers at a German V2 facility.”

      “Agreed,” Garth said.

      “What should we do now?” Cohen asked.

      “Let’s get the bodies into the house,” Garth replied, “and see if they have anything useful on them.”

      Pilo and Breuner emerged from the woods on a side road. A black truck was waiting. Angelo stepped from the truck and motioned for them to drop to the ground. They did.

      Two of Angelo’s henchmen then opened fire from cover, killing the Resistance fighters who’d been sent after Pilo and Breuner.  “GET INTO THE TRUCK!” Angelo ordered. Breuner, Pilo and the two shooters complied.

      Angelo joined them, and ordered the driver to take them to the alternative headquarters.

      Breuner started ranting, “The Allies and the Jews were there to capture us.”

      “Apologies Doctor,” Angelo said. “Where’s Schuster?”

      “They got him,” Pilo replied.

      “And Lane?”

      “We had a difference of opinion,” Pilo replied.  “He was no longer useful to the organization.”

      “And the guards?” Angelo asked.

      “Dead too.”

      “Let’s get to the building,” Angelo said.

      Ten minutes later, they arrived at an abandoned building on the outskirts of Voltri. The group left the truck and walked to the entrance. Angelo told the driver and shooters to stand guard and watch for intruders. Pilo unlocked the front door and led Breuner and Angelo to an office room.   He went to a refrigerator and pulled out bottled water. “Welcome to Novus Ordo,” he said, pouring a glass and handing it to Breuner.

      “Thank you” Breuner said.

      “You will be a great asset to our organization,” Angelo said.

      “Anything for the New World we will create from the ashes out of this war,” Breuner replied.

      “Quite,” Angelo said.

      Pilo nodded. “A glorious future as we lay the groundwork to start World War Three and create a better world.” He looked to Breuner. “Have you been able to work on those guidance system specifications we asked about?”

      “Yes,” Breuner replied. “It’s all up here.” He pointed to his head.

      “Will the unavailability of Schuster pose any problems?” Angelo asked.

      “No,” Breuner replied.

      “Excellent.”

      After pouring more bottled water, Angelo proposed a toast “To Novus Ordo.”

      Later, after Breuner went to rest in one of the office rooms, Pilo wanted to speak with Angelo.

      “Let’s discuss the Resistance fighters,” Pilo said. “The female Resistance leader, I’ve met her before.”

      “Okay,” Angelo said.

      “In Sicily,” Pilo explained. “In 1860.”

      “That’s impossible,” Angelo whispered back. “You’re mistaken.”

      “I don’t think so,” Pilo replied.  “And my brother was with them too.”

      “Well,” Angelo said.  “We don’t want them interfering with our plans to start World War Three.”

      Back at the house where the Novus Ordo operatives were hiding, Lavonia and the others went through the clothes of Schuster, Lane, and the two guards, hoping to find something that would tell them what the Fascists were planning. “Nothing on the guards,” Noah said.

      “Lane doesn’t have anything either,” Luchese said. “Except his wallet and some money.” He pocketed the latter. “Which he won’t be needing anymore.”

      “I think I have something inside Schuster’s coat by his shoulder,” Mariah said, using pocketknife to cut through. “I got something.”

      She pulled out several papers. Some were schematics of V2 rockets. Others were maps of mines in Genoa, and of the Colorado and Volga Rivers. Another sheet contained handwritten notes.

      “Let me see that,” Luchese said, taking the papers from Mariah. “Thank you.”

      After looking at the papers, Luchese motioned Garth to come over and review the documents.

      Noah and Francesca approached Mariah. When Cohen looked their way, there was no recognition in his eyes. “So why doesn’t Cohen know us?” Noah whispered.

      “He hasn’t met you yet,” Mariah whispered back.

      “More fun with time,” Francesca said.

      “That’s right,” Mariah replied.

      “And your leader?” Noah asked.

      “Garth,” Mariah replied. “He’s an ass but good at his job.”

      “And the other man?” Francesca asked.

      “Ruben. You’ll like him. He’s cool.”

      “What part of history is he from?” Noah asked.

      “Turkey, 1919,” Ruben replied. “I have good ears.”

      “Armenian Genocide?” Noah asked.

      “Very good,” Ruben said. “They said you were smart. That knowledge of history will always come in handy.”

      Mariah looked to Noah and touched his face. “It really is you,” she said. “The Temporal surgeons did an outstanding job of making you look like Pitto.”

      “There is a little scarring from the explosion and the surgery; they had to make it look like an operation done in this time.”

      “Unfortunate,” Mariah replied.

      “How long has it been since you last saw us?” Noah asked.

      “From 1944 you mean?” Mariah asked.

      “When else?” Francesca said.

      “Well, time is not strictly speaking linear when you’re a Guardian,” Mariah replied. “But from when you last saw me, it’s been a little over seven years for me. I just became a Guardian. I graduated with degrees in history and international relations from the London School of Economics.”

      “Wow, it’s been about a year and a half for us.” Noah replied. “How’s my family?”

      “They’re fine,” Mariah said gently.

      “What do they say about—"

      “I’m sorry but I can’t give you the details, Noah. It may affect the timeline, how you react to future events.”

      “But what do they think happened to me?”

      “I’m sorry, I can’t discuss it.”

      “I miss them,” Noah said.

      “They miss you too.”

      “So, what are you doing with Garth and a Cohen we don’t know?” Francesca asked, wanting to change the subject and get Noah’s mind on other things.

      “Right now, they and the others with Ruben are concentration camp survivors who helped organize the Nakam.”

      “The Jewish Avengers,” Lavonia said.

      “That’s right,” Mariah replied.

      “I’ve heard of them,” Francesca said. “They do good work.”

      “So, you’re here to…” Noah said.

      “Recruit him to the foundation, like he recruited us,” Mariah finished.

      “Oy” said Noah. “Another full circle scenario.”

      “Let’s gather around the dining table,” Luchese said.

      After everyone sat down, Garth looked to Francesca. “There’s no way they could get out of the area without our knowing?”

      “No,” Francesca replied. “My people know every shortcut in and out of Voltri. If they try to leave, they’ll be seen.”

      “Let’s hope so,” Garth replied. “We’ll need a place to set up a headquarters.”

      “We can take you to one of the hideouts we used during the resistance,” Francesca replied.

      “Excellent,” Garth replied. “Luchese and I looked at these documents. It seems the late Butcher of Koszalin Herr Schuster was recruited for some operation that includes V2 Rockets, a uranium mine in the Genoa area, and the Colorado and Volga Rivers. They’re calling it Operation Mare Nostrum.”

      “Our sea,” Mariah said. “They want to create what Mussolini could not. What else do the notes say?”

      “Some thoughts about an advanced guidance system.” Garth replied.

      “The Uranium mine is troubling,” Mariah said.

      “Yes,” Noah replied. “Italy’s not supposed to have uranium mines. If Novus Ordo launches uranium on V2 rockets from a German U-Boat and can put them in the Colorado and Volga Rivers—the cost in human life and environmental damage would be drastic.”

      “For this and future generations,” Garth added.

      “Absolutely,” Noah replied.

      “We have to stop them,” Francesca said, realizing what was at stake.

      “We should consider that the notes found on the butcher were meant to deceive us,” Cohen said.

      “That’s a fair point to consider,” Francesca agreed. “But we can’t just ignore it.”

      “What do we do then?” Noah asked.

      “We have to find the place in Voltri where they’re hiding,” Luchese said. He looked to Garth. “Can you and your people stay and help us?”

      “Yes,” Garth replied. “We still have Breuner to get.”

      “We should also investigate that mine and see if it’s real,” Mariah suggested.

      “Agreed,” Luchese said.

      “We’ll get teams together,” Francesca replied.

      “Excellent,” Luchese said.  “Let’s put an end to Novus Ordo and their Fascist plans.”

      Francesca nodded her agreement. “First let’s get everyone situated at the old headquarters and plan for tomorrow.”
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      September 3, 1945

      Voltri Italy

      At the Novus Ordo hideout, the masked Suzerain telephoned Angelo to discuss the current situation. “Report, Colonel.”

      “We have Breuner but we lost Schuster and Lane.”

      “What happened?” the Suzerain demanded.

      “The old Resistance cell intercepted us at the rendezvous.”

      “Were they there?”

      “Lavonia and Solari were there, as well as Pilo’s brother.”

      “I want them taken care of as planned.”

      “Yes Suzerain, I will alert our operatives.”

      “Also, I want you to personally oversee the mission to Bologna.”

      “Is that wise, in the middle of the Red Triangle?”

      “Don’t question my orders again.”

      “Yes Suzerain. I ask forgiveness.”

      “Do you have anything else to report?”

      “Pilo said he knew Lavonia from Sicily, at the time of Italian Unification.”

      “Make him understand that’s not possible,” the Suzerain said.

      “Of course,” Angelo replied.

      “Now deal with Lavonia and Solari.”

      “Yes Suzerain,” Angelo said. “As planned.”
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      September 3, 1945

      Voltri, Italy

      Mariah and the others from the Foundation were taken to a location that used to be one of the hideouts for the resistance, an abandoned church just outside of town.  The place was very dirty. “Lucy, you have a lot of explaining to do,” Noah said. This drew an ugly stare from Garth and a confused look from Francesca.

      “Who’s Lucy?” Francesca asked.

      “Ask me in about ten years,” Noah replied.

      “Oh.”

      “This will do nicely for us,” Garth said. “Thank you.”

      “Yeah,” Ruben said. “It’s not like we’re used to the Ritz.”

      “I’ve sent word to get some supplies and food over here,” Francesca said. “They should be here soon.”

      “Good,” Mariah said.

      “Garth, is it just the four of you?” Luchese asked.

      “Yes.”

      “Can you get any more?”

      “If the situation warrants,” Garth replied.

      “Sounds like hedging,” Luchese said. “Francesca, how many can you count on?”

      “Probably a dozen.”

      “Good. I suggest Garth, Ruben, and I check out this mine with some of Francesca’s Resistance fighters. The rest of you stay here in Voltri, find the Novus Ordo operatives, and arrest them.”

      “Not kill them?” Noah asked.

      “Not if you can help it,” Luchese replied. “We want to drill them for information before sending them to the war crimes tribunal in Nuremberg.”

      “Breuner has already been tried and found guilty by the Nakham,” Cohen said.

      “Well we can let you have him as a special prize after we interrogate him,” Luchese said.

      “Thank you.”

      “We’ll move out just before dawn,” Luchese said.

      A few minutes later, Caterina arrived, carrying her baby daughter. The ex-cell members with her brought food and supplies.

      “Good to see you again Caterina,” Garth said, shaking her hand. “Giotto’s baby.”

      “His daughter Alessia,” Caterina announced.

      “She’s beautiful,” Mariah said.

      Caterina wondered why Cohen was staring at her. “He’s looking at me like it's the first time he’s seen me.”

      “He hurt his head at the end of the war,” Francesca whispered. “He doesn’t remember all of us.”

      “Oh.” Caterina moved to Cohen. “Nice to meet you.”

      “And you too,” Cohen said, smiling.

      “That’s a first,” Ruben whispered to Garth. “He hasn’t done that before.”

      “Probably not since he and his family were imprisoned in the camps,” Garth said.

      “With Garth and Ruben leaving tomorrow morning, where should Cohen and I stay?” Mariah asked.

      “Since we are having dinner with your mother tomorrow,” Noah said to Francesca, “we could pass them off as friends of mine who want to participate in the wedding planning. They can stay at my place.”

      “That sounds like a good idea,” Francesca replied.

      “Good, then we’ll leave now,” Francesca said.  “We have to get the kids.”

      “Bernadette and Rene?” Mariah asked. “How are they?”

      “They’re good,” Francesca said. “They’ll be happy to see you again.”

      “That’d be great,” Mariah said.

      “We’ll send three of my Resistance cell to you with supplies for the trip.”

      “Thank you, Francesca,” Luchese said. “Make the password Parri.”

      “Very good,” Francesca said. “Good luck. Let’s go.”

      Everyone else walked out with Caterina striking more conversation with Cohen and Mariah chumming with Francesca and Noah.

      “According to plan, Garth?” Ruben asked.

      “Like clockwork.”

      “What plan?” Luchese asked.

      “Getting Cohen ready to join the Foundation,” Garth replied. “How have you been doing, Lo Spirito?”

      “That depends. When was the last time you saw me?”

      “From your perspective, last year, just south of Rome. From mine, just after they hung Pazzi for rebelling against the Medici.”

      “This collaboration between your people and mine has been very productive through the centuries,” Garth said.

      “For the greater good,” Ruben said.

      “Can you tell me anything that you couldn’t tell the others?” Luchese asked.

      “I’m sorry,” Ruben replied.

      “Well,” Luchese said. “It’ll be a fun as always.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Voltri Italy

      Noah woke to the smell of eggs and sausage. “That smells great.” He went into the kitchen and saw the children sitting at the table, eating and chatting with Mariah and Cohen.

      “Hey, sleepyhead,” Mariah said. “You’re finally up. Come and eat with us.”

      Noah sat down and devoured both the eggs and sausage.  “It’s good.”

      “Good! These eggs are better than Francesca’s,” Bernadette said.

      Noah shook his head. “Nah, They’re both great cooks.”

      “Sure they are,” Rene said. “I love Francesca, but she’s really not as a good a cook as Mariah.”

      “It’s okay kids,” Mariah said. “He’s just defending his future wife.”

      “Mariah was just telling us what she did after she and Noah left at us at the boat during the war,” Bernadette said.

      “Oh?”

      “It’s a shame what happened to Noah.” Rene said.

      “Yes, it was,” Noah said, wishing he could tell them who he really was.

      “And Cohen was telling us what happened to his family in the concentration camp,” Bernadette said. “It’s very sad.”

      “Like what the Fascists and the Nazis did to our parents,” Rene added. “I hope they all pay.”

      “I’m working on it,” Cohen said, which drew smiles from Mariah and Noah.

      “So what time do you have to leave for school?” Mariah asked.

      “About 15 minutes,” Noah said. “I got up late. I spent some time last night preparing today’s lesson on Pinocchio. Also vocab, and pre-writing essays for the kids.”

      “That’s why the light was on in your room after we went to sleep on the sofas,” Cohen surmised.

      “Yeah. Can you guys do me a favor?” Noah asked.

      “If we can,” Mariah said.

      “I was planning on walking the children to their school before heading to mine. But since I’m running late…”

      “We’d love to take the kids to school,” Mariah said. “Get ready guys.”

      Fifteen minutes later, they all left the apartment building. They headed for Noah’s high school, because it was on the way to the children’s school.

      The children pointed out a focacceria. “Can we get some before we go to school,” Bernadette said.

      “Quickly,” Noah said. “And just a little. You had a big breakfast and I don’t want to be late.”

      A couple stepped from the focacceria.  The man accidentally dropped a loaf of bread. Noah picked it up to hand it back and stared at the man in shock.

      “Thank you, sir,” the man said, taking the bread.

      The man’s girlfriend came up beside him “Oh, Carmelo, he has the same ring as you.”

      “Really,” the man said, looking at Noah’s family ring. “My ring has been handed down for several generations from my family in Sicily.”

      “Mine too,” Noah said.

      “Our ancestors must have purchased their rings from the same jeweler in the Middle Ages.”

      “Must have,” Noah agreed. “Enjoy your breakfast.”

      “Thank you,” Carmelo said. “Come on Sylvia.”

      Mariah drew close to Noah as the couple walked off, “Your great grandparents. I remember when we saw her at the other focacceria.”

      “Yep,” Noah said. “It always sends chills down my spine when I see them.”

      “I understand,” Mariah said. “Let’s go. We have to get the kids to school.”

      As they came to the high school entrance a few minutes later, one of the students called out to Noah. “Professore Pitto!”

      “Enrico,” Noah said, walking over to greet him.

      “Look Professore,” Enrico said. “A first edition of Pinocchio.”

      “That’s wonderful Enrico,” Noah said. “Let me see.”

      Enrico showed Noah the cover. “That’s the first edition all right, illustrated by Enrico Mazzanti.”

      “Yes Professore.”

      Just as Noah reached out for the book, Enrico opened it. There was a gun inside.

      Noah was confused.

      “I’m sorry Professore Pitto,” Enrico said. He pulled out the gun and dropped the book.

      Noah stepped back as Enrico aimed the weapon. Cohen knocked the boy’s arm up as he fired, and the shot went skyward. The other students outside fell to the ground. Cohen pulled the weapon from Enrico and shoved him to the ground.

      “Pitto, are you alright?” Mariah asked.

      “Yes,” Noah replied.

      “Pitto,” Bernadette said, hugging Noah. “Why would he want to kill you?”

      “That’s a good question,” Noah replied.

      “A question whose answer I would like to find out,” Cohen said.

      The school principal came out, demanding to know what happened.

      “Enrico tried to shoot me,” Noah replied.

      “Why would he try to do that?”

      “That’s what we… The police will find out,” Cohen said, pulling the boy to his feet. “We’ll take him to the police and contact his family.”

      “Very well,” the principal said. “Professore Pitto, do you need to go with them?”

      “No, I’ll join them after school.”

      “Okay,” the principal said. “Let’s get the kids to class.”

      “Yes sir,” Noah said. He looked to Mariah. “Make sure Rene and Bernadette get to school.”

      “Right,” Mariah replied. “I’ll take the kids and Cohen will handle your disgruntled student.”

      “I’ll join you after class. Hopefully you’ll have found out all you need to know by then.”

      “You mean we’re not going to the police?” Enrico asked.

      “No,” Mariah said.  “We’re going to handle this.”

      Noah knelt down and hugged Bernadette and Rene “Don’t worry kids. Mariah will take you to school and we’ll pick you up later. Remember we have dinner with Francesca mother tonight. She makes good pasta.”

      The children smiled. Mariah took their hands and walked them toward their school.

      Cohen took Enrico in the opposite direction. “Let’s find a secluded spot and start the lesson,” he said.

      “I don’t think so,” Enrico replied, chewing on something. A moment later, he collapsed onto the street, foaming at the mouth.

      “What the hell,” Cohen said, looking the boy over. “Oh my God. Such a waste. He was just a child.”

      A half hour later, one of the Novus Ordo operatives entered the secret headquarters. Angelo asked what happened.

      “The student failed, Colonel.”

      “Is the student dead?”

      “Yes, he took the cyanide.”

      “Good, anything else?”

      “Yes sir. Did you know the children of Saberstein are here in Voltri?”

      “Even the girl?” Angelo asked.

      “Yes sir.”

      “Perhaps we need to revise our plans.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Libiola Mine,

      Genoa Italy

      

      Garth and Ruben scanned the area in front of the small commercial Libiola Mine entrance, just outside Genoa. The scanners had been provided by the Foundation.

      “Interesting toys,” Luchese said.

      “Yeah,” Garth said. “We got them at Christmas. What are you reading, Ruben?”

      “No humans in the mines,” Ruben said.

      “Anything else that can harm us?” Luchese asked.

      “No.”

      “All right, let’s see what’s in there,” Garth said, and the trio entered the mine.

      The passage was fairly narrow, and led immediately led downward. Ruben and Garth turned their scanners on again.

      “What are you looking for?” Luchese asked.

      “Mining activity,” Ruben replied.

      “You need your toy for that?” Luchese asked. “Look around.”

      “This can tell us if a particular ore or mineral was mined, and how recently,” Garth explained.

      “Oh,” Luchese said. “And?”

      “Looks like someone was here recently to get the uranium,” Ruben said. “We need to walk a little further down so I can get a more accurate reading.”

      The passage became darker and more cramped. “No wonder children used to work in these places,” Garth said.

      “Over here,” Ruben said, aiming the scanner at a small hole. “This is where they mined the uranium.”

      “That’s it?” Luchese asked. “That little bit?”

      “Apparently,” Garth replied, scanning around. “The mine ends a few feet farther on, and there’s no other sign of recent mining activity for uranium.”

      “Maybe they only needed a small amount?” Ruben asked.

      “Unlikely,” Garth said. “The small amount that they mined would do them no good. They must be mining somewhere else.”

      “Okay, where to now?” Luchese asked.

      “Back to Voltri,” Garth said. “Regroup with Lavonia’s team and plan the next steps.”

      They turned around and headed back.

      Two sticks of dynamite rolled down the passage floor.

      “Holy shit,” Garth said.

      A moment later, the explosion collapsed the mine.

      Outside, the dynamite-thrower watched the entrance, machine gun in hand.

      “Are you waiting for someone?” Garth asked from behind.

      The man turned to fire, but Luchese shot him in the arm. The man dropped his weapon.

      Ruben picked up the machine gun and pushed the man to the ground. Luchese searched him for other weapons. He found two knives, several pieces of paper, and a small pistol. He also checked the man’s mouth for cyanide.

      “Ow, you little shit,” Luchese yelled when the man tried to bite him. But he managed to get the cyanide pill out of his mouth.

      “He came prepared,” Ruben said.

      “Now,” Garth said. “Who sent you to kill us?”

      The man remained silent.

      “Maybe you didn’t hear me,” Garth said, and stepped on the man’s injured arm. “Who sent you?”

      The man screamed but said nothing.

      “This may take a while,” Garth said. “Hopefully, he’s not one of those who can withstand pain.”

      “Wait a minute,” Luchese whispered. “He’s got identification and a railway ticket here.”

      “Where to?” Ruben asked.

      “Pontebba.”

      “I’ve heard of it,” Ruben said. “That’s not far from Venice.”

