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Translation of leaflet: "12,000 Jewish soldiers died on the field of honor for the fatherland. 
Christian and Jewish heroes fought together and lie together on foreign soil. 12,000 Jews fell in 
battle. Blind, enraged Party hatred does not stop at the graves of the dead. German Women: Do 
not allow the suffering of Jewish mothers to be mocked!"  
- The Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers 

 
*** 

 
June 10, 1967, West Jerusalem, Israel: 
 Emil Hirsch watched his television in disbelief. On the news, Shlomo Goren, Chief Rabbi 
of the Israeli Defense Forces, blew a shofar at the Western Wall in Jerusalem. Behind him, some 
Israeli soldiers looked in silent bewilderment. 
 "One hundred thousand Israelis have defeated two hundred and forty thousand Arabs," 
the TV reporter announced. "David has slain Goliath." 
 In only six days, Israel had defeated Egypt, Syria, Jordan, and Iraq and captured the Gaza 
Strip, the Sinai Peninsula, the Golan Heights, and the West Bank. 
 The TV showed Lieutenant General Yitzhak Rabin, Chief of the General Staff. He said, 
"Nobody planned it in advance. Nobody prepared it, and nobody prepared for it. It was as if 
Providence had directed the whole thing." 
 "Providence did not give us this victory," Emil said in German to his wife Clara. 
"Someone has changed history." 
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 "Do you think one of the time travelers did it?" Clara asked. 
 "I don't doubt it. Twenty-nine years ago, Aviva Loew told us that Israel would lose this 
war. Someone must have gone back in time and changed something." 
 "Could it be your old friend Mehmet Tasci?" 
 "Perhaps. Or maybe it was Aviva." 
 Emil went to a desk and took out a black and white photograph of a dark-haired girl in 
her twenties. She wore an Israeli Army uniform with a badge depicting a robot. No such badge 
existed yet. 
 Clara picked up the photo and smiled. "Ah, our little lieutenant." 
 "Are you talking about me?" said a voice in Hebrew from behind them. 
 Emil and Clara turned around to see their granddaughter Rachel enter the living room. 
She was a slim, pretty girl who left her blond hair untied so that it flowed out from under her 
beret and down past her shoulders, and was attired in her Air Force uniform of beige shirt, pants, 
and beret. 
 At age twenty-five, Rachel had been promoted to second lieutenant just in time for the 
war. Emil was glad that her granddaughter had survived the last six days. A disproportionate 
number of officers had died. 
 Rachel picked up the photograph of the girl. "Grandpa, why are you looking at this 
again?" 
 "She could be here," said Emil. 

*** 
November 11, 1920, Kleinheimat, Bavaria, Germany: 
 It was the second anniversary of the end of the Great War. For war veterans like Emil 
Hirsch, it was a bittersweet day. He felt pride in his military service, but Germany's defeat still 
saddened him. 
 Emil stood behind the ribbon that was suspended in front of the Veterans Hall. The 
ribbon had three stripes of black, white, and red, like the flag of the German Empire. 
 In contrast to the ribbon, the black-red-gold tricolor of the Republic fluttered above the 
doorway. Like many people, Emil did not like the new flag. He preferred the Imperial colors. 
 The people of Kleinheimat had gathered in front of the Veterans Hall. Despite the grey 
sky and chilly air, many had come. Emil waved at Clara and three-year-old Helena, who were at 
the front of the crowd. His wife and daughter smiled and waved back at him. 
 Emil wore the Iron Cross First Class and the Ottoman War Medal on his black frock coat. 
Other war veterans, wearing either their civilian suits or old uniforms, stood beside him. 
 A man approached Emil and saluted. He wore glasses, a Bavarian Army cap, and a blue 
business suit. On his jacket was the Military Merit Cross, Third Class with Swords, Bavaria's 
main decoration for bravery and military merit for enlisted soldiers. 
 Emil returned the salute and shook the man's hand. "It's a pleasure to see you again, Otto. 
Or should I say, Doctor Schmidt?" 
 Otto laughed. "No, don't call me 'doctor' until I get my Ph.D." 
 "As you wish, Corporal Schmidt. Fall in line." 
 "Yes, sir, Lieutenant Hirsch!" 
 A minute later, Conrad von Seyfried arrived, looking impressive in his Army uniform. Of 
all the soldiers from Kleinheimat, Seyfried had advanced the highest, to the rank of Captain. 
After the defeat, he stayed in the Republic's army. 
 "Attention! Officer coming!" Emil shouted as Seyfried approached the veterans. They 
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snapped to attention and saluted. 
 "Thank you, gentlemen," said Seyfried. "As you were." 
 After chatting with each of the veterans, Captain Seyfried stood beside Emil as they 
waited for the ceremony to begin. 
 "This is a very nice reunion," said Seyfried. "Thank you for organizing it. I haven't seen 
some of these guys since they were demobilized." 
 Emil nodded. "I'm glad that we could get together again. How are things in the army?" 
 "It's a lot easier after we beat the Reds," Seyfried said, "but now there's a new group with 
brown uniforms." 
 Looking at his watch, Otto said, "The Mayor is late. What disrespect and lack of 
discipline at a military ceremony." 
 The band suddenly started playing the song The Watch on the Rhine. The musicians were 
students from St. Joseph's Roman Catholic School. Their headmaster, a priest named Bernhardt, 
conducted the band. 
 "Finally, the mayor is coming," said Otto. 
 A car screeched to a halt in front of the Veterans Hall. The chauffeur rushed out and 
opened the door for the passenger. A man in a black frock coat and top hat came out. He was 
Karl Wettig, the Mayor of Kleinheimat. 
 Karl Wettig was in his twenties, the same age as the veterans. However, he did not serve 
in the war. Instead, he received a deferral of military service from the High Command, where a 
general owed a favor to his father, a wealthy lawyer. He spent the war at Ludwig Maximilian 
University in Munich, where he earned a degree in political science. After the war, he returned to 
Kleinheimat, ran for mayor, and won just a week ago. 
 Wettig nudged some veterans out of the way and took the center position behind the 
ribbon. When the band finished playing, the Mayor spoke to the crowd. 
 "Thank you, my fellow townspeople, for coming to the opening of the Veterans Hall," he 
said. "This grand building will be more than just a meeting place for our veterans. It will be also 
be a shrine to our glorious sons who fell while defending the Fatherland. Let us honor our war 
dead. Please face the war memorial and stand for a minute of silence." 
 "Veterans, about face!" Emil ordered. 
 The veterans turned in unison to face the building. They stared at a bronze plaque 
mounted into the limestone wall. The plaque's first line read: 