      “Yeah it’s fairly secluded. Also not far from the Austrian border. It might be a lead.”

      “What’s his name?” Garth asked Luchese.

      “Bertucio Sale,” Luchese replied.

      “Look him up,” Garth ordered.

      Ruben turned away used his cell phone to access a database stored on a cloaked satellite the Foundation had placed in orbit.

      Luchese whispered to Garth. “My compliments on whatever device that was that got us out of the mine.”

      Garth just smiled.

      “Why didn't you use it to get us here from Voltri?”

      “There are limits as to when we can use it.”

      “Ah.”

      Ruben turned back and stepped close. “He’s in the system. It shows he died today.”

      “Very well,” Garth said, and shot the man between the eyes.

      “Didn’t you want to get information from him?” Luchese asked.

      “I did,” Garth said. “But I suspect he wouldn’t have been forthcoming.”

      “On to Pontebba?” Ruben asked.

      “Yes,” Garth replied.

      “What about Lavonia’s team, and Cohen?” Ruben asked.

      “We should send word for them to meet us there,” Garth said.

      “Okay,” Ruben replied.

      “Can’t we use the device to get us to Pontebba?” Luchese asked.

      “No,” Garth replied. “We’ll have to travel the old-fashioned way, by train.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Voltri, Italy

      Major Schlechty found Voltri quaint compared to Florence; a place to go for a weekend of rest and fishing. After parking his car at the city hall, he went to the mayor’s office, where Francesca worked. He found her alone at her desk. The mayor’s office door was closed. “Signora Pitto?” Schlechty asked.

      “Not yet,” Francesca replied with a smile.

      “I’m Major Schlechty with Allied Intelligence. Can we talk?”

      “Sure,” Francesca said. “But not here. Let’s go for a walk.”

      Francesca knocked on the mayor’s door and opened it, saying she had to leave for the day. The Mayor saw Schlechty and smiled. “I understand. Have a good day.”

      “Thank you,” Francesca said. “Ciao.”

      Cohen sat in Noah’s kitchen, blaming himself for Enrico’s suicide.

      “Don’t blame yourself,” Mariah said.  “Who would have thought a child would have cyanide in his mouth?”

      “I should have followed protocol,” Cohen insisted. “I fucked up.”

      “It’ll be okay,” Mariah said, patting his shoulder.

      A moment later, they heard loud talking in the hall outside the apartment. “Who’s she with?” Cohen asked.

      “Don’t know,” Mariah said. “Let’s get ready.” They drew their guns and aimed at the door. They heard the key in the lock, and then Francesca pushed the door open and shoved a man inside.

      “Who’s this?” Mariah asked.

      “He’s says he’s Allied Intelligence,” Francesca said. She closed the door and locked it. “Check him.”

      Cohen frisked Schlechty, taking his identification papers and his revolver. “It says he’s British Major Dwight Schlechty.”

      “I see your reputation is justified, Lavonia,” Schlechty said. “I appreciate your caution. I would act the same way.”

      “How do we know you’re Allied Intelligence?” Francesca asked. “I can’t just take your word for it.”

      “Ask Lo Spirito,” Schlechty said.

      “He’s not here,” Francesca replied.

      “Where is he?” Schlechty asked.

      “I can’t say,” Francesca replied.

      “Of course,” Schlechty said. “What can I do to prove myself? We can’t be at an impasse.”

      “How about telling us why you’re here,” Francesca said.  “And we’ll go from there.”

      “After Lo Spirito left Florence,” Schlechty said, “one of my sources got word to me about another Novus Ordo operative meeting in Voltri.”

      “When was this cable sent to you?” Francesca asked.

      “Late last night.”

      “It could be a trap,” Mariah said. “To draw us into an ambush. Or even just misdirection.”

      “Maybe,” Francesca said. “When is this meeting?”

      “At 6:30 p.m.,” Schlechty replied.

      “Where?” Mariah asked.

      “At this address,” Schlechty said. He handed Francesca a piece of paper.

      “I’ll have some of our cell members recon the place,” Francesca said.

      “Do you know anything about who’s meeting with Novus Ordo?” Cohen asked.

      “Only that it’s a woman,” Schlechty replied.

      “Okay,” Francesca said, “If it is a trap, they’ll recognize me and maybe other Resistance members. If we send you Mariah and you Cohen along with Schlechty and a few of the fighters who joined us just before the end of the war, that may be enough to sneak up on them and put them out of business.”

      “Yes,” Schlechty said. “That could work.”

      “Good,” Francesca said. “It’s 3:00 p.m. now. I have to get the cell members to recon the location. Mariah and I also have to get the kids and meet up with Noah after he finishes work. You stay here with Cohen. He’ll look after you.”

      Cohen grinned, which intimidated Schlechty a little.

      “Yes Mam,” Schlechty said.  “Thank you.”

      Francesca and Mariah left to pick up the kids and get the Resistance cell members. “Do you think the plot on Noah this morning was a Fascist youth looking for revenge, or a Novus Ordo operation?” Mariah asked.

      “I don’t know,” Francesca replied. “It could be either. I’m glad you and Cohen were there to save him. Noah’s still too trusting.  I keep my eyes open on all corners. I don’t want surprises.”

      “Do you trust this Schlechty?” Mariah asked.

      “Hell no! Do you?” Francesca asked.

      “No, he could be like that Captain Lane.”

      “Precisely,” Francesca said. “If he turns out to be a double agent, kill him.”

      “God I’ve missed you,” Mariah said. “Talk to me about Noah. How’s he doing?”

      “He’s fine,” Francesca said. “He wants to see his family one last time. I think he’s going to ask Garth to make that happen.”

      “I don’t think Garth can,” Mariah said. “We’ll see what he says.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Voltri, Italy 6:35 p.m.

      The warehouse on Via Antonio Viacava had once been owned by a leading Fascist in Voltri. Everyone thought it was abandoned because the owner fled to Switzerland.

      Mariah, Cohen, and Schlechty went inside with three of the old Resistance cell members. entered the building through the front door.  They were all armed. The lobby was empty. Mariah signaled the others to split off in twos and search the building’s three floors.

      Mariah led one of the resistance cell members down a stairway. They heard voices coming from the basement. Moving cautiously, Mariah saw Angelo with a woman who spoke American English. How is that son of a bitch still alive, Mariah thought after seeing Angelo.  She then signaled the Resistance fighter to go back up and get the others.

      When they returned, Mariah moved a little farther down the stairs, trying to make out the conversation.

      “You understand,” the woman said. “Gladius is willing to join Novus Ordo as long as you can guarantee him the forces and weaponry necessary to push east.”

      “Tell him he’ll have more than enough additional troops, on top of the ones he has with Equestrian.”

      “And weapons?” The woman asked.

      “Gladius is on his way to our home base now, to witness a demonstration of what we can provide.”

      “How can the demonstration proceed there when Breuner’s here?”

      “We have other scientists, Madam, thanks to our pipeline,” said Breuner, walking into view. “They can demonstrate our progress to Gladius. I will put the finishing touches on the work when I get to the base.”

      “And I have to go to Bologna,” Angelo said, “to set things in motion with the political situation in Italy.”

      On the stairs, Schlechty whispered to Mariah and Cohen. “We need to take them alive. They have information about the main base.”

      “If we can,” Mariah said. She signaled the others that it was time to move.

      Mariah charged down the stairs and into the room, yelling “FREEZE!”

      Schlechty, Cohen, and the three resistance fighters spread out and aimed their weapons on Angelo, Breuner, and the woman.

      “Mona,” Angelo said. “How nice to see you again. You look better than the last time I saw you.”

      “I wish I could say the same,” Mariah said. “How the hell did you survive the explosion at the lab?”

      “Just lucky,” Angelo replied.

      “Your luck has just run out,” Mariah said. “Where’s Pilo?”

      “On an errand,” Angelo replied with a smile.

      “We’ll find him soon enough,” Mariah said. “Take them.”

      “Of course,” Angelo said. “Take them.”

      Two of the Resistance fighters fired their weapons, hitting Schlechty and the third fighter.

      Cohen shot one of the traitors, killing him. Mariah dove to the floor and fired on the other one, eliminating him as well.

      Cohen trained his gun on Angelo and the others. “Get in front of the desk, the three of you.”

      Mariah went to Schlechty and felt his pulse.  He was dead; not a traitor after all. She felt bad for suspecting him.  The other Resistance fighter was wounded in his leg.

      “We've had sleeper agents in the cell since just before the end of the war,” Angelo said.  “They only wake up when they’re needed.”

      “They won’t be waking up anymore,” Cohen said.

      “Yes, “Angelo said. He reached down to touch the desk.

      “What are you doing?” Mariah said.

      Angelo pressed a button on the desk and the floor opened up. He, Breuner and the woman fell through it, and the floor closed above them.

      “Shit,” Mariah said as she walked to where Angelo and the desk had been.  She bent down to see if there was any way to manually shift the secret passageway open.

      “Damn,” Mariah said. “We should see if there is a way to get to the lower level without tearing up the floor.”

      “I agree,” Cohen said, “but we should get him to a doctor.”

      “Can you hold out for a couple of minutes?” Mariah asked the wounded fighter.

      “Yes Mona.”

      “Very good,” Mariah said. “Let’s see what we can find. Then we’ll take him to the hospital and brief Lavonia and Solari.”

      “Look at this,” Cohen said, lifting a notepad that had fallen off the desk

      “Let’s see,” Mariah said. She found a pencil. “Let me shade this in and hope for luck.” She held the pencil at an angle and shaded in the paper—highlighting the impressions made when the now-missing sheet above it had been written on. “It’s the name of a place in Bologna, with a date and time.”

      “What do you think it means?” Cohen asked.

      “Angelo said something about meeting a Russian, and the political situation in Italy. Let’s see what else we can find.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Voltri Italy 7:05 p.m.

      Noah and Francesca discussed the wedding with Francesca’s mother, which quickly bored Rene and Bernadette. “She goes on and on and we’ve only been here five minutes,” Bernadette said.

      “I guess it’s because Francesca is her only daughter,” Rene answered.

      “Yeah but I’m hungry,” Bernadette whined.

      Francesca looked to her mother. “Carmelo (Noah) and I think these ideas for the wedding are too extravagant, especially with the war just ending.”

      “Nonsense, this is just the thing to get people thinking about the future and moving forward,” Signora Toscani said.

      Someone knocked at the door. “Carmelo, go get the door,” Signorna Toscani said.

      “Who is it?” Francesca asked.

      “The other dinner guests.”

      “Good,” Noah said. “The kids are hungry.”

      “I’m so glad that she’s marrying you,” Francesca’s mother said, “and not that traitor Bonomi.”

      Noah opened the door to a middle-aged couple. The woman smiled and hugged him, tearing up. “Why haven’t you contacted us, Carmelo?”

      Noah pushed her back for a moment. The man stepped forward and shook his hand. “Answer your mother, my boy.”

      Noah was overcome with nausea and a sense of dread at meeting Pitto’s parents.

      Francesca rose from her seat and rushed to greet her future in-laws. “Excuse him, Signorna and Signore Pitto,” Francesca said. “The war has left its mark.”

      “My God,” the woman said, touching the scars on Noah’s face.  “My poor boy. We’re here now.” She then embraced Francesca, saying, “Welcome to the family, my new daughter.”

      Francesca’s mother came to the door with Bernadette and Rene. “I’m glad you received my letter, Signorna and Signore Pitto. Now we can plan the wedding together.”

      “It is nice to finally meet you Signora Toscani,” Signore Pitto said.

      “Yes, thank you for contacting us,” Signora Pitto said, shaking hands. “And who are these?”

      “These are the refugee Jewish children our own children have taken in,” Signorna Toscani replied.

      The children winced, as did Francesca and Noah.

      Signora Pitto reached out and hugged the children. “Welcome to our family.”

      “Yes,” Signore Pitto said, patting Rene’s shoulder. “You are our grandchildren now.”

      “Thank you, Signora,” Bernadette said.

      “Yes, thank you,” Rene said.

      “Please call me Nonna,” Signora Pitto said.

      “Let’s have dinner,” Francesca suggested. “My mother has prepared an excellent meal.”

      “She is good at that,” Noah pointed out.

      Francesca embraced a still-shaken Noah as the others walked to the dining table. “What the hell do I do?” Noah asked. “I didn’t know they were coming here.”

      “I’ll cover for you,” Francesca said. “And we’ll get through this. Don’t worry. I love you.”

      During the dinner, which consisted of an antipasto followed by gnocchi with pesto and a fish entre, Francesca led the conversation with Pitto’s parents. “It is so good to finally meet you,” she said.

      “And you to my dear,” Signorna Pitto replied. “I only wish our son had made the introductions earlier.”

      “I am sorry about that,” Francesca said. “He has been ill, and the war took a toll on him, like so many of us.”

      “I understand that,” Signore Pitto said, a little annoyed. “But he could have sent us one letter saying he was alright. His mother was worried sick.”

      “I’m sorry.” Noah mumbled, trying to alter his voice.

      “We tried to send some letters,” Francesca said. “They must not have gotten to you with the war.”

      “The war has been over for months,” Signore Pitto said.

      “It doesn’t matter now Alberto,” Signorna Pitto said, taking hold of Noah’s hand. “We’re together now, and we’re happy you found someone to love and spend the rest of your life with.”

      Noah smiled. “I’ll try to make up for the lost time, Mama and Papa.”

      “I know you will my boy,” Signore Pitto said. “And we can teach Rene some of the fishing tricks I taught you when you were his age.”

      “I’d like that Signore,” Rene said.

      Something shattered the window and landed on the kitchen floor.

      “What was that?” Signorna Toscana asked.

      Francesca looked down and saw two grenades. “Get under the table!” she yelled.

      A moment later, the grenades objects went off--releasing smoke.

      “They’re smoke bombs,” Noah said. “Get the kids.”

      The front door crashed in, and three masked men stormed inside with rifles. The leader was Pilo. Signore Pitto went to confront them. “Who the hell do you think you are?”

      Noah tried to pull Signore Pitto back but Pilo gunned the older man down.

      “Alberto!” Signorna Pitto yelled, rushing toward her husband. One of Pilo’s men shot her. She fell beside her husband.

      “Bastards,” Noah cried out.

      “Take the rest,” Pilo said.

      “What is the meaning of this?” Signorna Toscani asked. “Are you the Allies?”

      “Except her,” Pilo said.

      The third masked man killed Signorna Toscani.

      “NO,” Francesca yelled.

      “Let’s go,” Pilo said.

      The two masked men grabbed the children and pulled them toward the door.

      “Any problems,” Pilo said to Francesca and Noah. “And those children die.” He led the way out of the apartment complex. Residents who opened their doors were threatened with death if they interfered.

      “Quickly,” Pilo said. “They’ll call the police.”

      Once on the street, Pilo looked both ways. “Get them into the cars.”

      The children were shoved into one of the cars.  Francesca and Noah were about to be placed in another when a shot rang out, and one of the masked men fell.

      Mariah and Cohen raced down the street.

      Francesca kicked the other masked man to the street. Pilo shot him and slipped into the car with the children, yelling at the driver. “Run those two down!”

      “Yes, My Lord,” the driver replied.

      “Don't kill them!” Bernadette screamed.

      Francesca and Noah started to run down the narrow street.

      The car roared towards them with increasing speed.

      “I love you,” Francesca said.

      “I love you too,” Noah replied.

      The car nearly came upon them. They then vanished. The driver hit the brake and Pilo looked out the vehicle’s back window to see where Francesca and Noah were.

      “What the hell,” Pilo said. “Where are they?”

      “Should I turn back My Lord?” The driver asked.

      “No. Let’s get the others.”

      Mariah, Caterina, and Cohen came to the spot where Francesca and Noah stood a moment before. “I guess they don’t trust their people not to talk,” Cohen said, looking at the masked figure Pilo killed.

      “Where the hell are Francesca and Noah?” Mariah asked. “They were right here.”

      “Come on,” Caterina said to Cohen, pulling him toward the apartment building. “Let’s see if anyone’s in the apartment.”

      “Holy shit,” Mariah said.  “Where did they vanish to?”

      A moment later, Caterina shouted down from the apartment window. “Get a doctor. One of the women is still alive.”

      “Thank God,” Mariah said. “But where are Francesca, Noah, and the children?”

      The car carrying Pilo and the children stopped at the edge of town. Angelo, Breuner, and a woman entered. “Move,” Angelo ordered the driver.

      The car left Voltri, heading for Genoa.

      “Problems?” Pilo asked.

      “Nothing we couldn’t handle,” Angelo replied. “Our sleepers were able to identify the Resistance members at the town exits. Breuner and I subdued them.”

      “I remember you,” Rene said. “You’re the bastard who killed our father.”

      “Yes, I am,” Angelo replied. “I’m glad to make your acquaintance again.”

      “Where are you taking us?” Bernadette asked.

      “To our base, where you will apply your scientific talents to help Novus Ordo.”

      “Go to Hell,” Rene said.  “We won’t help you.”

      “Oh I think you will, if you don’t want us to kill your sister. And vice versa.”

      “Lavonia and Solari will come for us,” Bernadette said.

      “Very probably,” Angelo said. “We’ll deal with them once and for all when they do.”

      “I’ve heard that before,” Rene said.

      “Silence both of you,” Angelo said.  “Or I’ll have Breuner perform surgery on your mouths with a dirty knife on the bumpy ride.”

      Pilo motioned Angelo to lean closer and whispered to him. “They vanished when we tried to run them down.”

      “Who?” Angelo asked.

      “Lavonia and Solari.”

      “Nonsense,” Angelo said. “They just got out of the way and you couldn’t see them in the dark.”

      “Perhaps,” Pilo said, with doubt in his tone. “The Suzerain will be very happy with our haul today.”

      “Yes,” Angelo said.” I’ll do the briefing this time.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Pontebba 8:00 p.m.

      The people in Pontebba spoke both German and Italian, partly because the area had only been fully a part of Italy since the World War One Settlements. The cold weather caused Garth, Luchese, and Ruben to dress in heavier clothes.

      The trio followed the scanner readings, which indicated uranium, and came to a gated church/castle outside Pontebba. “I wonder who owns this place,” Luchese said.

      “We can find out,” Ruben said.  He pulled out a smartphone that looked like a compass and scanned for the information on the castle.

      “Oh shit,” Ruben said.

      “What?” Luchese asked.

      “It seems the Vatican owns it.”

      “The Church?” Luchese asked.

      “You’re really not surprised, are you?” Garth said. “Some of these holy rollers are the biggest Fascists of all”

      “I’m just used to the priests I worked with, who helped the refugees,” Luchese said.

      “The Church is big enough to have both,” Garth said. “I want to see what’s in the courtyard. Let’s fall back to the top of that hill over the creek and see what we can look at.”

      After getting situated on the hill, they took out their night vision goggles and focused on the courtyard within the church/castle grounds.

      “Heh,” Luchese said. “These work better than the ones we had in the war.”

      “Progress,” Garth replied. “Can any of you see anything?”

      “Over to the center of the court grounds,” Ruben said.

      Looking that way, they saw a stationary V2 rocket hooked up to a launch pad, monitored by scientists and technicians.

      “Well,” Luchese said. “There’s one of the V2 rockets mentioned in the notes we found.”

      “Yeah,” Garth said. “But where’s the other? This one looks a little different than the ones I’ve seen.”

      “V2 rockets and they are mining for uranium,” Ruben said. “That cannot be good for the timeline.”

      “I agree,” Garth said.

      “Garth,” Ruben said. “The scientist looking over the rocket. I think he’s on our list.”

      “Check him on the scanner,” Garth said.

      Ruben pulled out his scanner, pointed it at the scientist, and pressed on his picture. The scanner tried to match the picture.

      “Here it is,” he said after a moment. “Franz Steiner.”

      “Steiner,” Garth said. “Cohen will want to take care of him personally.”

      “Why?” Luchese asked.

      “He supervised high altitude human experiments at Dachau, with no reliable safeguards. Some of Cohen’s family were test subjects. None of them made it. They all died.”

      “Bastard,” Luchese said.

      A United States Army car with no rank insignia approached the gate.  The Novus Ordo guards let it in.

      “What’s this?” Ruben asked.

      “Let’s see,” Garth replied.

      The car parked inside the grounds, and one of the scientists opened the passenger door. An elderly American General stepped out and shook hands.

      “Is that…?” Luchese started to ask.

      “Yep,” Garth replied. “Old Blood and Guts General George S. Patton.”

      “How can this be?” Ruben asked. “He’s an American hero.”

      “I guess Novus Ordo recruited him to fight the Russians,” Garth said.

      “Well he made his views about the Soviets clear,” Luchese said.

      “What do we do, Garth?” Ruben asked.

      “We need to find out for sure what all of them are up to.”

      “How?” Luchese asked.

      “Ruben,” Garth said. “Use the device to track Patton and scan the schematics of the building. We need to see where he goes and where that other V2 is.”

      “Right,” Ruben said, and started to scan.

      Garth thought for a moment “This is bigger than the Foundation thought. We need to get more information and then go back and get some guidance before proceeding.”

      “We should also get Cohen and Lavonia’s Resistance cell here as fast as possible,” Luchese said.

      “Agreed,” Garth said. “After we get back from the Foundation.”

      “Garth,” Ruben said. “They’re all sitting in some sort of meeting room.”

      “Is there a place we can teleport where we won’t be noticed?” Garth asked. “I don’t think walking in the old-fashioned way is going to work here.”