OUR GLORIOUS WAR DEAD, BROTHERS UNITED BY THEIR LOVE OF THE 
FATHERLAND 

 This was followed by a list of the dead. Each name had a small cross beside it except for 
two: Werner Goldstein and Helmut Luxembourg. Their names had Stars of David beside them. 
 At the top of the plaque was a large cross pattée, the Iron Cross. Regardless of whether 
the soldier had a Christian cross or a Jewish star beside his name, all were underneath the Iron 
Cross, the symbol of the German military. 
 When the silence ended, Father Bernhardt approached the war memorial and prayed, 
"Dear God, our Father in heaven, please protect the souls of our fallen sons...bless this war 
memorial as a sacred shrine to our glorious dead, in the name of the Father, Son, and Holy 
Ghost, amen." 
 He made the Sign of the Cross, and the band played the national anthem. Everyone sang 
the song, "Deutschland, Deutschland über alles, über alles in der welt..." 
 Next, a pretty girl in a dirndl gave a pair of scissors to Mayor Wettig. He cut the ribbon, 
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and the crowd cheered. 
 "Veterans, fall out!" Emil ordered. 
 The veterans broke out of formation, applauded, and entered the building with the Mayor. 
The people followed them. 
 Clara, holding Helena by the hand, rushed through the crowd to join her husband. "Oh, 
Emil, that was a beautiful ceremony. Our soldiers deserve so much. They didn't get enough 
gratitude after the war." 
 The Veterans Hall had numerous rooms, including those dedicated to the Army and the 
Navy. It was profusely decorated with paintings, badges, swords, medals, flags, guns, and other 
artifacts of the German military. 
 Emil and his family went to the main dining room, where a large portrait of Kaiser 
Wilhelm the Second hung. For the opening day reception, the guests went from table to table, 
gathering snacks and drinks. 
 "Herr Hirsch, this is a lovely building. We could not have asked for a better architect," 
said Mayor Wettig as he grabbed a glass of schnapps from the bartender. 
 "Thank you, sir," Emil replied. "It was an honor to build this monument to my 
comrades." 
 Wettig took a sip of schnapps. "Thank you for returning to Kleinheimat to practice 
architecture. We need people like you. Kleinheimat is a large town that was growing into a small 
city before the war. As the economy recovers, we'll need new buildings. 
 "I'm glad to be back," said Emil. "I have the opportunity to open my own firm here. In 
Nuremberg, I would have stayed a small fish in a big pond." 
 "I'm glad you came back," said Wettig. "Like I said, we need people like you." 
 The Mayor went to talk to a businessman. Clara gave a pastry to Helena, who ate it 
quickly. At a food station, Emil picked up a pair of tongs but hesitated to take some small 
sausages. 
 Captain Seyfried came to Emil's side and said, "Go for the sausages, Lieutenant. They're 
beef, not pork." 
 "Thank you," said Emil as he put some sausages on his plate. "I'm not especially 
religious, but I do follow the kosher rules." 
 "Like many of us, you love tradition," Seyfried observed, "but weren't those dietary rules 
a pain in the army?" 
 "They were, so I didn't follow them all the time," Emil admitted. "Getting kosher-like 
food was possible in Gallipoli. The Turks are Moslems, and their food rules are similar to Jewish 
ones. But in France, I ate whatever I could get. There were no kosher butcher shops in the 
trenches." 
 "Just getting food of any sort was difficult near the end," Seyfried recalled. "I almost ate 
the rats." 
 Otto, holding a sandwich, approached them. "Don't remind me of army food," he said. 
 "Corporal Schmidt, what are you doing now?" Seyfried asked. 
 "Resuming what I was doing before the war interrupted me," Otto replied. "I've returned 
to Berlin to finish my master's degree in physics, and then I'll go for a doctorate. I want to teach 
at a university." 
 Emil, Otto, and Captain Seyfried reminisced about the war. They had served together in 
Gallipoli, and later, were transferred to France, where they stayed until the surrender. 
 Seyfried looked out of the dining room. "Let's look at the rest of the building, shall we?" 
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 In the hallway, they saw a painting of a knight on horseback. The knight's shield bore the 
coat of arms of the Seyfried family. The Captain's family had been local nobility, barons, since 
the First Crusade. They had donated a small fortune for the construction of the Veterans Hall. 
 "Look, Gallipoli!" said Otto, pointing at a photograph of German and Ottoman soldiers. 
"We won there." 