      “There’s. an attic just above the room. I’ll send the coordinates to the TMD’s”

      “Okay,” Garth said.  “Set it to take us there three minutes before they arrive.”

      “You can do that? “Luchese asked.

      “Of course,” Garth said. “We’re time travelers.”

      “Oh yeah,” Luchese responded.

      “Ready to go,” Ruben said.

      “Do it.”

      Ruben pressed the teleportation device, and the trio dematerialized from their position on the hill. They reappeared in the small attic above the meeting room.  Garth motioned for silence, and they listened in on the meeting as it began.

      “Welcome, General,” a tall brunette woman said as they sat around a table

      “Thank you,” Patton replied. “Now, let’s get down to business.”

      “Our superiors and your liaison are on their way and should be here in a few hours.”

      “Why the delay?”

      “There was a traffic problem in the Genoa area that could not be helped.”

      “I can’t stay all night,” Patton said.

      “That won’t happen, sir.”

      “And your preparations for Operation Novus Ordo?” Patton asked. “Are there any delays there?”

      “No General,” the woman replied. “And the status of your forces with Equestrian’s?”

      “On schedule as well,” Patton replied. “His forces are primed to go with mine when the signal is given. Does your intelligence have anything new on the Russian plans in Berlin and Vienna?”

      “Only that they’re in a holding pattern, awaiting final orders from General Sokolov.”

      “All I need is the provocation when that son of a bitch moves, and I can kick the Russkies out of Europe.”

      “Yes General,” the woman replied. “And you will be the greatest military general in American History.”

      “That’s not what this is about,” Patton said. “This is about kicking the Commies out of Europe.”

      “Sure,” the woman said. “And running for President in the next American election has nothing to do with it?”

      “Certainly not,” Patton said with a half-smile.

      “Commendable,” the woman said. “Can the guard take you to your room?”

      “Yes,” Patton replied. “I could do with a nap before the others get here. I can’t wait to see the weapon demonstrated.”

      The guard escorted Patton out of the meeting room. The woman started sniffing around and then stared toward the ceiling.

      Up in the attic, Luchese, Garth and Ruben heard Patton and the guard leave the room.

      “Okay,” Garth said. “Let’s get to the Foundation and alert them on the situation.”

      “I don’t think so,” said the woman who had just spoken with Patton.

      Luchese and the others looked up, and were shocked to see the tall brunette woman with two armed guards. “It is good to see you again, brother,” the woman said to Luchese.  “It's been a long time,” she said.

      Luchese was speechless for a moment, then said, “I thought you were destroyed, Lilith.”

      “Sorry to disappoint,” Lilith said. She smiled, exposing her canine fangs.

      “Wait a minute, are you the original Lilith?” Garth asked.

      “Yes, and you’re just in time for dinner.”

      “Dakhanavar,” Ruben declared. “Vampryr.”

      “Are we on the menu for tonight, sister?” Luchese asked.

      “If you don’t behave.”

      “Oh, we’ll behave,” Garth said.

      “Good,” Lilith replied.  “Give your weapons to the guards.”

      The trio complied.

      “Take them to the cells in the basement,” Lilith said. “And tell General Patton I’ll join him shortly.”

      “Yes, my lady,” one of the guards replied.

      “Actually,” Lilith said. “Take them to the test subject quarters next to the lab.”

      “Yes my lady.”

      “Oh, and brother,” Lilith said, “I just received word from Pilo that he’s on his way. This should be a wonderful family reunion.”

      “Our first since you launched the Black Death in the fourteenth century,” Luchese said.

      “Welcome to Novus Ordo, gentlemen,” Lilith said.
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      May 19, 1860

      Sicily

      “Wake up,” a medium built boy with dark hair said, slapping Francesca’s face.  “She’s out cold.”

      “This one too,” another thin, dark haired boy said, shaking Noah.

      “Let’s try harder.”

      “Okay Felice.”

      After a few moments, Francesca and Noah woke up and found themselves in a dark cave cell with two boys. “Where are we?” Noah asked.

      “Trapani Province in Sicily,” said the boy who’d slapped him.

      “How long have we been unconscious?”  Francesca asked.

      “You’ve been out since the guards found you on the battlefield with me,” Felice replied.

      “That’s a strong Sicilian accent,” Noah said. He looked to Francesca. “Are you alright my love?”

      “Yeah, but I feel totally disoriented,” Francesca said. “I thought we were about to be hit by a car. What are we doing in Sicily?  Where are Rene and Bernadette?”

      “Were there two other children brought in with us?” Noah asked the boys.

      “No.”

      “They could have taken them to another part of Italy,” Francesca suggested.

      “Yeah but why bring us all this way?” Noah said. “They ran a greater risk of being captured by Allied patrols.”

      “Excuse me,” Felice interrupted. “What are Allied Patrols?”

      “The British and American patrols,” Noah replied.

      “What would Americans and the British be doing in Sicily?” Felice asked.

      “What are you… Oh no, not again.”

      “What?” Francesca asked.

      “What are your names?” Noah asked the boys.

      “I’m Cosimo D’Auria.”

      “Of course, you are,” Noah said, realizing when they were.

      “You’re who?” Francesca asked, thinking back to when she and Noah met the elderly Cosimo in 1944.

      “Cosimo D’Auria,” the thin boy repeated.

      “And you?” Noah asked the other boy.

      “I’m Felice Alizio.”

      “Of course,” Noah replied.

      “What’s wrong?”  Francesca asked Noah.

      “I’m pretty sure he’s my great great great grandfather,” Noah whispered.

      “Just because he has his same name?” Francesca asked.

      “That and he is wearing my family ring,” Noah replied, showing the ring on his finger.

      “Shit,” Francesca whispered, looking at Felice’s hand. “We’re in 1860 Sicily. Just like Cosimo said we would be.”

      “Like I said what?” Cosimo asked.

      “A different Cosimo,” Francesca replied.

      “Well not really,” Noah said.  “Are you an orderly for General Garibaldi?”

      “You know me sir?” Cosimo asked.

      “I’ve heard of you.”

      “This is the day,” Francesca quipped, remembering the phrase the older Cosimo used when they met in 1944.

      The door to the cave cell opened, and two guards with rifles entered. They motioned for everyone to follow them.

      The boys went to Francesca and Noah, hugging them for support.

      “It’ll be alright,” Francesca said, trying to comfort them.

      “Just stick close to us,” Noah said.

      The Guards took the four to a lit hall in another part of the cave.

      “Caesar and Proconsul,” one of the guards said. “These are the prisoners caught on the battlefield yesterday, along with Garibaldi’s orderly.”

      “Bring them forward,” the Proconsul ordered.

      “My God,” Francesca said when she saw the men standing in front of them.

      “Don’t say anything,” Noah whispered. “Any of you.”

      Pilo, wearing a beard, sat on what looked like a throne. Luchese stood beside him.

      “Bring them closer,” Luchese ordered.

      The guard shoved Noah forward.

      Francesca and the two boys followed.

      “Those three don’t look like they’re part of Garibaldi’s Red Shirt forces,” Pilo said. “Who are you?”

      “They’re assassins,” a voice bellowed from behind the guards. “Sent here to kill you.”

      It was Ruben, holding a gun.

      Francesca and Noah were stunned.

      “Is this true?” Luchese asked Francesca and Noah.

      Both remained silent.

      “Maybe the boy captured with them will speak,” Pilo said.

      “Leave him alone!” Francesca yelled.

      “Ah,” Pilo said. “A vulnerable spot. Ruben…”

      “Yes, Caesar,” Ruben said.

      “Take them and use your talents to discover the truth about them.”

      “And afterward?”

      “We’ll see,” Pilo replied.  “Guards, take them to the holding cell.”

      The guards pulled Francesca, Noah, and the kids toward the holding cell.

      “What the hell is this?” Noah asked.

      “Silence or I’ll kill you here,” Ruben said, shoving Noah to the floor.  “I still have three people to question if you’re dead.”

      Francesca helped Noah up and gave Ruben a cold stare as they entered the holding cell.

      “Now we can begin our chat,” Ruben said.  “Guards, on my order, kill anyone I deem uncooperative.”

      “Yes, My Lord,” one of the guards replied.
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      September 4, 1945

      Novus Ordo base at Pontebba 9:13 p.m.

      Patton, Steiner and Lilith watched the V2 rocket test preparations while awaiting the arrival of Angelo, Pilo and the others. Patton seemed overjoyed when Angelo’s car arrived, and a woman stepped out. “Jean,” he greeted her.

      “My George,” Jean said, embracing Patton. He kissed her on the cheek. “How was your meeting?” he asked.

      “Good. These people seem legitimate.”

      “I agree,” Patton said.

      Angelo stepped from the car and offered his hand to Patton. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, General Gladius. Your niece here speaks highly of you.”

      “And who the hell are you?” Patton asked.

      Pilo exited the car next and  spoke up. “Colonel Angelo is one of our most valuable operatives,” he said. “He’ll be in charge of coordinating the operation with you and Equestrian.”

      “Good to meet you, Colonel,” Patton said, shaking hands.

      “Angelo,” Pilo said. “Please take the General and his niece to the observation area.”

      “Of course,” Angelo said. “Please follow me General. Ma’am.”

      Once Patton and Jean were safely out of view, Pilo pulled Bernadette and Rene from the car’s back seat and practically dragged them to Lilith.

      “It’s good to see you, sister,” Pilo said.

      “Have you brought me some snacks, brother?”

      “Not today,” Pilo replied. “Put them in comfortable quarters and have them fed. The Suzerain will be pleased to learn we have them.”

      “Very well,” Lilith said. She took the frightened children’s hands and opened her mouth, exposing her fangs. Rene gasped, and Bernadette nearly fainted. “Now don’t misbehave, little ones. You should know I helped inspire the tale of Hansel and Gretel.”

      The children offered no resistance.

      “I don’t think they’ll be a problem for now, Brother,” Lilith observed.

      “Good.”

      Ten minutes later, Lilith and Pilo joined Patton, Angelo, and Jean at an observation post on the second floor, where Steiner and Breuner worked a control console. Outside, in the distance, the area around the V2 rocket lit up. Steiner radioed the technicians to clear the launch pad.

      When the techs were safely away, Steiner triggered the countdown. “Liftoff in two minutes,” he told the others.

      Two minutes later, the rocket ascended, and headed north. Patton and his niece Jean were impressed with the new technological marvel—as were Angelo, Pilo and Lilith.

      Steiner monitored the rocket’s progress on a radar screen. “Now watch this,” he said, and adjusted the controls.

      A moment later, the V2 made a one-hundred-eighty-degree turn, and returned to the launch site. Steiner landed it on the same pad it had launched from, and radioed the technicians to examine the rocket.

      “That was fantastic,” Patton said. “This could definitely help with my offensive.”

      “Precisely,” Pilo said. “We can control these weapons with surgical precision. They’ll will repel any Russian force you encounter.”

      “Outstanding,” Patton said. “I can’t wait to launch the attack with Equestrian.”

      “And you can guarantee Equestrian’s and his forces reliability?”

      “Absolutely,” Patton said. “Wangenheim and his men are primed and ready.”

      “Excellent,” Angelo said. “May I suggest that you report to your headquarters and await our signal. It won’t be long.”

      “One last thing,” Patton said. “I would like to inspect your V2 stockpile. To make sure we have enough rockets for the operation.”

      “Of course,” Pilo said. “Right this way.”

      Pilo, Lilith and Angelo escorted Patton and his niece to the compound’s lower levels—and the ten V2s waiting there. “Satisfied, General?” Angelo asked.

      Patton and Jean examined the rockets, which appeared ready for use. “Very good,” Patton said.

      “One other matter,” Jean added.

      “And that is?” Lilith asked.

      “If your organization is compromised before you can deliver, there must be no link to the General.”

      “Or to you?” Lilith asked.

      “Correct.”

      Pilo cleared his throat. “I can assure you,” he said said, “that nothing will be traceable to either of you.”

      “Anything else?” Angelo asked.

      “No,” Jean replied.

      “Then let’s save the world from Bolshevism,” Patton said. “I await your signal. Let’s go, Jean.” He and his niece returned to the General’s car that he drove in earlier and left the compound.

      “Well,” Angelo said. “Making those rockets over the last two days certainly helped.”

      Lilith nodded. “It’s amazing that the man who commanded the Phantom Army just before D-Day, didn’t ask to inspect the rockets’ interiors.”

      “He wouldn’t have known what to make of them anyway,” Angelo said. “He smells victory over the Communists, and his enthusiasm trumps his objectivity.”

      “His mistress does too,” Lilith said.

      “And a good thing for us,” Pilo said. “Now, Colonel. Before you go to meet Sokolov in Bologna, I must brief you on our guests.”

      “What guests?” Angelo asked.

      “Think of it as a family reunion,” Lilith told him.
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      September 4, 1945

      International Evangelical Hospital

      Voltri Italy 9:22 p.m.

      For Caterina, it seemed like an eternity while the doctors treated Mrs. Pitto. Mariah, Father Virgillo, and Cohen waited in the hospital lobby. “What do we do now?” Caterina whispered, to avoid waking her sleeping daughter.

      “I don’t know,” Mariah replied.

      “Where did Francesca and Pitto disappear to?” Caterina asked.

      “I don't know that either.”

      “What do you know dammit?” Caterina yelled. Her daughter woke up and started crying.

      “Patience my child,” Virgillo said. “I also thought nights like this would never end.”

      “Take it easy,” Cohen said. He took the baby and sang a Yiddish lullaby that put her right back to sleep.

      “You’re good,” Caterina said. “She doesn’t get to sleep that fast with me.”

      “I used to sing the same song to my daughter when she was that age, before they took us to the camps.”

      “I’m sorry,” Caterina said, and rubbed Cohen’s shoulder.

      He looked to Mariah. “Caterina’s right. We have to do something.”

      Before Mariah could say anything, the doctor entered the lobby. “Such tragic events this evening,” the doctor said. “I thought the horrors of the war were behind us.”

      “How is she, doctor?” Mariah asked.

      “Unconscious and some smoke inhalation, but she should be fine. She’s very lucky.”

      “Yes,” Cohen said. “Considering what happened to her husband and Francesca’s mother.”

      “Quite,” the doctor said. “She did wake up briefly, asking for her husband and son. Where is Carmelo, Francesca, and the children?”

      “We don’t know,” Caterina replied, prompting a smile from Mariah.

      “They should be here for her,” the doctor said. “And to make arrangements for the remains of the others. We have them in the morgue right now.”

      “We understand,” Caterina replied. “We’ll look for them.”

      “Good,” the doctor said. “She should be up in the morning.”

      “Thank you,” Caterina said.

      “Yes,” Mariah said. “Thank you for all you’ve done.”

      The doctor walked off, and the quartet resumed their conversation. “We have to go to Bologna,” Mariah said.

      “Bologna,” Caterina replied. “What the hell is in Bologna?”

      Mariah pulled out the paper with the Bolognese address and meeting time. “Hopefully, information on how we can find Noah and Francesca.”

      “There’s also what Angelo said about the Russian and interfering in the Italian political landscape,” Cohen said.

      “Okay,” Caterina said. “When do we leave?”

      “We?” Mariah said. “You’re not coming with us.”

      “The hell I’m not,” Caterina said. “You need someone who has connections with the ex-Resistance, and familiarity with the area.”

      “What about the child?” Cohen asked.

      “I’ll leave her with Father Virgillo to take to my parents. She’ll be fine.”

      “We should leave someone with Pitto’s mother,” Mariah said. “For when she wakes up.”

      “I’ll get a rotation of sisters to watch over her,” Virgillo said.

      “With some Resistance cell members as support,” Caterina added.

      “Okay,” Mariah said. “Let’s go.”
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      May 19, 1860

      Sicily

      Francesca, Noah, and the children were placed in a cold, damp, barely lit cell. Ruben asked the same questions over and over, about Garibaldi’s plans for taking Sicily, and what he would do if he succeeded in conquering it.

      No one would answer him.

      Ruben looked to one of the guards. “Take one of the boys and stretch him.”

      As the guard went to grab Felice, Noah tripped him and he fell to the floor.

      “Che cacao,” the guard said, rising. He slammed Noah’s face with the butt of his rifle.

      Francesca tried to attack the guard, but Ruben and the others aimed their weapons at her. She checked on Noah instead.

      “How does it look?” Noah asked.

      “It’ll swell up, but it will go down eventually.” She kissed him on the cheek.

      “Ow,” Noah said.

      “Sorry my love,” Francesca whispered.

      “You’re a brave man,” Ruben said. “Risking yourself for someone you supposedly don’t know.”

      “I don’t believe in using children as instruments of terror,” Noah replied.

      “You’ve lived a sheltered life,” Ruben said.

      “You’re right,” Noah said. “I didn’t watch the Turks butcher my family.”

      “Excuse me,” Ruben said, shocked.

      “It must have been horrible for you to see what they did,” Noah said. “Francesca and I have seen similar horrors.”

      Ruben looked puzzled. After a moment, he turned to the guards.  “Go to the Proconsul and tell him to join me here.”

      “Is it safe to leave you alone with them My Lord?”

      “They know I’ll kill the boys first if they make trouble. Now go.”

      “Yes, My Lord.” The guards left.

      Ruben looked over the boys. “You two can’t be where they’re from.”

      “They aren’t,” Francesca said.

      “You two,” Ruben said to the boys. “Go to the corner there and cover your ears. If I think you’re listening, I’ll cut them off.”

      The boys looked to Francesca and Noah.

      “It’ll be alright,” Francesca said. “Do as he says.”

      The boys obeyed.

      “You should have been more direct when you first got here,” Ruben said.

      “I called you by your name,” Noah said.

      “Big deal. That’s my name.”

      “I take it you don’t remember us?” Noah asked.

      “Nope, when did we meet?”

      “1945 with Garth, Cohen, and Luchese,” Francesca replied.

      “Well that explains it,” Ruben said.

      “What?” Francesca asked.

      “He hasn’t met us yet,” Noah said.

      “This is getting old and confusing,” Francesca said. “Also fucking annoying. You would have thought he would have given us a clue about all this in 1945.”

      “He…I couldn’t,” Ruben replied. “It’s about preserving …”

      “We understand,” Noah said.

      “Speak for yourself,” Francesca said. “I still think it’s fucking annoying. What would you have done if Noah hadn’t thrown in that bit about the Turks?”

      “Probably framed you both as assassins.”

      “Really,” Noah said.

      “Yes, it was important to get in Pilo’s good graces and gain his trust. Exposing you as assassins would have done that.”

      “You bastard,” Francesca said, and punched him. “That’s for what you did to my fiancée.”

      Cosimo lowered his hands when he saw Francesca punch Ruben.  “Can we stop putting our hands on our ears?”

      “No,” Francesca said. “Keep them there until I tell you.”

      Cosimo covered his ears again.

      Luchese entered the room.

      “Are the guards with you?” Ruben asked.

      “Yes,” Luchese replied.

      “Please keep them out for now.”

      Luchese ordered the guards to leave.

      “What is the progress here, Ruben?” Luchese asked.

      “Well there’s good news,” Ruben said.  “They’re with me.”

      “Excuse me?” Luchese said.

      “They’re from the Foundation and they know us.”

      “I’ve never met them.”

      “Here we go again,” Francesca said.

      “They know us from the future,” Ruben replied.

      “Oh, Thank Grandfather; we’re going to live through this,” Luchese said.

      “Live through what?” Noah asked.

      “What were your instructions?” Ruben asked.

      “We don’t have any,” Francesca replied.

      “The Foundation sent you here without instructions?”

      “We were on a street in—” Francesca started, but Noah shushed her. “Wait, we can’t tell them,” he said. “It could alter things.”

      “True,” Ruben said. “But why did you come here?”

      “Tell us about your mission,” Noah said. “Since we’re from you-know-where, we can maybe fill in the blanks.”

      “All right,” Ruben said. “Luchese and I have been ensuring that history takes its known course in this area, from 2000 years ago until now.”

      “So, Lo Spirito is a Guardian like you?” Francesca asked.

      “Who’s Lo Spirito?” Luchese asked.

      “Oh shit,” Francesca said, realizing that she’d betrayed future information. “It’s a code name I know you by, where…when I’m from.”

      “Oh,” Luchese said. “I like that.”

      “It’s always a problem,” Noah said. “Not knowing which actions are meant to shape events, and which ones aren’t.”

      “No, he’s not a Guardian,” Ruben said. “He’s a Nephilim.”

      “What is a Nephilim?” Francesca asked.

      “Oh my…,” Noah said in awe. “One of the grandchildren of God.”

      “What?” Francesca asked.

      “Didn’t you read Genesis?” Noah asked. “They’re the children of humans and angels who God cast out from heaven.”

      “Sounds like Greek mythology to me,” Francesca said.

      “Well, we influenced their culture to,” Luchese said.

      “Wow,” Noah said. “So, you’ve known about Guardians all along?”

      “Well, when you see Ruben in different centuries,” Luchese said. “You start to wonder.”

      “And Pilo?” Francesca asked.

      “He’s Nephilim too,” Ruben said.

      “You’re brothers?” Francesca asked.

      “Cousins actually,” Luchese replied. “But there aren't many of us anymore, so we have become closer over the centuries. He used to be a force for good. Then it got to the point where he thought he should be the only force to rule the world.”

      “Anyway,” Ruben continued. “The Foundation has teamed us up through the centuries, and now they’ve put us here in 1860 Sicily.”

      “To stop Pilo?” Francesca asked.

      “Yes,” Luchese replied. “He’s always wanted to recreate the Roman Empire, and this move to achieve Italian Unification over the last fifty years has convinced him that this is the time to achieve his dream of a New World Order.”

      “Novus Ordo,” Francesca said.

      “Yes. Pilo enlisted himself into Garibaldi’s leadership team and ventured out to Sicily ahead of him to set up the conditions for his ascension. Now that Garibaldi has proclaimed himself dictator of Sicily, Pilo wants to act now.”

      “How?” Noah asked.

      “After Sicily is secured,” Luchese said, “Pilo will arrange the assassinations of Garibaldi and then the spiritual leader of unification, Giuseppe Mazzini when he arrives. He’ll use them as martyrs to take command of the Unification forces and swarm the whole Italian Peninsula.”

      “And then he would kill the Piedmont Prime Minister Camilo Cavour, the Piedmont King, and any other competition that wants to rule a united Italy,” Francesca said.

      “Precisely,” Luchese said.

      “What day is today?” Noah asked.

      “May 19, 1860,” Ruben replied.

      “After the Battle of Calatafimi,” Noah said. “What are Garibaldi’s orders for Pilo and his troops?”

      “To join him in the drive to take Palermo,” Ruben said. “The boy delivered those orders.”

      “Cosimo?” Francesca asked.

      “Yes,” Luchese replied.

      “Then why is he in here with us?” Francesca asked.

      “He overheard Pilo discussing his plans for Garibaldi and Mazzini,” Ruben said.

      “We have to get the boys out of here and warn Garibaldi,” Noah said. “But how?”

      Several moments later, four shots rang through the corridors. Luchese stepped from the cell and yelled for the guards.

      “Proconsul, what happened?”

      “Tell Caesar that Ruben has exposed the assassins,” Luchese said. “They’ve been taken care of. Then come back and help us take the bodies outside.”
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      September 4, 1945

      Novus Ordo base at Pontebba 10:30 p.m.

      A guard brought food to Luchese, Garth and Ruben in the test subject quarters. All three ate the cheese and bread that was brought to them.

      Earlier, another guard had taken Ruben’s scanner, which was camouflaged to look like a radio, and Garth’s TMD device, which resembled a compass.

      “What do you think they’ll do to us?” Ruben asked.

      “My sister has always been interested in science and experiments,” Luchese said. “I’m sure it will be horrible.”

      “It can’t be as bad as what the Turks did to my people during the war,” Ruben said.

      “You don’t know her like I do,” Luchese said. “She dreams of ways to inflict pain on humanity.”

      “All this time I’ve known you,” Ruben said, “and you never mentioned her. Why is that?”

      “I thought she was dead.”

      “Hold on,” Garth interrupted. “You can be killed?”

      “Of course, we can. Some of us have been lucky and cheated death through the ages.”

      “That’s good to know,” Garth said.

      “Who would’ve thought,” Ruben said, “on the day you and the others recruited me and my people in Turkey, that it would all end here.”

      “Have some faith,” Garth said. “We’re not dead yet.”

      The door opened and Lilith entered with Pilo, Angelo, Rene and Bernadette. The children rushed to Luchese, who embraced them. “Are you two okay?” Luchese asked.

      “Holy Shit,” Garth said. “What the hell happened? How are you two here?”

      “We grabbed them after we blew up Lavonia’s apartment,” Angelo said.

      “Bastards!” Luchese shouted, and lunged at Angelo. Garth held him back. “This isn’t the time,” Garth said.

      “Listen to your friend, brother,” Pilo said.

      Luchese faced his siblings. “This latest scheme of yours, like the others, won’t work.”

      “We think it will, brother,” Lilith said.

      “You think using Patton and his Nazi forces to attack the Russians will work?” Garth asked. “And what about that V2 rocket? What are you going to do with that and the uranium you have mined?”

      “That would be telling,” Angelo said. He took out Ruben’s scanner and Garth’s teleporter. “Your radio and compass do not seem to work,” he noted.

      “Your goons must have broken them when they took them from us,” Ruben said.

      “Perhaps,” Angelo said.

      “Ruben…” Pilo said, as noticing him for the first time. “Angelo, he was in Sicily with me and my brother, in 1860.”

      “Impossible,” Angelo said.

      “Is it?” Pilo asked, and stepped toward Ruben. “Show me your left thigh.”

      Ruben pulled up his fatigue leg. There was a bullet-scar on his left thigh.

      “That’s where the sentry shot you when you and my brother escaped me in 1860.” He turned to Angelo. “What do you say now, Colonel?”

      “I don’t know what to say.”

      “Lilith,” Pilo said. “The hypnotic conditioning therapy you did on Patton and his mistress… Do the same with Ruben and these others. I want to know everything they have in their heads.”

      “It will be done, Caesar.”

      “Angelo,” Pilo said. “We should notify the Suzerain immediately about this development. It could affect our strategy.”

      “Agreed,” Angelo replied.

      “The hell you will,” Luchese said, and shoved Angelo to the floor. The scanner and TMD. slipped from Angelo’s hand. “Children, pick those up,” Luchese said.

      Garth moved to subdue Pilo, but Lilith jumped between them and bared her fangs.

      Rene snatched up the scanner. Bernadette grabbed the TMD, her finger pressing down on the button.

      “No!” Garth shouted.

      An instant later, the children vanished.

      “Oh God,” Luchese said. “Where did they go?”

      “I’m not sure,” Garth said.

      “What was that?” Pilo asked.

      “The Allies have perfected Operation Corvo,” Angelo surmised.

      Pilo grabbed Garth. “Tell us how that works.”

      “No,” Garth replied.

      “Where did they go?” Pilo demanded.

      “Go to Hell,” Garth replied.

      “Bring them back,” Pilo ordered.

      “He can’t,” Ruben said.

      Pilo then shoved Garth onto the bench and looked to Lilith.

      “Prepare your conditioning therapy, Lilith. If one dies, you have two more to get the information from.”

      “Yes brother,” Lilith replied.

      Lilith, Pilo and Angelo departed, locking the door behind them.

      “Where the hell did, they go? “Luchese asked Garth.

      “I’m really not sure.”

      “How did the device work for her? Ruben asked. “It’s only supposed to work for you and me.”

      “She’s going to invent it,” Garth replied. “They’re all programmed to recognize her bio signature.”
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      May 19 1860

      Sicily

      Luchese, Ruben and the two guards carried the four bodies from the cell and threw them into the mass grave dug for soldiers killed in the war for Unification.

      After they left, Felice said, “God that hurt.”

      “No shit,” Noah said. “I crashed on this dead guy’s elbow. Are you alright my love?”

      “Yes, my love.”

      “Cosimo?”

      “Yes, Signore.”

      “I’m glad Ruben read the Count of Monte Cristo,” Francesca said.

      “Or saw Anthony Hopkins in the Mask of Zorro,” Noah added.

      “Who and what about Zorro?” Francesca asked.

      “Sorry, I did it again,” Noah said. “Okay, let’s get to Garibaldi’s headquarters. Cosimo, you know the way?”

      “Yes, signore,” Cosimo said. “But we have to be careful. There may be loyalist Bourbon patrols in the area.”

      “There’s always something,” Noah said.

      “I forgot to thank Ruben for the gun,” Francesca said.

      “Let’s go,” Noah said. “Cosimo, lead the way.”
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      April 29, 1945

      The Western outskirts of Genoa

      An Italian policeman found Bernadette and Rene on the ground beside the road from Voltri to Genoa. “Wake up kids,” he said. “Are you alright?”

      Rene opened his eyes first.

      “Are you two okay?” The Patrolman asked again.

      “Where are we?” Rene asked.

      “The outskirts of Genoa,” the patrolman replied.

      “Genoa,” Rene repeated, then shook Bernadette awake.

      “Where are Luchese and the others?” she asked.

      “I don’t know,” Rene said. “The patrolman says we’re close to Genoa.”

      “How?” Bernadette asked. “We were close to Venice last night.”

      “Venice,” the patrolman snapped. “How did you get here so fast, and past the Resistance and Fascist forces by yourselves? Where are your parents?”

      “Resistance and Fascist, what…?” Rene said. “What’s he saying? Our parents are dead.”

      “I’m sorry. You two should come with me. Come on, get in the police car.”

      “Rene, I’m scared,” Bernadette said.

      “There’s nothing to be scared of,” the patrolman said. “You’ll be taken care of.”

      “I think we’ll be okay,” Rene said. “Come on.”

      “Good,” the patrolman said. “Heh, don’t forget your compass.”

      “Thank you,” Bernadette said. She picked up the TMD and put it in her pants pocket.

      Once inside the car, the children looked out the windows. “Yes, I remember this road,” Bernadette said. “This is where…. Oh My God. Rene look there.”

      They both saw the Falcone Carnival attractions and rides from the road.

      “Why, what’s… That’s impossible. “

      “What is it kids?” The patrolman asked. “Oh, the Falcone Carnival. Yeah, they just set up shop there last night. I was thinking of taking my wife and kids there tomorrow. It seems right with the war finally ending. Do you like to go to carnivals?”

      “This isn’t possible,” Bernadette cried out. “What day is this?”

      “Oh, you poor kids are really not well. It’s April 29.”

      “Impossible,” Rene said.

      “We have to get out of here, Rene.”

      “Don’t open the door,” the patrolman said. “It’s too dangerous.”

      “You don’t understand,” Bernadette said.  “We have to warn our grandparents about the Fascist Vigilante raid.”

      “What Fascist raid?” the patrolman asked. “The war’s over. Mussolini’s dead.”

      “The one that will happen at the carnival tonight,” Bernadette told him. “The Fascists want to take revenge on our grandparents.”

      “How do you know about this?”

      “We just do,” Rene said.

      “All right, we’ll report it when we get to the police station. Don’t worry, we’ll stop it.”

      “Thank you, officer,” Bernadette said.

      “Yes, thank you,” Rene said.

      “Don’t worry. Just rest. We’ll be at the station in about ten minutes. “

      “Yes sir,” Rene said. He looked to his sister. “How’s this possible?”

      “I have no idea,” said Bernadette. “Maybe it’s help from God.”
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      September 5, 1945

      Piazza Santo Stefano

      Bologna 1:00 p.m.

      Caterina contacted her former Resistance contacts in the Bologna area. She learned that the Novus Ordo meeting coincided with a mid afternoon concert where the music of Puccini was the main attraction.

      Bologna, situated in the area known as the Red Triangle, was the scene of much violence as former Communist partisans scoured the countryside looking to settle accounts with Fascist collaborators.  Caterina urged caution to avoid antagonizing any trigger-happy vigilantes.

      Mariah, Caterina, and Cohen sat and enjoyed the music, while looking for signs of Novus Ordo’s presence. “Would we know them if we saw them?” Caterina asked.

      “That’s a good question,” Mariah said, surveying the concertgoers. Her gaze settled on a balding, middle-aged man. “Cohen,” she said. “Look over there. The man in the gray shirt.”

      “I’ve seen him in some pictures,” Cohen said. “His name is Sokolov. He’s a fucking Cossack. No better than the Nazi’s.”

      “I know who that is,” Mariah said. “He led pro-Nazi Russian forces against the Soviets. What’s he doing in Italy?”

      “I don’t know,” Cohen said, “but he won’t leave this square alive.” He reached for his gun.

      “No wait,” Mariah, said. “Look there.”

      The others looked and saw Angelo walking toward Sokolov. “The little bastard gets around,” Mariah said.

      “I’m going to kill that Fascist dog right now,” Caterina said. “He killed the love of my life.”

      “Stop jumping the gun you two,” Mariah insisted. “You’ll both get your chance, but we need to find out what they want with each other.”

      “How are we going to do that?” Caterina asked. “Let’s just take them.”

      “Give me a moment.” Mariah took a miniature microphone from her pocket. “This should do the trick, provided I point it in just the right direction and there’s not much third-party traffic.”

      Angelo sat beside Sokolov. They spoke in English.

      “General,” Angelo said.

      “Colonel,” Sokolov said. “What is the assignment?”

      Angelo passed him a folder.

      Sokolov examined the contents.

      “It’s all there,” Angelo said.  “You have Patton’s troop numbers, along with the Nazi veterans he’s recruited. There’s a map showing their invasion route into the Soviet Zone in Austria.”

      “Very good,” Sokolov replied. “My Russian brigade of exiles will be ready.”

      “Enjoy the concert,” Angelo said, rising. “Puccini is quite good.”

      “I agree, but Tchaikovsky is superior… For Novus Ordo,”

      “For Novus Ordo,” Angelo agreed, and strode off.

      “That’s it,” Caterina said. “Let’s get them.”

      “Wait,” Mariah said. “Let’s focus on Angelo and see where he goes next.”

      “But the Russian…” Cohen started to say.

      “Can wait for now,” Mariah said.

      The trio followed Angelo as he left the square and entered the Basilica of Santo Stefano.

      “Stay close,” Mariah said as they jogged to the entrance. They opened the door slowly.

      It was quiet in the church. Mariah saw the back of Angelo’s head as he sat beside another man in one of the pews. She motioned the others to follow her, and they gathered behind a column.  A bishop approached Angelo and the other man. Mariah reached for her listening device, but, but the conversation ended too quickly. The other man took a folder from Angelo and headed for the front door.

      Mariah signaled Caterina and Cohen to follow the other man. She handed Caterina another listening device. Caterina and Cohen set off.

      Mariah watched and listened as Angelo resumed his talk with the bishop. “Do you think he understood the instructions?” the bishop asked.

      “Yes,” Angelo replied. “He’s been a reliable asset and he wants to restore Pre war Italy.”

      “I hope you’re right,” the bishop said. “I don’t want this government in power anymore.”

      “Agreed,” Angelo said.  “I must return. We’ll keep you informed of developments.”

      “Bless you my son.”

      As Angelo started for the front door, the bishop saw Mariah behind the column. “What are you doing there?” he shouted.

      Angelo drew his weapon. “No sudden moves, Mona. Walk over here slowly.”

      Mariah moved toward him.

      “Who is this, Colonel?” the bishop asked.

      “An old friend,” Angelo replied. When Mariah arrived, he searched her and took her weapon and belongings.

      “Don’t flatter yourself,” Mariah said.

      “Such disrespect Mona,” Angelo said. “It’s always a pleasure to meet such a worthy rival.”

      “What do we do with her, Colonel?” The bishop asked. “We can’t let her go.”

      “Then how appropriate it is that we met at this location. I believe last rites will be called for.”

      “Bastard,” Mariah said.

      “You can’t kill her here,” the bishop said. “This is a church.”

      “How noble of you,” Mariah said, mocking the bishop.

      “We’ll give her to our Communist contacts,” Angelo said, “and tell them she’s a Fascist collaborator. They’ll know what to do.”
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      September 5, 1945

      Novus Ordo Headquarters

      Pontebba 9:22 a.m.

      Guards led Luchese, Garth, and Ruben to a medical lab, where they found Lilith, Steiner, and what looked like another German scientist.

      “Welcome to my playroom, brother,” Lilith said.  “Did you enjoy your breakfast?”

      “Yes we did, actually,” Luchese said. “Why do I get the feeling we are your toys for this evening?”

      “Because you know me so well,” Lilith replied. “Allow me to introduce two of my workers. This is Doctor Franz Steiner. You’ve heard of him no doubt.”

      “We have,” Garth said.

      “He’s an expert at human endurance experimentation at high altitudes and in freezing conditions,” Lilith said. “Conditions pilots may face when flying at the edge of space.”

      “Yeah but he didn’t experiment on pilots, did he?” Garth asked.

      “No,” Lilith said. “He found a more plentiful supply of volunteers at Dachau.”

      “Is that what the V2 is for?” Ruben asked. “Manned space flight?”

      “Eventually,” Lilith said. “The other gentleman here is Dr. Hans Brandt.”

      “What’s his chamber-of-horrors specialty?” Luchese asked.

      “He’s going to use his hypnotherapy techniques to retrieve from you all the information you have on Allied recruiting of Nazi and Fascist intelligence and scientific operatives.”

      “Oh,” Garth said.

      “Anyway,” Lilith said. “Time is of the essence.”

      “Why the rush?” Luchese asked.

      “The uranium poisoning,” Lilith said.

      “What uranium poisoning?” Garth asked.

      “The uranium particles we sprinkled on your meals,” Lilith said. “Steiner here says that your bodies should start succumbing to its exposure by morning. At which point, you won’t be able to help us.”

      “Bitch,” Luchese said.

      “Oh, I also added some ingredients to the recipe,” Lilith said. ”Your bodies will serve another purpose when the autopsies reveal the effects of my new brew.”

      “I can think of another service I’d like to perform on you,” Garth said.

      “I admire your zeal,” Lilith told him. “Steiner, Brandt. Do Mr. Garth first.”
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      April 29, 1945

      Genoa 11:30 a.m.

      Bernadette and Rene fidgeted in the police station waiting room.  It seemed like they had been there forever.  Rene could not stop pacing around the table.

      “How did we get here?” he said. “Back to the day our grandparents died?”

      “I don’t know,” Bernadette said. “All I remember is we were with the others in that cell. I picked up the compass and then we woke up on the road.”

      “Yeah, that’s what I remember too.”

      “Do you think the police will warn them in time?”

      “Sure,” Rene said.

      “And then Nonna and Nonno will be alive and we can live with them like they promised.”

      “Hopefully we can trust this patrolman,” Rene said.

      “You think he’s lying to us?”

      “We’ll see.”

      About ten minutes later, the patrolman returned. “Good news,” he said. “We were able to contact our connections in the Resistance. They will send a team over to the carnival and stop the vigilantes.”

      “That’s wonderful,” Bernadette said.

      “Yes,” Rene said. “Do you know when they’ll get there?”

      “No,” the patrolman said. “They did not say for obvious reasons. What’s wrong?”

      “I’m not sure,” Rene said, thinking. “Bernadette, it was us.”

      “What do you mean?”  Bernadette asked.

      “We were the source for the Resistance,” Rene said. “We’re the ones that told them about the raid in the first place. They won’t get there until it’s too late.”

      “No, that can’t be,” Bernadette said. “You’re wrong.”

      “I don’t think so,” Rene said. “Sir, we have to go to the carnival and warn them.”

      “That isn’t a good idea,” the patrolman said. “It may not be safe for you.”

      “Please sir,” Bernadette started to cry. “We have to go now.”

      “Okay,” the patrolman replied. “I’ll ask my commander if I can take you.”

      After the patrolman left the room, Bernadette pulled out the TMD. “We’ll use this to get to them.”

      “We don’t know how to work that thing,” Rene said.

      “We have to try,” Bernadette said. “Let me see, if I press this—”

      The children vanished.

      The patrolman came back with his commander. The two of them looked all around the station but could not find the children. The commander said forget about it, there were other duties to take care of. The Resistance would investigate the carnival.

      The children materialized back in the cell. Pilo, initially shocked to see the children again, snatched the TMD from Bernadette. “Welcome back children,” he said. “We missed you.”

      The children were frozen with fear and anger.

      “Guard, take them to an upstairs room on the third floor and lock them in. Do not leave them unguarded.”

      “Yes, My Lord.”

      “You’ll find your room much more comfortable than the cell your friends are in, children,” Pilo said. “But if you misbehave, we’ll put you someplace worse.”

      Bernadette started to cry.

      “Come now,” Pilo said. “We won’t treat you badly. I promise.”

      Bernadette looked up at Pilo and thought about the lost hope of saving her and Rene’s grandparents. “That’s not why I’m crying.”
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      May 20, 1860

      Sicily

      Francesca, Noah and the boys took several detours to avoid detection from loyalist forces in order to make it safely to Garibaldi’s military camp.

      After walking for about an hour and a half, Francesca called a break.

      “Where’s home for you?” Noah asked Felice.

      “Taormina,” Felice answered.

      “You’re a little ways from there,” Noah said. “Why did you come?”

      “I wanted to fight for freedom, and a better life for my family.”

      “And a united Italy?” Noah asked.

      “If that’s what it takes,” Felice replied. “I believe in Garibaldi and Mazzini. I believe in what they’re fighting for.”

      “We should get going,” Cosimo said.

      “He’s right,” Francesca said. “We need to move.” Back underway, Francesca said to Noah, “You surprised to see what Felice’s like?”

      “More curious,” Noah said. “Wouldn’t you be if it was a distant ancestor of yours?”

      “I suppose, though I heard that my great grandparents on my mother’s side were mean.”

      “So that’s where she gets it from,” Noah said.

      “Heh,” Francesca said. “Cut it out. She’s my mother.”

      “I’m sorry, Honey. That was uncalled for, given what’s happened. Please forgive me.”

      “Just don’t talk about her anymore,” Francesca said.

      “Okay,” Noah said. “I’m sorry.”

      “Halt!” The order came from an Anti-Unification Bourbon soldier at the top of the next hill. Another soldier stood beside him.

      “Loyalist forces,” Cosimo said. “We’ve got to run for it.”

      Cosimo started to run off. The soldiers took aim.

      “Cosimo, get down!” Noah said. “They’re going to shoot at us.”

      Noah ran after Cosimo and pulled him away from the bullets fired at them. They both fell to the ground. The Loyalist soldiers started to make their way down the hill.

      “Are you hit?” Noah asked.

      “No,” Cosimo replied.

      “Full circle,” Noah said.

      “Huh?”

      “Never mind,” Noah said. “Let’s get the others and get out of here before they come down that hill.”

      Noah and Cosimo stood up and looked toward Francesca and Felice. “Oh my God, no,” Noah said, running toward them. Both had been shot and were on the ground. Francesca was coughing up blood, and Felice was unconscious. “My love,” Noah said. “You’ll be all right. I’ll get you and Felice to safety.”