*** 
 The Hirsches went home after the reception. Emil tidied his study, gathering up the plans 
and drawings of the Veterans Hall. Then he swung aside a portrait of the Kaiser on the wall. 
Behind the portrait was a small vault with a combination lock. He locked the papers in the vault. 
Then he moved the Kaiser's portrait back into place. 
 The Veterans Hall was the most important building he would ever design. It was a sacred 
shrine to the men who had paid in blood for their country's honor. Its plans deserved the 
protection of the Kaiser. 

*** 
December 18, 1932: 
 Each year, Kleinheimat's veterans gathered for Christmas at the Veterans Hall. They wore 
their best clothes and followed the customs of a formal mess dinner. After Father Bernhardt said 
grace, they toasted Kaiser Wilhelm the Second and President Field Marshal Paul von 
Hindenburg, whose portraits hung side by side in the main dining room. 
 Doctor Otto Schmidt sat at Emil and Clara's table. Although he lived in Berlin and taught 
physics at Humboldt University there, he returned to Kleinheimat once each year for the 
Christmas dinner. 
 Otto, with his neatly-cut brown hair, crisp white shirt, custom-tailored blue suit, and 
military medals, still looked like a soldier on parade. However, when Emil asked him what he 
was doing at the university, he shed his military formality and rambled about his work with a 
famous colleague. 
 "...and Professor Einstein says that space-time can be locally curved," Otto said. 
"Theoretically, that's possible. I wonder if it we could ever do it practically." 
 "And what would that achieve?" asked Emil. 
 "Time travel," said Otto. 
 "You mean going a thousand years into the past or the future, like in the adventure 
stories?" 
 "Yes, like a story by the British author H.G. Wells." 
 "Oh, The Time Machine! I've read it," said Clara. She straightened the white orchid 
pinned to her blue party dress. "Is that the one about people splitting into two races, and one eats 
the other?" 
 Otto nodded. "Yes, that's the story. It's a scientific romance." 
 “A romance, yes, but it has a moral lesson," said Mehmet Tasci, a Turkish veteran at their 
table. He wore a black tuxedo, red fez, and Ottoman war medals. "People can split into predators 
and prey all too easily. We must always be on the lookout for signs of such trouble." 
 Clara turned to Tasci. "I hear you have a scientific education." 
 Tasci nodded. "Yes, also in physics." 
 "Germany has so many physicists. We are such a scientific nation," Clara remarked. "But 
you're not teaching or working as a physicist. May I ask why you came here and opened a 
jewelry shop?" 
 "After the war, the Turkish government did not need my services anymore, so I learned 
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my brother's trade and came to this country." 
 Tasci said nothing more and quietly ate his apple strudel while listening to the others. 