      “I love you,” Francesca gasped, and coughed up more blood.

      Noah turned her head sideways so she wouldn’t choke on her own blood.

      “They can’t be helped, Signore,” Cosimo said. “We have to leave them.”

      “Shut up,” Noah said. “We’re not leaving them.”

      “We have no choice,” Cosimo pleaded. “Those soldiers will be down here in a minute and they’ll have an easier time of getting us too. Come on.”

      “Oh my God,” Noah said. “This can’t be happening to Francesca. This is not how it’s supposed to be for us.”

      Cosimo tried to pull Noah away, but his hand went right through Noah’s shoulder.

      “What just happened?” Cosimo asked. “How can my hand go through your body?”

      Noah looked at the mortally-wounded Francesca, and then at Felice. “History is changing. If they die, I don’t exist.”

      “What?”  Cosimo asked.

      “They both affect my existence,” Noah said. He reached down to touch Francesca, but his hand went through her.

      “We’re fading out of existence,” Noah said. “I don’t know how to stop it.”
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      September 5, 1945

      Basilica of Santo Stefano

      Bologna Italy 1:42

      “Let’s go,” Angelo ordered. “I have a tight schedule.”

      Mariah and Angelo started for the church entrance. Three Benedictine Monks in hooded robes walked the other way.

      “Hold on,” Angelo told Mariah. “Don’t do anything or I swear I’ll kill you right here.”

      The monks stopped and looked at Angelo, Mariah, and the bishop--then took out tin cups. “Can you please give something for the poor souls who are suffering in refugee camps?” one of them asked.

      “Sure we can,” Mariah said.

      “Bless you child,” the monk said, then turned to Angelo and the bishop.  “How about you gentlemen?”

      “This is not the appropriate time, my son,” said the bishop.

      “It is always the right time to help the desperate, holiness,” the lead monk replied. “You should know that. Can’t you spare a little for children who need food and water?”

      “Yeah guys,” Mariah said. “Where’s your Christian spirit?” She turned around and pushed Angelo, saying “Come on, help the children.”

      “That’s right,” the lead monk said, dropping the tin cup and drawing a dagger. He shoved the bishop against a column and put the dagger to his throat, “It’s better to give than receive.”

      The other monks surrounded Angelo.

      “Thank God,” Mariah said. “The power of prayer does work.”

      “What’s the meaning of this?” Angelo demanded, reaching for his revolver.

      “I wouldn’t, my son,” the lead monk said. “Hand your weapon to my men. Slowly.”

      Angelo handed over his gun, and Mariah’s.

      “Your voice sounds familiar to me,” Angelo said to the lead monk.

      “He may have documents that belong to me,” Mariah said.

      “Search him,” the lead monk told the other two. But they found only Angelo’s identification papers.

      Angelo lunged at one of the monks, but another knocked him out with the butt of his pistol.

      “Pity he’s only knocked out,” Mariah said.

      “Leave him, “the lead monk said, and looked to the Bishop. “You need a nap too, Holiness. You’re lucky we’re in a church.”

      “No, please don’t hurt me,” the bishop begged.

      “Did your victims ask the same?” Mariah asked.

      The bishop was silent.

      “Sweet nightmares,” the lead monk said, and knocked the bishop unconscious.

      “All right, let’s go.”

      “Thank you for the help,” Mariah said, “but I have to catch up to my friends.”

      “They’ll be all right,” the monk replied. “We have to get to Pontebba.”

      “Pontebba,” Mariah said, wondering how he knew about that.

      “Yes, we have to rescue the children, and Garth’s team.”

      “Who are you?” Mariah asked.

      “I’m so disappointed you don't recognize my voice.” He lowered his hood. It was Bonomi. “You let them discover you?” he asked.

      “I suppose I need more training in these things,” Mariah said. “But probably a different instructor. My last one was shit.”

      “You’re not being fair,” Bonomi said, and smiled. “I did my best with what I had to teach.”

      “Do you regret saving me on that Genoa street across from the McDonalds in 2017?” Mariah asked.

      “Never,” Bonomi said, pulling Mariah up close.  They kissed.

      “God it’s good to see you,” Mariah told him.

      “You too, my darling,” Bonomi replied.

      “What about Caterina and Cohen?” Mariah asked.

      “They have another errand to run,” Bonomi said. “They’ll catch up with us later.”

      “In Pontebba?” Mariah asked.

      “Maybe,” Bonomi said. “Let’s get on the road. These monk robes should help us get through a lot easier.”

      “They definitely make for good disguises,” one of the monks said in a female voice.

      “I know that voice,” Mariah said. She pulled the hood off the monk and smiled. “Tori.”

      “Hi Mariah,” Tori said. The two of them hugged.

      “It’s great to see you,” Mariah said.

      “You too,” Tori replied. “Brief us on what’s going on while we walk to the truck.”
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      September 5, 1945

      Piazza Santo Stefano

      Bologna 2:02 p.m.

      Caterina and Cohen followed the man who had spoken with Angelo in the church. He led them to a small office suite off the town square. A sign beside the door read: Italian Allied War Refugee Board.

      “Why would Angelo care about refugees?” Caterina asked.

      “Good question,” Cohen, peering through the glass door.  He watched their quarry speak with another man, then enter an office with that person. “Let’s find out.”

      A British corporal greeted Caterina and Cohen as they entered the office.

      “Good afternoon,” she said. “How can I help you?”

      Cohen stepped forward. “Thank you, I was a prisoner at the Ohrdruf Concentration Camp. Can you please help me?”

      “Oh, I am so sorry sir,” the corporal said. “Please sit down and I’ll get someone. May I ask who you are, Ms.?”

      “She’s my friend,” Cohen taking Caterina’s hand. “She’s been helping me through these hard times.”

      “Of course, sir. Please sit down. It should only be a few moments.”

      “Thank you,” The Corporal departed.

      “I’m glad you think of me as a friend,” Caterina said, still holding Cohen’s hand.

      “Of course,” Cohen replied.

      “I hope Mona’s okay,” Caterina said.

      “Don’t worry,” Cohen said. “She can take care of herself.”

      A moment later, the corporal returned with a woman in business suit. “Good afternoon,” the woman said. “My name is Maria Delassndro. Please come with me and let’s see how we can help you.”

      “Thank you,” Cohen said. “Can my friend come with me?”

      “Of course,” Maria replied. “Come with me to my office.”

      As they walked toward the back of the suite, Caterina and Cohen peeked into the office their quarry had entered.. He was still there, speaking with another man. A chill ran down Caterina’s spine.

      “What?” Cohen whispered.

      “Later,” she whispered back.

      Delassandro’s office was located next door.

      “Please sit down,” Maria said.

      Cohen sat, but Caterina leaned on the wall adjoining the man’s office.

      “Can I stand?” Caterina asked. “I’ve been sitting all day.”

      “Of course,” Maria replied.

      “Thank you.” Caterina reached for Mariah’s listening device. She put the device in her ear while Maria and Cohen were busy with paperwork.

      “So are the instructions clear?” one of the men asked in the next room.

      “Yes. You have arranged the meeting.”

      “You are to meet Stefano Spicoli on Friday at 2:00 p.m. in Saint Peter’s Square.”

      “Very good. The delivery will be made.”

      “Good luck in Rome.”

      “Thank you.”

      Caterina heard the office door open and the men leave. She pocketed the listening device and sat beside Cohen. “Are you okay here?” she asked.

      “It’s difficult,” Cohen said, tearing up.

      Caterina gave him a hug, then turned to Maria. “Can he fill these out at home and bring them back here?”

      “Of course. He can bring the additional documentation with him. It’s listed on the last page. “

      “We understand,” Caterina said. “Can we come back tomorrow morning?”

      “Yes,” Maria replied. “I can see you at 9:00 a.m. Will that be enough time to fill everything out?”

      “It should,” Cohen replied, composing himself.

      “Very good,” Maria said. “I’ll walk you out.”

      As they left the suite, Caterina touched Cohen’s arm. “Are you okay?”

      “I will be,” Cohen replied. “I miss them so much.”

      “I understand,” Caterina said. “I lost someone I loved very much.”

      “I know you think it’s the same,” Cohen said gently. “But you didn’t see your children marched off to die, knowing there was nothing you could do.”

      “You’re right,” Caterina replied. “I can’t begin to comprehend that.”

      “I know you’re only trying to comfort me,” Cohen said. “What did you find out?”

      “We have to find Mona and get to Rome by Friday morning.”

      “Let’s get back to the church,” Cohen said. “Who was that other man?”

      “Giambi, a Fascist enforcer from the Genoa area,” Caterina replied. “Why haven’t the Allies arrested him?”

      “Good question,” Cohen said as they approached the church. “More to the point: why is he working for Novus Ordo?”

      Up ahead, they saw an angry Angelo step from the church, a bishop beside him.

      Caterina and Cohen hid behind a pillar on the outskirts of the square,

      “Where did she go?” Angelo shouted.

      “I don’t know,” the bishop said. “They knocked me out too.”

      “Damn.”

      “Should we organize a search party?” the bishop asked.

      “And start where?” Angelo said. “I have to get back to base and inform them of this. Contact me if anything else goes wrong.”

      “Yes, my son,” the bishop replied, and went back inside. Angelo stormed off.

      “Should we look for Mariah?” Caterina asked.

      “No, she’ll be fine,” Cohen said. “We go to Rome.”
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      May 20, 1860

      Sicily

      Noah’s fading accelerated. Cosimo just stared, disbelieving what was occurring right in front of him.

      Francesca and Felice showed no signs of life.

      “What do I do?” Cosimo said.

      A glowing light appeared before them. ”Is this a sign from God?” Cosimo asked.

      A moment later, Anthony Alizio teleported in front of them. “Hello, Cosimo,” he said.

      “How do you know me?”

      “I know all about you.” Alizio produced a small device from his pocket. “Let’s see if I can get the timing right.” He placed the device on Noah’s shoulder. “Gotcha,” he said.

      Noah stopped fading. He looked himself over, touching his body to make sure he was still there. “Thank God,” Noah said. “What did you put on my shoulder ‘Cuz?”

      “It’s a temporal stabilizer,” Anthony replied. “I’m wearing one too.”

      “Because of Felice and Francesca?” Noah asked.

      “Well, Felice in my case,” Anthony replied. “It happens when someone gets too close to a fork in the road, in one’s family timeline. We have to get them to the Foundation and save them.”

      “You’re taking us back to our time?” Noah asked.

      “For a little while,” Alizio said, and took out his TMD. “Are you ready?”

      “Yes,” Noah said.

      “Where are we going?” Cosimo asked.

      “Don’t worry, Cosimo,” Noah said. “You’ll be safe.”

      “Let’s go before he makes a fuss,” Anthony said, and pressed the TMD button.

      A moment later, the five of them materialized inside the medical facilities at the Falcone Foundation.  Two physicians and two medical assistants were standing by with patient gurneys. A moment later, they were wheeling Francesca and Felice into surgery.

      “How are you feeling?” Alizio asked Noah.

      “Better. Where are we?”

      “The Foundation branch under the Physical Science building at Arizona State.”

      “I’m home,” Noah said, smiling.

      “Will Francesca and Felice be all right?” Cosimo asked.

      “Yes,” a voice replied from behind them.

      Noah turned around. “Holy shit.”

      An old man stepped forward.

      “Who’s that?” Cosimo asked. “Is he your grandfather?”

      “No,” replied Noah. “He’s me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            29

          

        

      

    

    
      September 5, 1945

      Novus Ordo Headquarters

      Pontebba 4:37 p.m.

      Mariah, Bonomi and the rest of their team climbed the hill overlooking the castle.  Mariah took out her scanners and began probing.

      “Garth, the children, and the others are in there, but some of their life signs are erratic.”

      “Do you have their location isolated on the scanner?” Bonomi asked.

      “Yes,” Mariah replied. “But they’re split up.”

      “Shit,” Bonomi said. “We’ll get the ones with the erratic life signs first. Look at that V2 rocket in the courtyard.”

      “We should put a tracking device on that thing,” Tori said.

      “Agreed,” Bonomi said.

      Tori took out her scanner and determined the coordinates.

      “Bet you never thought you’d be doing this after high school graduation,” Mariah said.

      Tori smiled. “Oh yeah, I put it on my prediction letter for the 20-year time capsule I planted in my parents’ back yard.”

      Bonomi took out a small disc device and placed it on the ground. “You have the coordinates?”

      “Yes sir,” Tori replied.

      “Teleport the tracker,” Bonomi ordered.

      The device disappeared, then reappeared on the base of the V2 rocket, camouflaging itself by becoming invisible.

      “It’s live Bonomi,” Tori said.

      “Excellent,” Bonomi said.  “Get ready with the tranquilizer guns, in case we have to knock out the guards. Let’s go.” He pressed the teleporter button.

      A moment later, they were just outside the cell that held Garth, Luchese and Ruben.  The guards tried to subdue them, but the tranquilizer darts knocked them out.

      “Knock out anyone else who comes in with a tranquilizer dart,” Bonomi said.

      Mariah grabbed the cell keys from one of the fallen guards and unlocked the cell door.

      “Oh God,” Mariah said when she saw them.  They looked haggard and emaciated.

      “Mariah,” Garth said.

      “Yes,” Mariah said, and moved to examine the captives.

      “Thank God, a rescue,” Ruben said.

      “Better late than never,” Luchese quipped.

      “My God,” Bonomi said. “What did they do to them?”

      “We’ve been given uranium poisoning,” Ruben said. “Even Luchese has it bad.”

      “We have to get them to the Foundation,” Bonomi said.

      “Wait,” Garth said. “They’re organizing some kind of attack with Patton and that V2 Rocket.”

      “General Patton?”  Mariah asked.

      “That’s the one,” Luchese said.

      “Take these,” Mariah said, and handed pills to all of them. “They’ll keep you going until the doctors at the Foundation can treat you.”

      “If they can,” Luchese said.

      “They can,” Mariah said.

      “Do you know anything else about their plans?” Bonomi asked.

      “No,” Garth said. “They tried to get information out of us, but they didn’t get anything. The Foundation training helped.”

      “Mariah,” Bonomi said. “You get them to the Foundation. We’ll get the kids, try to learn more, and follow you shortly.

      “Right,” Mariah said. Then she teleported herself, Garth and his team to the Foundation.

      “Okay, where’s everyone else?” Bonomi asked.

      “Multiple signs all around the complex, sir,” Tori replied.

      “Anything that looks like a meeting room?”

      “Sir,” the other team member said, looking at his scanner.

      “Yes Roger?”

      “Angelo’s here.”

      “Good thing we put a tracker on him before we left the church,” Bonomi said. “Follow him on the scan. My guess is the important people will be close to him.”

      After a few moments, Angelo’s signal stopped moving on the scanner. There were two other people with them.

      “Where is he?” Bonomi asked.

      “He and others appear to be in a medium-sized room,” Roger said.

      “Can we get safe access?” Tori asked.

      “There’s an attic right above it that should fit the three of us,” Roger said.

      “Good,” Bonomi said. “Put us there a minute before Angelo’s arrival.”

      “Yes sir,” Roger said.

      Angelo entered the meeting room where Lilith and Pilo were waiting, along with two guards. “I had a tangle with ex-Resistance in Bologna,” Angelo told them. “We should move to the other base.”

      “Indeed,” Lilith said. “The children are back and under guard.”

      “Excellent. We should leave now.”

      “Guard,” Pilo said. “Tell the others to prepare for immediate departure.  We should divert the pipeline. Prepare the prisoners as well.”

      “Is that necessary?” Angelo asked. “Aren’t they deadwood now?”

      “They’re necessary for our Novus Ordo experiments,” Lilith told him.

      “Agreed,” Pilo said. “Unfortunately, they wouldn’t tell us anything under hypnotherapy. Pity. If I’d known that, I would have told Lilith to go easy on the uranium to give us more time. Were you able to get to Sokolov and the Fascists?”

      “Yes, that’s all set in motion,” Angelo replied.

      “My Lord,” a guard yelled, bursting into the room. “The prisoners with your brother. They’re gone.”

      “That’s impossible,” Lilith said. “They didn’t have the strength to escape. Where are the guards who were watching them?”

      “They were knocked out with tranquilizer darts, My Lady.”

      “Fools! They’ll be my supper before we go. Bring them to me so they can give me a full report. And get the children and put them in the transport.”

      “Yes, My Lady.” The guard hurried off.

      “Who is that woman?” Tori whispered in the attic.

      “I don’t know,” Bonomi said. “But I think it’s time to go.”

      Roger took out his TMD.

      Lilith burst through the attic floor and grabbed him, breaking his neck and drinking his blood.

      “Jesus Christ,” Tori yelled. She drew her gun and shot Lilith, but the bullets had no effect. .

      Lilith dropped Roger’s body and stepped toward the others. “My condition gives me excellent hearing, as well as making me bulletproof. Where is my brother and the prisoners?”

      “They’re safe,” Bonomi said.

      “I can’t say the same for you,” Lilith said.  “I’m going to feast before leaving this place. I haven’t done that since the last days of the war.”

      Lilith lunged for Bonomi.

      Tori picked up a piece of broken floorboard that Lilith had flown through and impaled her. She screeched in agony and fell back through the attic floor, crashing onto the conference table below.

      “Did you kill her?” Bonomi asked.

      “If the movies Underworld and Lost Boys are gospel,” Tori said. “But we’re not staying to find out.”

      “Good call,” Bonomi said.

      “Angelo, shoot them,” Pilo ordered.

      “Get us home Tori and don’t forget Roger.”

      Tori took out her TMD and teleported everyone away just as the shooting started.

      Pilo pulled the wooden floor piece from Lilith’s stomach. She flew from one part of the room to another. When the two cell guards entered the room, she sucked the blood out of both of them.

      Moments later, her wound was healed. She howled over the bodies.  She cleaned the blood off her face. “Damn, she ruined one of my best dress shirts. I’ll have to change before we go. I can’t go out looking like this.”
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      September 7, 1945

      St. Peter’s Square Vatican City 2:20 p.m.

      Caterina and Cohen mingled with the ever-present crowd in St. Peter’s Square, hoping to spot Giambi before his scheduled appointment.

      “We made good time getting to Rome,” Cohen said, holding Caterina’s hand. “God, look at this place. What humans can do if they put their minds to creativity and not murder and destruction.”

      “Yes,” Caterina replied. “I used to like coming here before the war when I was a child with my parents.”

      “What do your parents do?” Cohen asked.

      “My father’s a fisherman. My mother sometimes works at the Voltri food market. How about yours?”

      “They died at the Janowska Camp in the Ukraine,” Cohen answered.

      “I’m sorry,” Caterina said, squeezing his hand tighter. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

      “No, it’s all right,” Cohen replied. “I like our talks.”

      “I do too.”

      “So, your code name,” Cohen said. “Who was Elisabetta?”

      “She was a Renaissance-Baroque artist from Bologna named Elisabetta Sirani. She died too young at 27.”

      “Too many people have died too young these past few years,” Cohen said. “What do you do when you’re not helping Lavonia?”

      “Hunt and kill collaborators,” Caterina replied, matter-of-factly. “And you?”

      Cohen smiled grimly. “Hunt and kill the people who sent us to the camps.”

      “We’re a perfect match... There he is. Alone. Dark business suit, by the Papal tomb entrance.”

      “Right,” Cohen said. He took out the listening devices and gave one to Caterina. They put them in their ears.

      “Can we use the listening devices from here?” Caterina asked.

      “We should get closer, by the Sistine Chapel maybe.”

      Ten minutes later, they stood beside a pillar, waiting for Giambi’s contact to show up.

      Cohen checked his watch. “Maybe his date got arrested.”

      “If only,” Caterina said. “These war criminals are walking free all over the place. I told Lavonia we should have killed  as many of them as we could when we had the chance.”

      “I admire your enthusiasm,” Cohen said. They watched as a parish priest arrived and stood beside Giambi.

      “Spicoli is a priest?” Cohen asked.

      “What is it with the Church?” Caterina asked. “Always thinking about their big purses and conservative views. Would Jesus even recognize them?”

      “Just listen,” Cohen urged.

      “You’re late,” Giambi said.

      “Pardon,” Father Spicoli replied. “One has to be discrete.”

      Giambi passed him the folder he’d received in Bologna. “Give this to your contact with the Common Man Front. “It will help with the party infrastructure.”

      “Good,” Spicoli replied. “This is just like 1922; the big political parties squabbling over the same things. Dreams of democracy and Italian Republic are jokes. They think they are rid of the Fascists. We’re so entrenched in the bureaucracy they’ll never be rid of us.”

      “With no common enemy, their wartime unity will soon be gone, and you can return to power,” Giambi said. “I even hear the Allies are in the process of betraying the Action Party Prime Minister to the Christian Democrat leader. You’d do well to establish your Common Man movement before the Christian Democrats suck up your support.”

      “We will,” Spicoli said. “Thank you. Where do you go now?”

      “I have one more assignment in Rome that is essential to our success,” Giambi said. “Hopefully you’ve not made me late for that.”

      “I’m sorry,” Spicoli said. “Go.”

      “Before I forget,” Giambi said. “Will you be able to make it to Savona on the eighth?”

      “No,” Spicoli said. “I won’t be able to make it. I hope all goes well at your meeting at 15:00.”

      “Thank you,” Giambi said. He headed for the Saint Peter’s main entrance.