*** 
 After dinner, the guests retired to the various rooms in the Veterans Hall. Clara went to 
look at a Red Cross booth in the Navy Room, while Otto and Emil decided to go to the bar for a 
drink. They paused to look into the Stahlhelm Room, where the teenagers were holding their 
own party. Fifteen-year-old Helena was laughing and dancing around the Christmas tree with a 
boy of her age. 
 "My little girl is growing up," Emil remarked. 
 "That's Lieutenant Schultz's son, isn't he? Is he your future son-in-law?" Otto joked. 
 Emil guffawed and shrugged. "Who knows? Helena’s got a mind of her own, and I can't 
control her. Why couldn't she be spending more time with Corporal Tannenbaum's boy? At least 
he's Jewish." 
 Helena saw her father and his friend by the door, so she went to meet them. She was 
wearing a green dirndl, and her blonde hair was tied in a ponytail. 
 "Well, you look lovely tonight," Otto said. 
 Helena curtsied and said, "Thank you, Doctor Schmidt." 
 "What's that?" Otto asked, pointing at a gilt medal hanging from a black, red, and gold 
ribbon around her neck. 
 "Oh, that's the award I won at the regional swimming competition," Helena replied, 
beaming. She looked back at Lieutenant Schultz's son. "Fritz wanted to see it." 
 "We German men are obsessed with medals and badges," Otto joked. "Congratulations. 
How did you place? In which event did you win it?" 
 "I placed first in the hundred meter backstroke," said Helena. 
 "She wants to compete in the Olympics," Emil added. 
 Helena giggled. "Watch me go to Berlin in 1936." 
 Otto smiled. "I'll be there, cheering for you, I promise." 
 As a new song started, Helena ran off to dance with Fritz Schultz again. Emil and Otto 
continued to the bar, where they drank and chatted near a painting of the Battle of Tannenberg. 
 Mehmet Tasci came to the bar to say good-night to Otto and Emil. 
 "It's good to see a fellow professor of Humboldt University," Tasci said to Otto. "It’s a 
pity we don’t speak more on campus." 
 Otto nodded. "Let's keep in touch, shall we?" 
 "Yes, we should." 
 Tasci said good-night to several other people, and then he left the Veterans hall.  
 "I was surprised to see Doctor Tasci here," said Otto. "When did he come to 
Kleinheimat?" 
 "Just a few months ago," said Emil. 
 "He used to teach in my department, but he resigned suddenly and left without saying 
where he was going. We hardly spoke at Humboldt. Has he told you why he left the university?" 
 "No, he hasn't. He doesn't talk about his past. Now he's a jeweler. Do you know why?" 
 "I don't know. He's a mysterious fellow. At the university, he was conducting research in 
theoretical physics. But I heard rumors that he worked on a secret weapon for the Ottomans 
during the Great War." 
 "Secret weapon? Like an airplane or a tank?" 
 "Nobody knows. Ataturk exiled him after the war," said Otto. "That's the rumor." 
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 "Oh, look, the Mayor is free," Emil observed. "I haven't had any luck trying to talk to him 
tonight. Excuse me." 
 "Of course, go ahead," said Otto. 
 Emil walked towards Karl Wettig. Before dinner, Wettig had turned his back to talk to 
someone else whenever Emil had approached him. If Emil had not known any better, he would 
have suspected that Wettig was avoiding him. 
 Now the Mayor was alone, drinking beer while studying a display of artillery badges. 
 "Ah, Herr Mayor, how nice to see you again," Emil said. 
 Wettig turned to face Emil. The Mayor looked startled. He held his near empty beer glass 
over his jacket's left lapel. 
 "Hello, Herr Hirsch," Wettig blurted. 
 Emil held out his hand, but Wettig did not shake it. He kept holding his beer glass in his 
right hand. 
 Undeterred, Emil said, "Congratulations on your twelve years as Mayor." 
 "Thank you, Herr Hirsch. Is that all you wanted to say to me?" 
 "There is one more thing. Please excuse me for asking. When may I get a permit for Herr 
Michel's office building? I want to start construction soon." 
 "Ah, I know the application. I'm afraid that I've been so busy that I haven't looked at it. 
I'll review and approve it tomorrow. How does that sound?" 
 "That would be wonderful," said Emil. "Thank you. We don't want to keep Herr Michel 
waiting." 
 "No, of course, not." 
 A waitress came and said, "Oh, Herr Mayor, your glass is empty. Let me take it from 
you." 
 "No, Freida, I'm fine, you need not bother," Wettig muttered. 
 "It's my job, sir," Freida insisted. "We're running out of glasses upstairs, so the maitre d' 
ordered me to retrieve all unused ones for cleaning." 
 Freida snatched the beer glass from Wettig's hand. Then Emil saw what the Mayor had 
been hiding with his hand and the glass. 
 On Wettig's lapel was a circular pin showing a black swastika. 

# 
November 11, 1935: 
 It was the seventeenth anniversary of end of the Great War. All the veterans in 
Kleinheimat would receive a new medal today. Emil should have been happy, but instead, he 
was annoyed. Nonetheless, he put on his black frock coat and medals and left his house. 
 On his way to the synagogue, he stopped in front of the Veterans Hall and looked at the 
flag above the doorway. The Republic's black-red-gold was gone, replaced by a flag of the old 
colors. But it was not the beloved Imperial tricolor. Instead, it was the National Socialist flag, a 
black swastika within a white disk on a red field. 
 The sign posted on the door upset Emil more than the flag did: 

NO JEWS ALLOWED INSIDE! 
BY DECREE OF KARL WETTIG, MAYOR OF KLEINHEIMAT 

 The swastika flag and the ban on Jews were not the only changes Mayor Wettig had 
made at the Veterans Hall. When the National Socialists came to power two years ago, Wettig 
removed the portrait of the Kaiser and replaced it with Adolf Hitler's. 
 When Hindenburg died on August 2, 1934, the Mayor removed the Field Marshal's 
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portrait. Now Hitler's image alone dominated the main dining room. 
 Otto Schmidt came out of the Veterans Hall. Like Emil, he was wearing his medals of the 
Great War. But unlike Emil, he had the new decoration. 
 "Ah, Emil, what a lucky coincidence to see you now," said Otto. "I've just received my 
medal from Colonel von Seyfried. Come on, let's go." 
 "Isn't there a reception? Don't you want to stay for it?" Emil asked. 
 "It's crawling with Brownshirts, all staring at me," said Otto. "I feel insecure in there 
despite being a Roman Catholic." 
 "You're also a Social Democrat," Emil added. 
 "Which I bet will be the next group banned from the Veterans Hall. Come on, let's go." 
 "What about the Colonel?" 
 "He's got to stay for the reception, but he'll join us in an hour." 
 After years living and teaching in Berlin, Otto had returned to Kleinheimat. In 1933, the 
National Socialists took over Humboldt University and expelled him. No state-funded school or 
university would have him, but Father Bernhardt hired him to teach science at St. Joseph's 
Roman Catholic School, which was privately-funded. 
 They walked to Kleinheimat's only synagogue. As they entered, Emil put on his yarmulke 
and said, "We must cover our heads." Otto nodded and put on his old Bavarian Army cap. 
 They went to the basement, where the Jewish war veterans were gathering. Due to the 
commandment forbidding graven images, the synagogue did not have any pictures of people or 
animals, except the Lion of Judah, on its main floor. However, in the basement, away from the 
Torah, the veterans put the portraits of Wilhelm the Second and Paul von Hindenburg on a table. 
 Hoffman, a tailor who had served as an artilleryman, gave a glass of red wine to Otto. 
"Good afternoon, Doctor Schmidt. You didn't have to come here, but I'm happy that you did. I'm 
sorry that you're the only Christian at this reception." 
 "Oh, don't apologize," said Otto. "We're all comrades here, united by the blood and limbs 
we lost fighting for the Fatherland. I would rather be here than at the other reception, with the 
Brownshirts." 
 "What a bunch of golden pheasants," said Berl, a medical doctor who worked in the 
Michel Building. 
 "Golden pheasant" and "Brownshirt" were nicknames of the Storm Division's or SA's 
members due to their brown uniform. The SA preferred to call its men by a more flattering term, 
"Stormtroopers." 
 Otto sipped the wine and remarked, "Oh my God, that's sweet. Are all Jewish wines like 
that?" 
 Hoffman laughed. "No, only when Berl buys the wine." 
 "Hey, you were not so picky about your liquor when we were at Flanders," Doctor Berl 
said. "It's good, drink it up!" 
 "We will," said Hoffman. "Now please excuse me. I better go upstairs and watch for the 
Colonel." 
 "And keep the golden pheasants out," Berl added.  
 A short time later, Colonel Conrad von Seyfried came to the synagogue. Resplendent in 
his Army uniform, Seyfried looked like an Aryan hero from a National Socialist poster. 
However, he was secretly visiting a synagogue. 
 "You didn't have to come here," Emil said. "You're taking a risk." 
 "Any old comrade is worth the risk," Seyfried replied. "Hindenburg would have 
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approved." 
 "Where is your adjutant?" Emil asked as he gave a drink to Seyfried. 
 "I said I had to run a personal errand for my family, so gave him thirty marks and told 
him to go to Schneider's Tavern, buy himself dinner, and pick me up at the Veterans Hall in two 
hours." 
 Schneider's Tavern was at the outskirts of town, so the adjutant would not see Seyfried 
come and go from the synagogue. 
 "Congratulations on your promotion to Colonel," Berl told Seyfried. 
 "Thank you," Seyfried said. 
 "I'm happy that you suggested this ceremony." 
 "If the Gentile veterans of Kleinheimat have a ceremony, the Jewish veterans should have 
one too. It's only fair. Were we not all comrades in the same trenches?" 
 The veterans nodded in agreement. 
 "Let's get started," said Seyfried. 
 "Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers, attention!" Emil ordered. "Fall in!" 
 The veterans organized themselves into a row. Otto, the only non-Jew aside from 
Seyfried, went to the Colonel's side. 
 Seyfried put his briefcase on the table and took out some small envelopes and boxes. 
Each envelope had a name on it. 
 "Gentlemen, when I call out your name, please come forward and receive your medal and 
certificate," Seyfried announced. He looked at the first envelope in the stack. "Lieutenant Emil 
Hirsch." 
 Emil proudly stepped forward and stood at attention in front of Seyfried. Otto opened one 
of the small boxes, and Seyfried took out a cross-shaped bronze medal and pinned it to Emil's 
frock coat. Then Otto handed an envelope to Seyfried, who gave it to Emil. Finally, Seyfried 
saluted Emil, who returned the salute. 
 The military ritual repeated for each man until all had the Cross of Honor for 
Combatants, created by President Paul von Hindenburg just two weeks before his death. It was a 
belated reward for soldiers who had fought in the Great War. 
 The veterans sang Das Deutschlandlied: "Deutschland, Deutschland über alles, über 
alles in der welt..." 
 As they sang, they looked wistfully at the portraits of Wilhelm the Second and Paul von 
Hindenburg. Their Kaiser was in exile in Holland. Their general had died. Both men, heroes of 
the old Germany, were gone forever. Conspicuously missing from the table was a portrait of the 
current leader of Germany, the Führer and Chancellor, Adolf Hitler. 
 Emil opened his envelope and pulled out a certificate. It read: 