      “We follow Giambi,” Caterina said. “We’ll come back and find the priest later.”

      “How?” Cohen asked. “Take this.”

      “Chewing gum?” Caterina said after taking it in her hand and looking it over.

      “It’s a tracking device Garth and his team came up with,” Cohen said. “Put it in your mouth and I’ll be able to find you. You tail the priest, I’ll follow Giambi and catch up with you later.”

      “No, you go after the priest. I’ll follow Giambi.”

      “But that’s more…dangerous,” Cohen said.

      “Don’t worry,” Caterina said. She kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll be fine.”

      “Be careful,” Cohen said, and kissed her on the lips.

      “I will.”

      Caterina hurried after Giambi, who hailed a taxi. The listening device amplified his voice as he spoke to the driver: “The Parliament building, please.”

      Caterina rushed to another cab and told the driver to follow Giambi. Ten minutes later, they pulled up outside the Parliament building.  She watched as Giambi bought a newspaper and went inside, then followed.

      Giambi moved down a hall, then paused outside the Chamber of Deputies to read his newspaper. He fit right in with the well-dressed bureaucrats waiting for the council session to end.

      Caterina sat on a bench and took a book from her purse, pretending to read.

      Twenty-five minutes later, the session ended, and council members started leaving. Giambi folded his paper, then slid a Berretta from his pocket and hid it in the fold.

      Caterina drew a suppressed pistol from her purse and moved toward Giambi, who was focused on the chamber door.

      Action Party Leader and Prime Minister Ferrucio Parri stepped into the hall, Christian Democratic Leader and Foreign Minister  Alcide DeGasperi was beside him. “Oh shit,” Caterina mumbled to herself.

      Giambi walked toward them, raising the hand with the newspaper.

      Caterina aimed her weapon and fired. The bullet hit Giambi’s shoulder, and his shot went wide. “Assassin!”  Caterina shouted.

      Giambi glanced her way as Parri and DeGasperi tried to grab him. He shoved past them and barreled out the nearest exit, a security guard hot on his trail.

      Caterina struggled through the crowded hall after them. Once outside, she saw the two men dash down a side street. She hurried to the corner and peered down the street—to see the guard conversing with Giambi. A car parked beside them; engine running, back door open. Caterina used the listening device.

      “What went wrong?” The guard asked.

      “Some bitch from the Resistance shot me as I pulled the trigger,” Giambi replied, shoving a handkerchief in the wound under his jacket.

      “You’d better get out of here before anyone else shows up,” the guard said. “Punch me to make it look good.”

      “HALT!” Caterina shouted, aiming her gun at them.

      The guard drew his gun on Giambi, who shot him in the chest and dove into the car, which sped off.

      Caterina emptied her gun at the fleeing car, hitting a tire and blowing out the back window. But the car kept going.

      Cohen ran up a moment later, embracing her. “Are you all right?” he asked.

      “Yes,” she said. She pulled him close and kissed him.

      “I’m glad to see you too,” Cohen said. “What happened?”

      Caterina indicated the dead guard. “He was a turncoat working for Giambi.”

      “Not surprising.”

      “Were you able to trail the priest?”

      “Yes. He appears to work in the Vatican Secretary of State’s office.”

      “We have to tell Mariah and the others somehow,” Caterina said. “How do we find them?”

      A bright glowing light engulfed the two of them.

      “What the hell is this?” Caterina asked.

      “I don’t know,” Cohen said.

      They tried to get escape the light, but couldn’t.

      “We’re trapped,” Caterina said.

      They held hands. “I love you,” Caterina said.

      “I love you too.”

      A moment later, they both disappeared.
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      September 7, 1945

      The Novus Ordo base at Savona

      The masked Suzerain used a cane and walked with a limp through the dark corridors of the Novus Ordo base. Bernadette and Rene followed, escorted by armed guards.

      “We’re almost there, children,” the Suzerain told them.

      “Why can’t we see your face?” Bernadette asked.

      “Oh, you wouldn’t like what you see,” the Suzerain replied.

      A guard opened a door, and they entered a laboratory. Angelo, Pilo and Lilith were already there.

      “How did they find the base at Pontebba?” The Suzerain demanded.

      “I ask forgiveness Suzerain,” Angelo said, bowing to his superior.

      The Suzerain slapped Angelo and he fell back.

      “You’re reaching the limit of my forgiveness, Colonel.”

      “I understand, Suzerain,” said Angelo. He bowed for good measure.

      “Good.” The Suzerain gave Bernadette’s compass it to Angelo. “The girl had this on her when they came back to Pontebba.”

      “A device that looks like a compass but can actually teleport people,” Angelo said.

      “Precisely,” the Suzerain replied. “Have the children and our science team start dissecting it so we can develop our own.”

      “Yes Suzerain,” Angelo replied.

      “We won’t help you,” Bernadette said.

      “Oh yes you will,” the Suzerain said. “If you don’t want Lilith here to tear your brother’s throat out.” The Suzerain then looked at Bernadette. “The same goes for you my dear. Do we all understand each other?”

      The children looked at Lilith who opened her mouth, exposing her Vampiric fangs.

      “Yes,” Rene said.

      “Yes,” said Bernadette. She started to cry.

      “No need to cry, child. Do what you’re supposed to, and you and Rene here can lead long, productive and comfortable lives in service to Novus Ordo… Guards, take them to their quarters.”

      The Suzerain turned to Angelo, Lilith, and Pilo. “Are the rockets in position?”

      “Yes, Suzerain,” Angelo replied.

      “And the other surprise?”

      “Ready,” said Lilith.

      “Good. I must return to our central headquarters. No more failures from any of you.”
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      November 18, 2024

      Falcone Foundation Complex

      Arizona State University

      Noah and Bonomi stared at the sleeping Francesca. She was hooked up to various monitors. “The doctors say she’ll be fine,” Noah said.

      “Yes I know,” Bonomi replied.

      Noah went over to Francesca and sat beside her, holding her hand and kissing it.  He then looked at Bonomi. “I’m sorry, “he said to him. “This must be awkward for you.”

      “No more than it is for you,” Bonomi replied.

      Mariah came into the room and went to Bonomi, taking his hand.

      “Wow,” Noah said. “Francesca and I fall in love, and you and her first fiancé are now together? How did that happen?”

      “I’ll tell you about that later,” Mariah said. “And you, sweetheart, shouldn’t be here when she wakes up.”

      “Why not?” Noah asked.

      “It’s not the right time for her to see Bonomi again. She could wake up at any minute.”

      “Right,” Bonomi said. “I am glad she found someone to love.”

      “Same here,” Noah said, looking to Mariah.

      Francesca stirred.

      “Let’s go,” Mariah said. “There’s a meeting.”

      “I’ll be there in a minute,” Noah said.

      “Okay,” Mariah said.

      Mariah and Bonomi left, and Francesca opened her eyes.

      “Hello,” Noah said, clasping her hand. “I was so worried about you.”

      “What happened?” Francesca, still woozy from the medication.

      “You got shot but you’re safe now, and the doctors say you’re going to be fine.”

      “And the boys?” Francesca asked.

      “They’re both fine,” Noah said.

      “Are we still in Sicily?”

      “No.”

      “Rene and Bernadette?”

      “No word yet, but I’m off to a meeting with everyone else. There may be some news.”

      “Good,” Francesca said. “I love you.”

      “I love you too,” Noah said, and kissed her on the forehead. “You rest now.”

      “Noah.”

      “Yes.”

      “I thought I heard Mariah and Bonomi in here with you.”

      “It was just Mariah.”

      “Must have been dreaming. Don’t be jealous. You’re the one I want.”

      “I know Sweetheart. Now rest.”

      Francesca went back to sleep.

      Mariah, Caterina, Tori, Garth, Cohen, Bonomi, Anthony, the older Noah and another lady sat around the conference table.

      “Where are the boys?” Anthony asked.

      “We knocked them out and put them in sleeping quarters,” Tori replied. “They’ll wake up when we take them back to Sicily.”

      “And Luchese and Ruben are in the rest area?”  Mariah asked.

      “That’s right,” Garth said. He turned to Cohen. “How are you feeling?”

      “It is a lot to take in. We’re in the United States 89 years from when we were.”

      “I know how you feel,” Garth said. “It was the same with all of us when we joined the Foundation.”

      “At least we’ll have an opportunity to catch more Nazi and collaborator vermin,” Cohen said. His gaze slid to Caterina, “Are you okay?”

      “I’ll be all right,” she replied, and took his hand.

      “Good job on preventing the assassinations of Parri and DeGasperi,” Ruben said.

      “Thank you,” Caterina replied. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get Giambi.”

      Anthony stood up when the younger Noah came in and went to embrace him. Noah had a different idea. He punched his cousin in the mouth. Anthony fell to the floor. Mariah and Garth held Noah to keep him from pressing the attack. “What the fuck’s a matter with you?” Garth asked.

      “He’s mad at our cousin for not being honest with us from the beginning,” the older Noah said.

      Noah looked to his older self, who also wore the family ring. “That’s right.” He looked to the ring. “Strange you didn't wear that when we first met on the school trip in Genoa.”

      “It would have created too many questions,” the older Noah replied. “And possibly disrupted the course of events.”

      “I should have been given a choice,” Noah helping his cousin up.

      “I didn’t get one,” the older Noah said. “So you couldn’t have one either.”

      “I’m sick of this circular logic, causal loop, and greater-good bullshit,” Noah said.

      “I know.” The older Noah walked over and halted before him. “But you will accept it.”

      “I know. You told me in your letter that I read after I woke up.”

      “Yes,” the older Noah replied, and looked to Alizio. “I’m sorry Anthony for hitting you.”

      “I understand,” Alizio said.

      “I know, but it’s taken me 75 years to apologize… Call me when it’s time.”

      “Yes, Signore Pitto,” Alizio replied.

      “Where’s he going?” Noah asked.

      “To a rest area until it is time for him to go,” said the strange woman sitting at the table. “This conference cannot have the advantage of his knowledge. Besides, he didn’t want to come to the meeting a second time.”

      “Ferrara?” Noah asked.

      “Yes Carmelo,” Ferrara said. ”It’s me.”

      “What, you’re not calling me grandpa?”

      “That would be awkward for you,” Ferrara replied. “Technically, you’re younger than me.”

      “Then what should I call you?” Noah asked.

      “You can call me Ferrara. Or, since I’m directing Project Jigsaw, you can just call me Director.”

      “How original,” Noah replied. “Why Jigsaw?”

      “Because there are many pieces to this,” Ferrara said.  “Like a puzzle. And we must put it together to ensure that history proceeds along its proper course.”

      “I see. And why can’t we use my, I mean his knowledge, if he knows what's going to happen?”

      “Come on, you know the drill. It could interfere with the natural evolution of events. Now sit down, Carmelo.”

      “Noah. We’re not in 1940s Italy now.”

      “As you wish,” Ferrara said. “Sit down.”

      “I suppose that foreknowledge you’re not supposed to use helped when it was time to send Francesca and me to Sicily during Italian Unification?”

      “Well, there are occasional exceptions,” Ferrara said.

      “Did you know about this, Mariah?” Noah asked.

      “No, they didn’t tell me.”

      “I suppose Luchese and Ruben knew?” Noah asked.

      “Yes,” Garth replied. “All for the greater good.”

      “I’m going to put that phrase on a tee shirt,” Noah said, and took a seat.

      Ferrara began the meeting. “Do we know where those rockets are?” she asked.

      “We know where one of them is,” Garth replied. “They took it to another base, on the Italian Riveria at Savona.”

      “Savona,” Cohen said.

      “Yes,” Garth said. “Savona. Where did you hear it?”

      “From that Vatican Priest,” Caterina replied. “He wished Giambi luck in Savona on the eighth at 1500.”

      “Assuming he meant the eighth of September,” Ferrara said. “We may want to shoot for that date and time.”

      “Agreed,” Garth said.

      “What about Rene and Bernadette?” Noah asked.

      “They’re in Savona too,” Ruben said.

      “What about the priest at the Vatican?” Noah asked. “What’s his link to all this?”

      “He works in the Papal Secretary of State’s office,” Cohen replied. “He appears to be helping Novus Ordo establish one of their Pipelines.”

      “Hypocritical bastards,” Bonomi said. “Doing God’s work my ass.”

      “That has been the modus operandi of the leadership of all organized religions for all human history,” Noah said.

      “So true,” Bonomi said.

      “Forget the commentary on organized religion,” Ferrara said. “The focus everyone around this table should have is to stop Novus Ordo from changing history in 1860 and 1945.”

      “The way I see it,” Garth said, “we have two missions to stop them from doing that. The first is to stop the Novus Ordo attempt to start World War Three between the Americans and the Russians. The second is saving Garibaldi in 1860’s Italy and preventing Pilo from launching the second Roman Empire.”

      “What do you suggest?” Ferrara asked.

      “I recommend that Noah, Francesca and Anthony take the boys back to Sicily and stop Pilo from assassinating Garibaldi.”

      “Francesca’s not fit to do anything,” Noah said.

      “He’s right, Garth,” Mariah said. “She can’t travel for a while yet.”

      “You’re forgetting we have the luxury of a time machine,” Ferrara said. “We’ll go when she’s ready.”

      “Okay,” Garth said. “Then I and the others except for Bonomi can go to Savona and stop Novus Ordo.”

      “What about Patton and Sokolov?” Tori asked. “Shouldn’t we have people on them?”

      “We send Bonomi and some others to recon them right now and watch their movements,” Garth said. “After we defeat Novus Ordo, we’ll deal with both of them.”

      “When will you be ready?” Ferrara asked.

      “Wait,” Noah said. “I have a demand before I go back.”

      “You want to say goodbye to my great grandparents?” Ferrara asked.

      “That’s right.”

      “That has been planned,” the Director said. “Your cousin and older self will take care of you. Follow their lead. Anthony, take both Noah’s and have a pleasant journey.”

      “Yes Director,” Anthony responded. “Come on, Noah. Let’s get the other Noah and go.”

      “Oh, and Noah,” Ferrara said.

      “Yes.”

      “Remember you can’t tell them who you are.”

      Noah looked dejected. He started to nod no and protest but relented and said. “Okay. At least I get to see them. Thank you.”

      “Tori,” the Director said. “Please take Caterina and Cohen and help get them ready to go on the next stage of the mission.”

      “Yes Director,” Tori said. “Please follow me.”

      Caterina and Cohen left with Tori.

      “I’m sure that was awkward for you,” Mariah told Ferrara.

      “Yes. It’s so surreal to see Noah like this. He never had a temper with me when I was a child.”

      “He mellowed with old age,” Mariah said. “Besides, cut him some slack, He’s going through a lot.”

      “You’re right,” Ferrara said.  “Garth, make sure Cohen doesn’t kill the Nazi scientists.”

      “Understood,” Garth replied.

      “Unfortunately,” Ferrara said, “the country needs them to get to the moon.”

      “Yes, unfortunate.”

      “He’ll get his chance later,” Ferrara said. “Mariah, take me to see my grandmother.”

      “Francesca may not be conscious.”

      “I just want to see her,” Ferrara replied.  “Good luck everyone.”
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      November 18, 2024

      The Drive to East Mesa in Arizona

      Anthony helped Signore Pitto into the back of his minivan, which was parked by the Physical Sciences building at Arizona State. Noah got in the passenger seat, and Anthony behind the wheel.

      “How are you back there Signore?” Anthony asked.

      “I’m well,” Pitto replied.

      “Why do you call him Signore?” Noah asked. “Why not ‘Cuz?”

      “It’s what I want,” Pitto replied.

      “Why?” Noah asked.

      “You’ll understand soon,” Pitto said.

      Anthony took the minivan along Rural Road and onto the freeway.

      “I’ll turn on the radio,” Noah said.

      “NO,” Anthony snapped.

      “What the fuck,” Noah said. “What’s wrong?”

      “We can’t have you listen to anything from 2024,” Anthony said, “that can give you knowledge of events from the time you left in 2017”

      “Jesus,” Noah said. “Why didn’t you just say that before?”

      “Sorry,” Anthony said.

      “Come to think of it,” Noah said, looking at his older self. “You could have given me a heads up.”

      “Then you wouldn’t have had the same experience I had,” Pitto said.

      “Oh,” Noah said. “Guess no one’s going to tell me who the President is or who won the last six or seven Super Bowls or World Series?”

      “Sorry,” Anthony said.

      “How about the latest video games that have come out like for Super Smash Brothers?” Noah asked.

      “No,” Anthony replied. “You want to destroy the timeline?”

      “I’m taking a nap,” Pitto said. “Wake me up when we get there.”

      “Yes sir,” Anthony said.

      Pitto snored.

      “Francesca’s right,” Noah said, thinking about her early morning complaints.

      “About what?” Anthony asked.

      “I do snore.”

      Anthony drove the minivan past the exit that led to Noah’s house in Tempe.

      “Wait a minute ‘Cuz,” Noah said. “My parents don’t live this way.”

      “They moved,” Anthony replied.

      “When?” Noah asked.

      “Two years ago. They live in East Mesa now.”

      “How did you know it was okay for me to visit my parents?”

      “He told us when this happened?” Anthony said, indicating Pitto.

      “Oh. So I guess it’s okay to ask him what happens sometimes.”

      “Sometimes. We should be there in about ten minutes.”

      “Are you the 2017 Anthony, or 2024?” Noah asked.

      “Get real, 2024.”

      “What do my parents think happened to me?”

      “They were told you perished in a car accident in Genoa.  The car caught fire and your body was burned beyond recognition.”

      “Whose body did you use for my burial?”

      “Pitto’s.”

      “What?”

      “Well, we couldn’t leave his body in 1945 Italy. And we needed a body to put in your coffin. It seemed like the right idea at the time.”

      “Funny,” Noah said. “How long did you know I was supposed to go back and live in the 1940’s?”

      “It’s better we don’t dredge up the past.”

      “How long?” Noah yelled, causing his older self to wake up.

      “Are we to the point,” Pitto said, “where Anthony says he’s known since we were in the seventh grade that we’d spend most of our lives in the past?”

      Noah stared back at Pitto. “Oh,” the old man said. “That came from me first. I forgot.”

      “Since seventh grade,” Noah said.

      “I’m sorry ‘Cuz, but it was meant to be.”

      “Are we there yet?” Pitto asked.

      “Wait,” the younger Noah said. “Wouldn’t you know when we get there?”

      “My memory is not quite what it was.”

      “We’ll be there in about five minutes sir.”

      “Good Anthony,” Pitto replied. He opened his side window and pulled out a gun.

      “What the hell is with the gun?” Anthony asked.

      “I’m just getting ready to shoot the terrorists,” Pitto replied.

      “What terrorists?” Noah asked.

      “The ones coming up beside us on the right.”

      A moment later, a red Prius drew alongside. A woman in the back seat lowered his window and smiled at Pitto, then aimed a gun at Anthony.

      “Holy shit,” Anthony said, swerving into another lane.

      Pitto fired at the Prius’ tires, and the car rammed into the freeway wall.

      “That should take care of the excitement for the remainder of the trip,” Pitto said. “Wake me when we get to our parents’ house.”

      “Wake you up,” Anthony said. “Who were they?”

      “Bad people I suspect. Let me sleep now.”

      “Are there any more surprises?” Noah asked.

      “I don’t think so,” Pitto said. But I barely remember what happened yesterday, let alone 75 years ago when I sat where you are now.”

      Five minutes later, Anthony parked the minivan in a driveway. The house was a single-story in a cul de sac. He woke Pitto. “We’re here, sir.”

      “Good,” Pitto said.

      “Okay,” Anthony said. “Now I am stopping by to wish your mother, my cousin Jana a happy birthday and—”

      “It’s Mom’s birthday?” Noah asked.

      “Yes. You and your, er…grandfather here are my guests from Italy, and are just with me for the ride.”

      “I understand,” Noah said.

      Anthony looked to Pitto.

      “I already said I understand once, and that should be good enough,” Pitto snapped back.

      “That’s actually funny,” Noah said.

      Noah exited the car and looked at his parents new home and just stared. Anthony came to him and whispered, “are you alright?”

      “Yeah,” Noah replied. “I’m just a little nervous.”

      “It’ll be okay,” Pitto said. “I’m the voice of experience.”

      They walked to the house, and Anthony knocked on the front door. Noah’s father Ron answered.  “Hello Anthony,” he said in a neutral tone.

      “Hi Ron,” Anthony said. “I came by to wish Jana a happy birthday.”

      “And you brought friends?”

      “They’re here from the Foundation schools in Italy. This is Signore Carmelo Pitto, and his grandson of the same name.”

      When Ron opened the door farther, Noah’s dog Moly came running out. She immediately began sniffing and jumping on Noah and Pitto.

      “Moly,” Noah said, bending down to pet her.

      “How did you know the dog’s name?” Ron asked.

      “I told them when we drove over here,” Anthony explained.

      “Oh,” Ron said. “She really likes you two. Come on in before she decides to run away.”

      “Grazie Signore Patterson,” the elder Pitto replied, entering first. Moly followed him. He shook Ron’s hand. “Vienne…” He turned to Noah. “Come in, Carmelo.”

      Noah stepped inside and shook Ron’s hand. “A pleasure to meet you Signore Patterson.”

      “Your English accent isn’t bad,” Ron said. “But how hot is it out there? Your hands are sweaty.”

      “I’m sorry Signore,” Noah said as he wiped his hands on his pants.

      “He’s been an exchange student at the school in Arizona,” Anthony said. “His grandfather came to take him home.”