In the name of the Führer and Chancellor, 
by the decree of July 13, 1934 to remember the World War of 1914 to 1918, the Cross of Honor 

for Combatants, created by President Field Marshal von Hindenburg, is awarded to 
Emil Hirsch 

 The certificate and medal gave some hope to Emil. By awarding this medal to Jewish 
veterans, the Führer showed his appreciation for their defense of the Fatherland. Despite his 
disdain for Jews, would the Führer have a place for the Jewish veterans and their families in the 
new Germany? 

*** 
 After the ceremony, the veterans chatted about their status in the new Germany. For the 
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Jews, 1935 had been a humiliating year, the worst since the National Socialists had come to 
power. The Brownshirts had bullied Jews throughout the country. In May, the government 
forbade Jews from joining the military, and then in September the Law for Protection of German 
Blood and German Honor outlawed marriage between Jews and non-Jews. Next, The Reich 
Citizenship Law stripped the Jews of their citizenship. 
 "Colonel, you're a senior officer," Berl said. "What have you heard in the army? I hear a 
lot of officers don't like the National Socialists." 
 "It's true," Seyfried replied. "Many officers are nobility. The National Socialists don't like 
the nobility, and we don't like them. But what can we do? They're the elected government, and 
it's our duty to serve them." 
 "I hope the National Socialists are only temporary," Emil said. "All regimes since the end 
of the Empire have been short-lived. The Bavarian Soviet Republic lasted only a month." 
 "The only stable regime was the Empire," said Seyfried. "That's who should run the 
country: the Kaiser, the army, and the nobility." 
 "Hear, hear!" said the veterans. 
 "To the Kaiser!" Hoffman cried, raising his glass of wine. 
 As Emil drank the toast, he felt reassured. Compared to other places, Kleinheimat was 
still safe for Jews. The majority of the townsfolk didn't care for National Socialism. They were 
mostly farmers and small businessmen, people who concentrated on work rather than politics. 
 Like every town, Kleinheimat had its Brownshirts and Jew-haters, but they weren't as 
influential as their colleagues in larger cities like Nuremburg or Munich. The Ortsgruppenleiter, 
head of the National Socialist local chapter, was weak. He was a slacker named Joachim 
Rumeder, who spent more time drinking and sleeping than harassing Jews. 
 But Mayor Karl Wettig was whipping up anti-Jewish feelings on his own. He issued hate-
filled decrees independently of the national government. Some people gossiped that Wettig 
wanted to replace Rumeder as the Ortsgruppenleiter and climb up the National Socialist ranks, 
possibly to Gauleiter. 

# 
 Emil's firm had several architects, including his most devoted employee, Gunther 
Schloss. Years ago, when Gunther was seventeen years old, Emil hired him as an apprentice 
draftsman. The boy's enthusiasm and hard work impressed Emil so much that he paid for 
Gunther's education as an architect. Gunther repaid his boss by leading important projects, like 
the design and construction of the Michel Building. 
 A week before Christmas, Gunther Schloss handed in his resignation. 
 "Gunther, this is a surprise," said Emil. "Why are you leaving?" 
 "Please understand that I have no personal complaints against you. I like working here," 
Gunther replied. "It's just that, uh, I can't help but notice that our firm doesn't get as much 
business as it used to." 
 "Because nobody wants to hire a Jewish architect," Emil said bitterly. 
 Gunther frowned and nodded. "I have to think of my own financial security. I think I 
should look for employment with other firms." 
 "How can I argue with you under the circumstances?" 
 "Herr Hirsch, I'm grateful for the opportunities that you gave me. It's strictly an economic 
decision, nothing personal against you. I do not support National Socialism." 