      “Really,” Ron said. “My son used to be a student at that school.”

      “Yes,” Noah replied. “Signore Alizio told me. I’m sorry for your loss.”

      “Thank you,” Ron replied. “Let me get Jana. Give me a couple of minutes.”

      Ron went to get Jana

      “How are you holding up?” Anthony asked.

      “Okay,” Noah said, petting Moly again.

      “And you Signore?”

      “It’s about to get painful again,” Pitto said.

      “I remember you,” Sylvia said, looking at Noah from the kitchen.

      “Holy…” Noah started to say when he saw his great grandmother wheeling herself through the kitchen. “You didn’t tell me she was still…”

      “Yes,” Anthony said.

      “I remember you from the focacceria with my Carmelo,” Sylvia said, coming up to Noah and grabbing the hand with the Alizio ring. “And those other times. You both had similar ones.” She pulled the ring off Noah’s finger and examined it. “It even feels like the one I gave him.”

      “Our ancestors must have gone to the same jeweler,” Pitto said.

      “That’s what my Carmelo said,” Sylvia replied, handing the ring back to Noah. “Of course, it’s impossible. You’re too young.”

      Jana entered the entry way with Ron. “Anthony, it’s good to see you.”

      “And you too, ‘Cuz,” Anthony replied, hugging her. “Happy birthday.”

      Jana looked to Signore Pitto and his grandson. Noah’s heart bounded and he could feel the proliferation of goose bumps on his body. Moly was still jumping on them. “Well Moly has taken to you two. A pleasure Signore.” She gently shook the elder Pitto’s hand.

      “It’s a pleasure for me too, Signora,” Pitto said.  “Forgive me. I’ve lived in the United States too long, and aside from an Italian grocer on Higley, I have not smelled focaccia anywhere else.”

      “We shop at that grocer,” Jana said. “My oldest used to love the gelato there.”

      “Really,” Pitto said. “This is my grandson.”

      “My husband said you spent the year at the school my son went to.”

      “Yes Signora Patterson,” Noah replied.

      “Call me Jana.” She looked to Anthony. “Would you and your guests like to stay for dinner?”

      “I’m sorry, ‘Cuz. We don’t have the time. I just stopped by to wish you a happy birthday. We have to go.”

      “Well I’m sorry you can’t stay,” Jana said, and hugged her cousin. “And it was good to meet you, young man.”

      “Grazie signora,” Noah said, and shook his mother’s hand.

      “Oh, what kind of Italian are you?” Jana asked, pulling Noah closer. “Come here and hug me.”

      Jana hugged Noah tightly and kissed him on his cheeks. “Now remember, stay safe.”

      “I will,” Noah answered, remembering that was one of the last things his mother said when he left home.

      Jana then went to Signore Pitto. “I won't hug you as hard as your grandson.”

      “Yes, please be gentle,” Pitto said.

      Jana put her arms around the old man and kissed both cheeks. “We’ve missed you so much.”

      The elder Pitto’s eyes widened in shock. After a moment’s confusion, he realized that his mother had known along about him going back in time to the 1940’s. He kissed her cheeks. “I’ve missed you all so much. I love you, Mom.”

      “Me too,” Jana said, fighting to hold back tears. “Say goodbye to your great grandmother. No one will believe anything she says.”

      The elderly Pitto took off his ring and gave it to his grandmother.  “You have another grandson, Signora.”

      “Yes,” Sylvia said. “He’s with friends right now. He’ll be home soon.”

      “Give this to him,” Pitto said. “He can pass it down to his children if he’s blessed.”

      “Thank you,” Sylvia said, taking the ring. “It’s exactly the same as his and my Noah’s. Even the nick in the middle. How can that be?”

      “Like I said, it must have been the same jeweler all those centuries ago. I have to go,” Pitto said, and hugged her. “Take care Nonna.”

      Sylvia was speechless.

      “I’ve never seen that before,” Ron said.

      “What?” Anthony asked.

      “Jana’s mom speechless.”

      “Oh shut up, Ron,” Jana said, and went to take care of her mother.

      “Let’s go,” Anthony said. “Take care, Ron.”

      “You too Anthony.”

      The trio stepped outside, and Ron closed the door behind them before the dog could run out the door to the two Noah’s. Anthony helped Signore Pitto into the van. A moment later, they drove away.

      “It didn’t feel like I really said goodbye,” Noah said.

      “This wasn’t your last chance to say goodbye, Noah,” Pitto told him, tears falling freely now. “It was mine. You’ll be back here again in 76 years.”

      “We need to get back to ASU,” Anthony, heading for the freeway.

      “No chance we can stop by the grocer for gelato?” Pitto asked. “For old times’ sake.”

      “Why not,” Anthony said. “It’s not like we’ll be late getting to 1860 Sicily.”

      “No surprises on the way back?” Noah asked.

      “No,” Pitto replied.
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      May 20, 1860

      Pilo’s Lair

      Ruben and Luchese entered Pilo’s throne room as two men left. One of the strangers smiled at Ruben as they passed. Ruben wondered if that was bad.

      “Come in,” Pilo said.

      “Where were those two going, Brother?” Luchese asked.

      “An errand,” Pilo replied.

      “I’ve seen them before,” Luchese said. “They’re Camorra.”

      Ruben frowned. “Why are we recruiting secret criminal societies into Novus Ordo?”

      “Because some of their members have talents we can use at the moment.”

      “For what, Brother?” Luchese asked.

      “Later,” Pilo said. “Right now I need to discuss an urgent matter with the two of you.”

      “Of course,” Luchese said. “The attack on Palermo?”

      “No,” Pilo said, and pointed a pistol at Ruben. “It’s about treason.”

      “What are you saying, Caesar?” Luchese asked. “Ruben has demonstrated his loyalty to you and our dreams.”

      “Really. Then where are the bodies of the four assassins Ruben shot?”

      “In the mass grave,” Ruben said.

      “Then they are the Second Coming,” Pilo said, “because they’re no longer there, and sentries reported them moving toward Garibaldi’s camp. How do you explain that Ruben?”

      “I can’t, Caesar,” Ruben said, reminding himself Those people said they met me in 1945.

      “You pretended to kill them so you could get closer to me, didn't you?”

      “Brother, Ruben has—"

      “Silence Brother!” Pilo yelled. “You brought this man to me, saying he could help us in our cause. You should be the one to execute him.” He handed the gun to Luchese. “Right now.”

      “Brother, I really think we….”

      “Now, or I’ll shoot you too.”

      Luchese aimed the gun at Ruben’s head. “I’m sorry.”

      “I understand. It’s for the greater good.”

      Luchese pulled the hammer back. “Please forgive me…Brother.” He spun and shot at Pilo, grazing his head. Pilo fell to the floor.

      A guard came rushing in. Luchese shot him too. He fell to the ground dead.

      Ruben checked on Pilo. “Just a graze. He should wake up soon. Thank you. I have to admit, I had my doubts.”

      “Do you have to kill him?” Luchese asked.

      “No. It’s not his time.”

      “We have to get out of here and somehow find those two assassins,” Luchese said.

      “Right. Let’s go.”
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      September 8, 1945

      Savona Italy

      Garths team—consisting of Garth, Luchese, Ruben, Mariah, Tori, Cohen, Caterina and Connor teleported to an isolated spot a quarter-mile from the Novus Ordo base.

      “Let’s move, “Garth said.

      “God,” Connor said. “I hope I’m not the red shirt on this mission.”

      “That’s not an optimistic attitude,” Mariah noted, and they headed for the base.

      “Tell that to Roger,” Connor said, remembering Lilith’s victim.

      “Quiet, Connor,” Ruben said.

      Ten minutes later, the team neared the security perimeter, where Novus Ordo guards were patrolling. “Mariah, Tori scan the area,” Garth ordered.

      “Uh-oh,” Mariah said. “Do you read that Tori?”

      “Yep.”

      “Read what?” Garth asked.

      “One of the rockets is out there at sea,” Mariah said.

      “Where?” Luchese asked. “I don’t see it.”

      “They must have a sub,” Ruben said. “Mariah, scan for it.”

      “Shit,” Garth said. “The other rocket?”

      “Can’t tell,” Tori said. “But my scans indicate a supply of uranium moving north.”

      “It’s Lilith,” Luchese said.

      “How do you know?” Garth asked.

      “I just do,” Luchese replied.

      “How far are they?” Ruben asked.

      “About a mile,” Tori said.

      “Okay,” Garth said. “Luchese, take Caterina and Cohen and go after them.”

      “Right,” Luchese said, and left with the others to find a vehicle.

      Garth took out his TMD. “Mariah, how far is that sub?”

      “About five miles out at sea,” Mariah replied.

      “Scan for a safe place to teleport in.”

      “Got it,” Mariah said. “I’m sending the coordinates to your TMD.”

      “All right,” Garth said. “Ruben and I will go for the sub. You three get into the headquarters and see if you can neutralize their operations center before they can launch any of those rockets.”

      “Understood,” Mariah said. “Good luck.”

      “You too,” Garth said, and pressed his TMD. He and Ruben disappeared.

      “Can I be like Bill Paxton in that old movies Aliens and say this is fucking great?” Connor asked.

      “No,” Mariah snapped back. “It doesn’t inspire confidence.”

      A car drove to the base gate. Giambi and another man exited the back of the vehicle. They were escorted by the guards to the underground complex.

      “Who are they?” Connor asked.

      “I’ll scan,” Tori said. A moment later, the results came in. “One of them is Giambi, the person Caterina stopped from assassinating Parri and De Gasperi. The other one is Flavio Romano. He’s a person of influence in that Neo Fascist group, the Common Man’s Front.”

      “We should probably find out what they’re up to,” Mariah said, “before we blow up the place. Tori, scan their underground headquarters and find a spot we can teleport to.”

      “Right,” Tori said. Another moment went by and she said, “I found a spot we can go to. There is no one in the area.”

      “Well,” Mariah said.  “Let’s make sure the listening devices, weapons, and explosives are ready and go.”

      “Who’d have thought a school trip could lead to all this?” Connor asked.

      “Nowhere to go but forward,” Mariah said, and hit her TMD.
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      May 20, 1860

      Francesca, Noah, Felice, and Cosimo teleported onto the Sicilian landscape a moment after they left.

      “Why did they teleport us back where we were?” Francesca asked.

      “I have no idea,” Noah said.

      “Don’t move,” the lead guard said. The other guard moved behind them

      “What should we do with them?” the second guard asked. “Bring them to Caesar?”

      “No,” the lead guard said. “We kill them right here. For the New Ord— Aghh…”

      A shot rang out in the distance, and the lead guard crashed to the ground.

      Noah looked toward the sound of the shot and saw Ruben and Luchese.

      The other guard. shot back, hitting Ruben in the leg. Luchese fired, killing the other guard.

      “We’re glad to see you guys,” Noah said.

      “Yes,” Ruben said. “Pilo found out about our betrayal, and we had a sudden urge to flee.”

      “Let me see your leg,” Francesca said. “That’s not bad.”

      Francesca ripped a strip of clothing from Ruben’s shirt and tied it around the wound.

      “That should do for now. Hopefully I can get you some ointment at Garibaldi’s camp.”

      “We need to get there right away,” Luchese interrupted. “I think Pilo sent assassins to Garibaldi’s camp.”

      “Those two men that walked past us in the corridor when we went to see Pilo?” Ruben asked. “The ones from the Camorra Secret Society.”

      “Yes.”

      Ruben looked to Cosimo and Felice “Is this the quickest way to Garibaldi’s headquarters?”

      “No sir,” Cosimo said. “We were trying to avoid Neapolitan forces.”

      “We’ll have to chance it,” Ruben said. “Let's go.”

      “Not me,” Felice said. “I’m going to my friend’s home to prepare for the battle tomorrow.”

      “By yourself?” Noah said.

      “Yes Signore,” Felice said. “It’s not far from here. I’ll be fine.”

      Noah hugged him. “Be safe and thank you for all your help.”

      “God be with all of you,” Felice said, and jogged away.

      “Will he be all right?” Cosimo asked.

      “Well, I’m not fading away.” Noah said.

      “I can’t go with you either,” Luchese said.

      “What are you talking about?” Francesca said.

      “I have to try to reason with my brother.”

      “Don’t be a fool,” Ruben said. “He won’t listen to you.”

      “I have to try.”

      Ruben looked to Noah and Francesca. “Is it safe for him to go?”

      “You know we can’t say,” Noah replied.

      “Damn Foundation rules,” Ruben said’ and looked to Luchese. “Good luck my friend.”

      “Thank you.”

      Luchese headed back to Pilo’s headquarters.

      “Let’s go save Garibaldi.”
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      September 8, 1945

      Novus Ordo Underground Base Savona

      Mariah, Tori and Connor teleported into a storage room.

      “Scan for the kids,” Mariah said to Tori. “Connor, let’s set one of the explosives in a file cabinet.”

      “What time should I set it for?”

      “Thirty Minutes.”

      “Found the kids,” Tori said. “They’re in the same room as Giambi and Romano.”

      “How do we reach them?” Mariah asked. “We don’t want to teleport in the middle of armed guards.”

      Tori looked to an access grate near the ceiling. “That vent duct will take us right there. It’s big enough to crawl through.”

      “Perfect,” Mariah said. “You go first. We’ll be right behind you.

      Tori climbed up on a file cabinet, opened the access grate and pulled herself into the duct.

      “You’re next,” Mariah said to Connor.

      He finished setting the explosive and followed Tori into the duct. He was halfway in when the room’s door opened and two guards stepped inside with machine guns. “You, in the vent!” one of the guards said. “Back out of there. Slowly.”

      Connor wriggled from the vent and lowered himself to the floor beside Mariah.

      Angelo appeared in the doorway, and smiled. “We’re honored that the two of you have joined us for this historic occasion.”

      “The feeling isn’t mutual,” Mariah told him.

      “Be that as it may… Guards, take them to Pilo.”

      The guards escorted them to a central control room occupied by Pilo, Giambi, Romano, the children—and a half-dozen technicians who tracked the submarine transporting the rockets. A large map on the wall showed the sub’s progress along its planned course through the Mediterranean.

      The masked Suzerain appeared on a wall-mounted telescreen and said “What have we here?”

      “Mona!” Bernadette shouted. She and Rene ran to Mariah and Connor and hugged them.

      “Are you two okay?” Mariah asked.

      “We’re fine,” Rene said. “They’ve been using us to work on that compass.”

      “It’s all right,” Mariah said.

      Angelo entered the room behind them. “Suzerain, Pilo, look what we found,” he said, holding up Connor’s now-defused explosive. “A gift from our guests.”

      “Organize a search for more visitors, and any “gifts” they may have left behind,” the Suzerain said. The guard saluted and left the room.

      “I was telling our guests that they came at an opportune moment,” Angelo continued. “Just in time to witness the beginning of the New World Order.”

      “I don’t think they should have that honor,” Pilo said as he drew his weapon to shoot Mariah.

      “No,” Angelo said. “We need to interrogate them.”

      “Kill them now,” Giambi said.

      “No,” the Suzerain said. “I want them to see the launch. And I want to look into their eyes when we end their lives after we torture every last ounce of information out of them.”

      Tori listened from a vent grate while she programmed her TMD and set an explosive charge.

      “What you see before you, Ms. Fischer,” Pilo told Mariah, “is the commencement of Operation Mare Nostrum, and the rebirth of Novus Ordo.”

      “And how do V2 rockets, uranium, Patton, Sokolov, and pipelines of Fascist scum help you achieve all that?” Mariah asked.

      “Simple,” Pilo replied. “The rockets will detonate in the Colorado and Volga Rivers.”

      “That’s impossible with your technology,” Connor said.

      “Don’t be so sure,” Angelo said. “We’ve made considerable strides over the last few months with the scientists recruited in our pipelines. The improved V2s can travel farther and strike with surprising accuracy.”

      Pilo grinned. “And thanks to a new cloaking apparatus, they are effectively invisible to radar. The warheads are filled with  uranium, put in place by my dearest sister.”

      “Where is she?” Mariah asked.

      “On her way to the Po River with Dr. Steiner,” Angelo said. “One can never have too much uranium.”

      “The contamination of the Colorado and Volga Rivers,” Pilo said, “will kill millions in the United States, Europe and Soviet Russia.”

      “And create chaos,” the Suzerain added. “Which our other pipeline recruits will use to infiltrate the target countries, and eventually seize power under the platform of restoring peace and prosperity.”

      “Like Signore Romano and the Common Man Front?” Connor asked.

      “Precisely,” Angelo said. “I really should congratulate your organization for thwarting the attempt on Parri and DeGasperi. That was well done. But while it may delay our plans, it won’t change the outcome. Signore Romano and others like him will create a new Fascist order through the Common Front Party. A correct global order that unites all and glorifies the state.”

      “And Patton and Sokolov?” Mariah asked.

      “Once we’ve contaminated the water supplies of the American and European continents,” the Suzerain said, “we’ll make sure the Americans and the Russians blame each other. Just as they do for everything else”

      “You’re all insane,” Mariah said.

      Pilo slapped her. ““You dare call us insane? This is genius. We’re about to create a world of order and prosperity.”

      “By killing millions,” Connor said.

      “What did Lenin say?” Pilo asked. “Or was it Stalin? To make an omelet, you have to break some eggs… You two are about to be broken for the greater good.”

      “I quite agree My Lord,” Angelo said. “Just as soon as the rockets hit their targets.”

      A moment later, the guard returned.

      “Did you find anyone else?” Angelo asked.

      “Not yet, Colonel,” the guard said. “The search continues.”

      “Colonel, My Lord,” one of the technicians called out, wearing a headset. “The submarine is in position. Dr. Breuner and the Captain awaiting your command.”

      “Tell them,” Pilo said. “Mare Nostrum.”

      “Captain,” the technician said into her microphone. “The code is Mare Nostrum.”

      “We have to do something,” Connor told the others.

      “I’m open to suggestions,” Mariah said.

      “Silence,” Pilo told them. “Guards, kill them if they make one more sound.”

      “Yes sir,” the lead guard said. He hit Connor with the butt of his rifle for good measure.

      “The rockets have launched, Colonel,” the technician announced.

      “Excellent,” Pilo said. “The new Roman Empire has just been born.”

      “The Colorado River should be hit in three hours,” Angelo said. “The Volga in less than one.”

      “I should get the champagne,” Pilo said.

      “What’s that?” the technician said into her mic. There was dread on her features as she listened to the reply on her headset. “Both of them?”

      “What’s wrong?” Angelo asked.

      The technician searched for a response that wouldn’t get her killed. “The captain says both rockets exploded shortly after takeoff.”

      “WHAT?” the Suzerain roared.

      “Both rockets exploded moments after takeoff, sir,” the technician repeated. “The captain and Breuner want to know if the crew should retrieve any salvageable material before returning to base.”

      Pilo went berserk, overturning his desk and beating on the technician.  Angelo pulled him away. “Don’t kill the messenger,” Angelo said.

      Pilo composed himself, and turned to the technician. “A thousand pardons. Tell the captain and Breuner to retrieve what they can.”

      “Yes, My Lord,” the technician said.

      “This disrupts our plans,” Romano said.

      “We still have the contamination of the Po River,” the Suzerain said. “We have our pipeline and, when the time comes, control of the Patton and Sokolov forces.”

      “What do we do about them?” Giambi said, indicating Mariah and Connor.

      “Time’s up,” Pilo said, drawing his revolver.

      “You’re so right,” Mariah said.

      “Kill them now,” the Suzerain ordered.

      “Guards,” Angelo said, “take the children away from them.”

      Bernadette and Rene clung to Mariah as the guards tried to pull them away.

      “TORI!,” Mariah yelled.

      Still hidden in the ventilation duct, Tori turned activated a two-minute timer on the explosive, then teleported herself, Mariah, Connor and the children.

      “Where did they go?” Angelo asked.

      “They did it again,” Pilo said. “They teleported.”

      “Angelo, Pilo,” the Suzerain said. “Evacuate immediately. Take what you can and get out of there now.”

      “Yes Suzerain,” Angelo said.

      A moment later Mariah’s group joined with Garth and Ruben, a quarter-mile away. They felt the ground tremble as the explosive detonated, destroying the underground base.

      “Is that sub still out there?” Garth asked Tori.

      She checked her scanners and nodded. “They haven’t moved.”

      “Any survivors at that underground base?” Ruben asked.

      “Can’t tell,” Tori said.

      “Ruben,” Garth said. “Get word about the sub to American and British patrols. And tell them what happened here.”

      “Right,” Ruben said. “What about Patton and Sokolov?”

      “Tell Bonomi; have him monitor for any troop movements.”

      “Understood,” Ruben said, and teleported away.

      “Where are Francesca and Noah?” Bernadette asked.

      “On another assignment,” Mariah replied. “They’ll be back soon.”

      “I want you to take us home,” Rene said.

      “Soon,” Mariah said, and took the children’s hands in hers.

      “What do we do now?” Connor asked Garth.

      “Help Luchese and the others.” Garth answered. “Tori, can you get a scan on them?”

      She searched for a moment. “Found them.”

      “Okay,” Garth said. “Let’s help them out and finish this job.”
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      May 20, 1860

      Garibaldi’s Camp

      Sicily

      The military camp of Giuseppe Garibaldi and his troops was bursting with activity. New volunteers streamed in day and night, eager to help defeat the Neapolitan forces.

      Cosimo escorted Francesca, Noah and Ruben toward Garibaldi’s headquarters.

      “So many people,” Francesca said. “How do we find the assassin?”

      “Trust in our luck,” Ruben said.

      “We’d best hurry,” Noah said.

      “This way,” Cosimo said.

      “Remember,” Ruben said. “Don’t expose Pilo as the traitor. Not yet.”

      “Why?” Cosimo asked.

      “Trust me,” Ruben said. “It will help Garibaldi.”

      Guards stopped them outside Garibaldi’s tent. “We thought you lost, little one,” the closest man said to Cosimo.

      “I would have been, if not for my friends here. We must see the General…Dictator.”

      “Wait here.” One of the guards entered the tent, while the others searched Cosimo and the others, taking Noah’s gun and Ruben’s weapons.

      The first guard returned, and told them they could go in.

      Francesca and Noah were instantly mesmerized when they first saw the giant of Italian history. Garibaldi was the architect of the country’s unification, and here he was discussing strategy and tactics with his commanders.

      “I’ve never seen you so awed,” Noah whispered to Francesca.

      “We’re witnessing history,” Francesca said.

      Garibaldi looked up and saw Cosimo smiling at him. He left the command table to embrace the boy. “You’ve returned Cosimo,” Garibaldi said. “I thought you lost to the Neapolitan forces.”

      “We had to elude them on the way back, General,” Cosimo said. “It took a little longer than expected.”

      “I understand,” Garibaldi said. He looked to the others. “You’re Ruben from Pilo’s camp.”

      “Yes sir. General Pilo sends his compliments. The boy gave the General your instructions, but we learned that Neapolitan forces may have sent one or two spies from the Camorra here to kill you.”

      “I wish the Neapolitan leadership would think of something original,” Garibaldi said. “Do you know anything about these assassins?”

      “Just that they would have arrived here shortly before us,” Ruben replied.

      Garibaldi paced for a few moments, then yelled for his guards. Two men rushed into the tent. “Have my personal guard doubled and seize these three.”

      The guards grabbed Francesca, Noah, and Ruben.

      “What?” Ruben asked. “We’re not the assassins.”

      “Silence,” Garibaldi said. “Cosimo, come to me. You’re safe now.”

      “General,” Cosimo said. “They’re not the assassins.”

      “You don’t have to worry about them hurting you,” Garibaldi said.  “Tell us the truth.”

      “These people came with me to save you.” While Cosimo spoke with Garibaldi, the outside guards let a priest and his novice enter the tent. “We’re here to offer prayers and guidance to the Savior of Sicily.”

      Garibaldi smiled. “One moment please, Father.”

      Ruben recognized them as the two assassins. “It’s them!” he yelled out, pointing.  “They’re the assassins!”

      The assassins pushed the guards away and drew daggers that had been stitched into their robes.  Garibaldi’s men shot them on the spot, killing both.

      “Destiny has saved me for Italy again,” Garibaldi said. “Release those three.”

      Cosimo saw one of Garibaldi’s commanders raising a gun. “What are you doing?” Cosimo yelled at him.

      The commander aimed at Garibaldi.

      Two shots rang out. The commander fell, mortally wounded.

      Garibaldi looked to Francesca, who held the smoking gun.

      “I hope I did the right thing,” Francesca said.

      “I won’t argue with it,” Ruben said. “It looks like three men were sent.”

      “So it would seem,” Garibaldi said. “Guards. Bury the traitors.”

      “Yes General.” The guards dragged the bodies from the tent.

      “I owe you an apology, Signorna and Signori,” Garibaldi said. “I’ve learned not to trust anything or anyone. And still I make mistakes.”

      “We understand, General,” Ruben said. “Sir. We’ve got to get back to General Pilo. Are there any other instructions for him?”

      “Just Godspeed on our date with destiny at Palermo, for Italy. Cosimo, see that they have adequate provisions for the journey back.”

      “Yes General,” Cosimo said, saluting.

      Francesca, Noah and Ruben saluted Garibaldi. He returned the gesture.

      “Remember,” Garibaldi said. “Here we either make Italy or we die.”

      “Onward to Rome,” Francesca said, caught up in the moment.

      “Rome or death,” Garibaldi said.

      “YES SIR,” everyone in the tent yelled.

      Cosimo took them to the supply tent and asked what they needed.

      “Probably another knife and some water,” Ruben said. “Also some ointment for my leg.”

      “You’re going back?” Francesca asked.

      “I have to help Luchese,” Ruben said. “He’s too damned idealistic.”

      “Do you need us to come with you?” Noah asked.

      “No, you two need to go back to the Foundation. Your job is done here.”

      Cosimo handed Ruben the ointment, a knife, and a canteen filled with water.

      “Thank you, Cosimo.”

      “I’m still confused,” Cosimo said. “Why didn’t you tell Garibaldi about Pilo?”

      “Because that’s not how it is to be,” Ruben said. “Don’t worry, he’ll be stopped before he can harm Garibaldi. I swear it.”

      “Yes sir,” Cosimo replied. “Will I see any of you again?”

      “Yes,” Francesca said, and kissed Cosimo on the cheek. “You’ll see us again in the hills over Genoa, in 1944,” she whispered. “Remember that day.”

      “Really?” Cosimo said. “I live that long?”

      “Yes—but don’t take foolish chances.”

      “I won’t,” Cosimo said. “Good luck.”

      “You too,” Noah replied.

      They left the camp. Once out of sight, Francesca and Ruben took out their TMDs. “It’s a shame history won’t record the truth about Pilo,” Francesca said.

      “In time, perhaps,” Ruben answered. “I look forward to seeing you again in 1945.” Ruben pressed his TMD button, and vanished.

      “You know how to work that thing?” Noah asked Francesca.

      “Ferrara preset it for me, so all I have to do is press this.” She and Noah disappeared.  A moment later, they appeared in an open forest, beside a river.

      “This isn’t the Foundation,” Francesca said.

      “I can see that,” Noah said. “Where are we now?”

      “The Po River. I recognize the terrain from some missions last year.”

      “Why here?” Noah asked.

      “Maybe we can answer that,” Lilith said, approaching the two of them with her fangs showing. “It’s been a busy day and I haven’t had breakfast.”
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      September 8, 1945

      The Po River

      “That’s a vampire,” Francesca said.

      “I see that too,” Noah quipped. “And one that can exist in sunlight. Another Universal Horror urban legend bites the dust. . I think we were safer in Sicily.”

      Francesca snatched two branches from the ground and made the sign of the cross with them. “Stay back!”

      Lilith laughed and stepped forward. Noah tried to stop her, but Lilith threw him toward the edge of the river. “Foolish bravery,” Lilith said. She took the branches from Francesca and crushed them. “Since I am His daughter, that token of faith has no effect on me. But I like your spirit. I’ll enjoy feasting on you.”

      Lilith grabbed Francesca and leaned close.

      Luchese kicked her away.

      “You’re still alive, Brother,” Lilith said. “And you look fit. How?”

      “Good doctors,” Luchese replied.

      “Well, you won’t have enough of those once Steiner puts the uranium dust in the Po. It will spread across Italy and contaminate the water supply. I’ve added a little something to make it a contagion for certain demographic groups. This will make the Black Death look like a winter flu.”

      “Oh Sister,” Luchese said. “You are the plague.” He kicked her into the river.  She started to sink under the water. She screamed “Brother help me!” and tried to reach the shore.  She could not swim.

      Luchese did not  move.

      Lilith could not grab hold of anything, and the current dragged her away. “Help me and I’ll give you the antidote to the uranium poison.”

      Luchese stood firm.

      “I curse you brother,” Lilith screamed. “You’ll never be able to escape me.” Her head slipped under the water.

      “Are you two all right?” Luchese asked Francesca and Noah.

      “Yes,” Francesca replied. “Thanks to you. I didn’t know it was that easy to kill a vampire.”

      “It’s not as dramatic as a stake through the heart,” Luchese replied. “But Lilith is the first of her kind, practically invulnerable. She’s not dead, merely imprisoned under the water. A cold prison for vampires.”

      “She’s still trapped and can’t get out,” Noah said.

      “Until some fool fishes her out,” Luchese replied.

      “It’s good to see you again,” Francesca said. “It’s been 85 years.”

      “Funny,” Luchese replied.

      “What did she say about Steiner?” Noah asked.

      “Caterina and Cohen went to stop him,” Luchese said. “Let’s go see if they need help.”

      Steiner wanted to wait for Lilith before dropping the poison in the river. Then he heard her screams down the river and realized she would not be joining him. He put on a pair of gloves and took a lead case from a duffel bag.  He started to walk toward the river.

      “Don’t move,” Cohen yelled, aiming his gun at Steiner. Caterina was with him.

      Petrified, Steiner stood still.

      “Put the case back in the bag,” Cohen ordered.

      Steiner did as he was told.

      Cohen started toward him. Caterina stayed back, covering Steiner with her own gun.

      “You don’t remember me Herr Butcher,” Cohen said.

      Steiner said nothing.

      “I’m not surprised.” Cohen said. “My hair has grown in, and I’ve gained some weight. I was at Ohrdruf when you conducted your experiments.”

      Steiner’s face twitched.

      “My wife and daughter were there. And you killed them.”

      Steiner’s face grew pale.

      “I wanted you to know who killed you, and why. And that after I take care of you, I’m going to drop your poison in the German water supply to avenge the millions you and your kind killed.”

      Steiner started to cry,” Please, have pity on me. I was just…”

      “Following orders?” Cohen said, slapping him. Steiner fell to the ground. “I don’t accept that, Neither do my wife and child.”

      “I’m sorry. I don’t remember you or your family.”

      Enraged with that response, Cohen put his gun away and kicked Steiner furiously. “I suppose we were only numbers to you. I’m going to have fun with you, like the guards had with us.”

      Cohen beat on him until Steiner said, “Please end this and kill me.”

      “If that’s what you want,” Cohen said, and drew his gun. “May your soul burn in hell.”

      “BEN, NO!” Garth yelled, running toward them.

      “Stay out of this, Garth,” Cohen said. “This is just another check off the Nakam list. Let me do my job.”

      “I know what you’re feeling,” Garth said, drawing his own gun. “But this one can’t die yet.”

      “What are you talking about?” Caterina yelled, aiming at Garth. “Let him die.”

      “He can’t, Caterina,” Mariah said, aiming her pistol at Caterina.

      “What the hell,” Francesca said, pulling at Mariah.

      “Francesca…” Noah said. “Leave them be.”

      “Shut up!” Francesca shouted back at him. “And Mariah, what the fuck are you doing?”

      Mariah slapped Francesca back and said, “I’m so sorry, but it's for the greater good.”

      Francesca aimed her gun at Mariah.

      Tori and Connor aimed their weapons at Caterina and Francesca.

      “Put down your weapons,” Noah yelled. “All of you! We can work this out.”

      “We can’t Noah,” Tori said.

      Noah then drew his own gun and pointed it at Connor and Tori. “Put down your weapons.”

      “I’m sorry old friend,” Connor said. “But not until Caterina and Cohen do first.”

      Luchese did not know whose side to take.

      “Cohen,” Garth said.  “Listen to me. This man is necessary for what’s to come. He has to live.”

      “I suppose I can’t poison the German waterways either with this uranium?”

      “No.”

      “Well that’s not good enough.” Cohen said.

      “Don’t make me, Cohen,” Garth said.

      Rene and Bernadette came into the area.

      “Children,” Mariah said. “Go back to where I told you to wait. Luchese, take them back.”

      “Do what Mariah says, both of you,” Noah told them.

      “Why are you all fighting?” Bernadette said. “I thought you were friends.”

      Her words gave Cohen pause, but only for a moment. I’m sorry,” he said. His finger tightened on the trigger.

      A dart planted itself in his neck. He looked at it, then saw Ruben shoot Caterina with another. “That’s not fair,” Cohen said. Then he and Caterina collapsed.

      “Your timing’s good Ruben,” Garth said.

      “Well their older selves just gave me the heads-up, and I figured I should come back.”

      “At least we know they’ll learn,” Garth said.

      Steiner looked to Garth. “Thank you so much for saving me.”

      “Shut up, scumbag,” Garth said, and belted him across the face with his gun, knocking him out. “You’re living on borrowed time. “

      Francesca checked on Caterina to make sure she was okay. She looked at Mariah with contempt. “You took the lessons of the resistance to heart Mona.”

      “I learned from the best, Lavonia. Trust me, it had to happen this way.”

      “My love,” Noah said. “Don’t be angry at her.”

      Francesca took Noah’s hand and took a deep breath. “I’ll be fine in a little while my love.” They went to get the children, who ran to them and held them tightly. “I’m so glad you’re all right,” Francesca said.

      “Me too,” Noah said, and looked to Luchese. “I guess you can be the Godfather after we adopt them.”

      “That would be an honor.”

      “Garth,” Tori said. “We should clean up and get out of here.”

      “You’re right,” Garth replied. “Come down here with the mini teleporter and set it for our time.”

      Tori walked down the rugged dirt hill. Pulling on Steiner’s gloves, she put the mini teleporter on the lead box holding the uranium.

      “Add a note telling them what it is, and to handle with extreme care.”

      “Yes sir,” Tori replied.

      “Well,” Ruben said. “We should get this filth to the Allies so they can get him to White Sands to work with the other German scientists the Americans recruited.”

      “Right,” Garth said. “We have to get Caterina’s baby too. And before I forget, what about Patton and Sokolov?”

      “No movement,” Ruben said, “and the Foundation put a block on any signals from the sub and whatever’s left of the base at Savona. Connor, help me get this piece of shit Steiner to Allied Intelligence.”

      “See, what did I tell you?” Connor quipped. “I’m doing the red shirt work.”

      “Nonsense,” Garth said. “You lived. We’ll meet you and Ruben in Voltri.”

      Ruben, Luchese, Connor and Steiner teleported away.

      “Let’s go home,” Noah said.

      “Yes,” Francesca said, and took the children.

      “Everybody ready?” Garth asked.

      When everyone nodded, Garth set his teleporter to take them to an open, secluded spot outside Voltri. “Let’s go then.”
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      May 21, 1860

      Sicily

      Luchese and Ruben tried to convince Pilo to abandon his dream of a new Roman Empire. They were shoved in a cell for their troubles. Pilo came to see them, dressed for the battle to come. “I’ll deal with you when I return from taking Palermo. Your treason has only delayed the inevitable. Garibaldi will die in battle today. I’ll see to that.” He turned and strode off.

      “Well, that could have gone better,” Luchese said, taking a seat on the floor.

      “We’ll see,” Ruben said. He went to the cell door and peered through the small window. He saw a guard and another man coming their way. “Time to leave.”

      “I agree,” Luchese said. “But how?”

      “Fortunately,” Ruben said. “Where I work, they always give you emergency tools to take on road in case they’re needed.”

      He pulled out his TMD.

      “What’s that?” Luchese asked.

      “The latest in transportation technology,” Ruben said. “We do have to make a stop before we see Pilo.”

      “For what?”

      “You’ll see. Just relax.”

      Ruben pressed the device and the two men teleported out of the cell.

      A half-hour later, they encountered Pilo and some of his men fighting the Neapolitan forces.  Pilo was on his horse, a saber in one hand and a pistol in the other.

      “He’s always been brave,” Luchese commented.

      “Well, let’s get it over with,” Ruben said.

      “I’ll do it,” Luchese said. “He’s my brother.”

      “All right,” Ruben said.

      Ruben handed Luchese a scoped Whitworth rifle. Luchese took aim at Pilo—and hesitated.

      “If you want me to do it, old friend,” Ruben said, “he’s not family to me.”

      Luchese fired. An instant later, Pilo fell from his horse and into a ravine, been shot in the head. “Should we make sure?” Luchese asked.

      “Not necessary,” Ruben said. “History records that he died today.”

      “I guess it was inevitable,” Luchese said. “History can’t be rewritten.”

      “Not one line,” Ruben confirmed. “No matter how small the sentence.”

      “Will you return home?” Luchese asked.

      “Yes,” Ruben said. “You?”

      “I will play the part history intends for me. I’ll start by rooting out any followers my brother inspired… I suppose we’ll meet again.”

      “The odds are good,” Ruben said. He shook Luchese’s hand and hugged him. “Good fortune, my friend.”

      “And to you.”

      Ruben activated his TMD. An instant later, he was gone.
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      September 8, 1945

      Voltri, Italy

      The team gathered at a local bakery café to say their goodbyes. “Caterina, Cohen and the baby have been sent ahead,” Garth told Francesca. “They’ll be fine.”

      Francesca nodded. “I’ll tell her family that she found true love and went off with her future husband to America. They’ll believe that.”

      “I’ll make sure she writes letters to the family,” Garth said. “That way they won’t ask too many questions. Maybe we can arrange her and the kid to make the occasional visit.”

      “That would be good,” Francesca said.

      Noah looked to Mariah, Tori and Connor. “It was wonderful seeing all of you again. I’m sorry I pulled a gun on you.”

      “We understand,” Connor said. “I would have done the same.”

      “How are Josh and the other guys?” Noah asked.

      “Doing well,” Connor said. “We’re all having dinner tonight at Los Dos.”

      “God, that food never agreed with me,” Noah said. “Say hi.” He hugged Mariah. “I’ll miss you the most.”

      Mariah held him tight. “Stay safe.” She saw Francesca coming their way. “You should let go and say goodbye to the fiancé before she gets jealous.”

      “No worries,” Francesca said, embracing Mariah. Then she whispered, “I’m glad Bonomi found you. I know you’ll make him happy.”

      Mariah stepped back. “How did you know?”

      “I remember hearing him in my room at the Foundation. Most of the time he was talking about you. Tell him I wish you both well.”

      “I will,” Mariah said.

      Luchese and Ruben brought the children over to say goodbye.

      “I’ll miss you two most of all,” Mariah said, hugging the children.

      “We wish you could stay,” Rene told her.

      “I do too, but we can’t all fit in your apartment.”

      The children laughed.

      “What about you, old friend?” Ruben asked Luchese. “Where do you go next?”

      “I think I might spend a couple of weeks on leave right here. Help the happy couple get situated before the wedding, if they’ll let me.”

      “Absolutely,” Francesca said. “We could use the help.”

      “I hope everyone can come,” Noah said. “It's on November 18.”

      “I think we can fit that in our schedules,” Mariah said. “Being time travelers, it’s easy to arrange things.”

      “I think I can get Josh to come,” Connor said.

      “And Lilian,” Tori added.

      “We have to go,” Garth said. “We have to make quick stops to arrange a Stalinist purge of Sokolov and his men and a car accident for General Patton.”

      “What about Patton’s mistress?” Luchese asked.

      “She’ll take matters into her own hands,” Garth replied, “and save us the trouble. Take care and we’ll see you in November.”

      Francesca, Noah and Luchese gathered the kids and waved goodbye to Mariah, Tori, Garth, Ruben and Connor, who teleported away.

      “Well,” Luchese said. “I’m going to contact Allied Intelligence and put in for some leave. I’ll see you at your place in a little bit.”

      “Right,” Noah said. “We have to stop by the hospital first, then we’ll see you there.“

      Ten minutes later, Francesca, Noah and the children arrived at Mrs. Pitto’s room. Bernadette and Rene yelled out, “Nonna!”

      “Oh, wonderful children,” Mrs. Pitto said, opening her arms to hug them.

      Francesca and Noah watched from the doorway.

      “Carmelo,” Mrs. Pitto said to Noah, tearing up.

      Noah stepped close and took her hand. “Mother. I’m so glad you’re going to be all right. Francesca and I want you to stay with us here in Voltri, and be part of our family.”

      “We want you to be a part of our lives,” Francesca said, taking hold of Noah’s hand.

      Mrs. Pitto started crying, and everyone embraced her on the hospital bed.

      “It’s going to be all right,” Noah said. “Everything’s going to be fine.”

      November 19, 2024

      The Falcone Foundation Annex

      Physical Science Building

      Arizona State University

      Mariah, Tori, Garth, Ruben and Connor materialized on the teleporter pad at the Foundation base below the Physical Sciences building at Arizona State University. “Thank God,” Connor said. “We made it.”

      Mariah tried to step from the pad, but could not move.

      “What the hell?” Mariah said. “The tech left the safety on.”

      Garth tried to step forward, but he couldn’t move either.

      “Hey Ferrara,” he shouted. “We’re here safe and sound. You can let us out.”

      “But why would we do that?” Angelo said, entering the room with Pilo. A moment later, Breuner and another man came in behind them.

      “You,” Mariah said.  “How did you get here?”

      Angelo pulled out the compass-like TMD that Bernadette had used. “Thank you for the compass. Our pipeline scientists were able to understand enough of it to get it to work.”

      “Just as you blew up our base and confiscated our submarine,” Pilo added.

      “How is that possible?” Tori asked.

      “It doesn’t add up,” Ruben said.

      “You don’t belong here,” Garth said.

      “And why not?” Pilo snapped. “What gives you the absolute power to control time?”

      “You know,” Angelo said, “in our brief time here, I’ve been able to look at what you call social media. I’ve seen what’s happening in this time.  The chaos, the authoritarianism, the manipulation of the mob in this country, Italy, Hungary, Russia, the Philippines, Brazil and—what is it called?—Israel. And I think we very much belong here.”

      “And I found this book,” Breuner said. “Modern World History.”

      Those on the teleporter pad gasped.

      “With this information and a little modern technology,” Pilo said, “we’ll have the power to create a new Roman Empire and Novus Ordo.”

      “And we can manipulate time to see that it endures for millennia,” Angelo said, and smiled.  “Thank you very much.”
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