*** 
April 6, 1936: 
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 Emil left Hoffman's tailor shop with the gefilte fish hidden inside a brown paper bag. 
Passover would begin tonight, and Clara's family had a tradition of eating gefilte fish at their 
Seder. Hence, Emil adopted the custom after their wedding. 
 He was lucky to get the fish. No grocer sold kosher food anymore. However, Hoffman's 
American relatives had sent him some cans, which he generously shared with Emil. 
 Perhaps things will get better this year, Emil hoped. Under international pressure, the 
National Socialists were relaxing their restrictions on Jews prior to the Summer Olympics. They 
had removed "Jews Not Wanted" signs from Berlin's main tourist attractions and had appointed a 
Jewish war veteran, Captain Wolfgang Fürstner, as commandant of the Olympic Village. They 
even allowed a few Jews, like the fencer Helene Mayer, to compete for Germany. 
 Business had even picked up a little. Father Bernhardt had hired him to redesign parts of 
St. Joseph's School, repair its chapel, and renovate the local church. "God, not Hitler, tells me 
who can do the best job at the best price," the priest had said. 
 As Emil passed the Veterans Hall, he saw a man slamming a mallet into the war 
memorial plaque. 
 Emil's heart beat faster. What was going on? 
 As Emil approached the man, he recognized him as a construction worker. 
 "Klaus!" Emil said. "What are you doing?" 
 Klaus turned and looked embarrassed. "Herr Hirsch, I'm just repairing the war 
memorial." 
 Emil looked at the bronze plaque. Creases and dents surrounded the names Werner 
Goldstein and Helmut Luxembourg. 
 "You're defacing the war memorial to get rid of their names, aren't you?" he said, aghast. 
 "I'm sorry, Herr Hirsch. The Mayor ordered me to remove Goldstein's and Luxembourg's 
names from the war memorial." 
 Klaus paused for a moment and continued. "I wish the names were engraved. Then I 
would only have to fill in the letters with stucco. But the letters are raised, and it's very difficult 
to flatten them. The bronze is hard. I'm not sure I can do it without damaging the other names, 
sir." 
 Emil couldn't believe Klaus was talking to him as if they were discussing common 
problems at a construction site.  
 "This is outrageous!" Emil yelled. 
 "What's going on here?" asked a voice from behind. Emil turned around to see Father 
Bernhardt. 
 "Father, they're defacing the war memorial!" said Emil. 
 Bernhardt looked at Klaus. "What? Is that true?" 
 Klaus nodded silently. 
 Bernhardt frowned. "I blessed the war memorial. Now you're desecrating it. Why?" 
 "There are two Jewish names on it." 
 "They're children of God and martyrs of Germany too. Who told you to do this?" 
 "The Mayor." 
 Karl Wettig came out of the Veterans Hall. "Is there a problem?" 
 The priest turned to the mayor. "Did you order the Jewish names removed from the war 
memorial?" 
 Wettig snorted. "Yes, I did. Minister Goebbels wants Jewish names off all war 
monuments." 
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 "But those men are heroes," Emil protested. "They fought for the Fatherland." 
 "No, they didn't! You Jews stabbed us in the back." 
 "What do you mean? Twelve thousand Jewish soldiers died for Germany." 
 "They didn't die for Germany. They martyred themselves to fool us into thinking that 
Jews were loyal. It was a great deception." 
 Wettig pointed at Emil. "Meanwhile, you were plotting against us. All Jews in the army 
were traitors, profiteers, or cowards. Germany was stabbed in the back by its Jews." 
 "I never heard of such nonsense," Emil said. 
 "Tonight is Passover, isn't it? I know all about it, Jew." Wettig grinned. "Passover is a 
remembrance of the time when Jews lived in Egypt. Tonight you will celebrate the killing of 
innocent Egyptians and their children. It's a Jewish tradition to stab Aryans in the back." 
 "That's not true!" Emil argued. "Passover is a celebration of our liberation from slavery. 
It is not a wish for violence against anyone." 
 Anger blazed in Wettig's eyes. "Then why do you recite the list of plagues that befell 
Egypt, as if they were great victories? We know the truth about you, so stop lying, Jew. You 
celebrate the death of Egyptians just like you celebrate the defeat of Germany. A race that brags 
about killing innocent people is a race that stabs its countrymen in the back. That's how Germany 
lost the Great War." 
 Father Bernhardt grabbed Emil's arm and urged, "I think we better leave." 
 As the priest led him away, Emil heard Klaus moan, "Mayor Wettig, I don't think I can 
avoid denting the other names. Can you think of another way we can do this?" 

# 
 When Emil arrived home, he found Clara and Helena looking at a letter. They looked 
dejected, and for some reason, Clara wore her swimming medal. 
 "What's wrong?" Emil asked. 
 Helena gave the letter to Emil. It came from the Reich Sports Office. 
 To Miss Helena Hirsch, 
 The Reich Sports Office, seeking to ensure that our Olympic athletes represent the best of 
the German people, considers you unfit for international competition. We regret to inform you 
that you have been disqualified from trials to select the swim team. 
 "Oh, dear, I'm so sorry," Emil said. Helena's greatest dream was to swim in the Olympics. 
Driven by the desire for a gold medal in Berlin, she had trained hard to win local and regional 
competitions, each a step towards qualifying for the Olympics. 
 "I competed for the glory of Germany, but Germany doesn't want me," said Helena. 
"Palestine is the only hope for Jews." 
 Emil shook his head. "No. Jews have suffered insults before, but we always bounce back. 
That's because we're Germans, we've been here for centuries, and we're part of this country. This 
is just a temporary setback." 
 "The National Socialists are not a passing fad. The Zionists say we'll never be safe until 
we have our own country. The Tannenbaums have gone to Palestine. We should go too." 
 Like most members of the Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers, Emil opposed 
Zionism. He had raised Helena to be a proud German: Jewish in religion but also German in 
culture. She had grown up German, wearing dirndls during town festivals and organizing the 
teenagers' Christmas party at the Veterans Hall. 
 But in the last year, as anti-Jewish bullying grew, Corporal Tannenbaum's son had been 
telling Helena about Palestine and kibbutzim. 
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 "Palestine?" Emil said. "You want to live in the middle of a desert, surrounded by Arabs, 
ruled by the British?" 
 "Is that any worse than living surrounded by Brownshirts, ruled by Hitler?" 
 "I'm sure that the National Socialists are only a temporary regime. They will certainly not 
last the one thousand years that Hitler predicts. The German people will come to their senses and 
remove them from power. Just wait and they'll be gone." 
 "And I'll be gone too, next year in Jerusalem." 
 Clara interrupted them. "Come on, my dears, let's not argue now. It's the first night of 
Passover. We're supposed to be celebrating, remember? Let's have our Seder. I'm getting hungry, 
and we have to recite the whole Haggadah before we get to the real food." 
 She grabbed the bag of gefilte fish and led them to the dinner table, where she had laid 
out the Passover Seder plate, with the bitter herbs, the paste of fruits and nuts, the celery, the 
lamb shank bone, and the hardboiled egg. These were the ritual foods, each symbolizing a part of 
the story of Exodus. The actual meal was still roasting in the kitchen. Smells of roast beef brisket 
and sauerkraut wafted into the dining room. 
 They sat down for the ritual meal. Like Jews had done for centuries around the world, the 
Hirsches listed the ten plagues that God sent to punish Egypt: blood, frogs, lice, wild animals, 
pestilence, boils, hail, locusts, darkness, and the deaths of the first-born. 
 But before listing the plagues, Emil read a passage from the Haggadah, the ancient script 
of Passover: 
 "These plagues came to the Egyptians due to their evil, but we do not rejoice over their 
decline and defeat. Judaism teaches that all people, even the enemies who wish to destroy us, are 
children of God. We cannot be glad when anyone needlessly suffers, so we mourn the loss of the 
Egyptians and are sad over their destruction." 

*** 
 The Olympic Summer Games began on August 1, 1936. On August 16, the last day of the 
Games, Helena left Kleinheimat against Emil's wishes. She went to Hamburg and boarded a ship 
bound for Palestine. 
 Helene Mayer won a silver medal in fencing for Germany but immigrated to the United 
States after the Games. 
 A month before the Games, the National Socialists demoted Wolfgang Fürstner to vice-
commandant of the Olympic Village and told him that he would be dismissed from the Army. 
Three days after the Games ended, Captain Fürstner, career Army officer, veteran of the Great 
War, and recipient of the Iron Cross First Class, committed suicide with a pistol. 
 Jews were leaving Germany, one way or another. 

# 
April 26, 1937: 
 Some Jews stayed on. Emil refused to leave Germany. He had served in the Bavarian 
Army and received the Iron Cross First Class. He had designed and built a hall for German war 
veterans. He had a portrait of the Kaiser hanging in his study. He spoke German fluently and 
Yiddish not at all. He knew only enough Hebrew to recite a few Torah verses for his bar 
mitzvah. Nobody could be more German than Emil. 
 His daughter, however, was shedding her German heritage. Helena had turned Zionist 
and left her home without his permission. Such disobedience would have angered most fathers. 
But Emil felt only sadness, not anger. 
 Helena's news from Palestine pleased him. In letters home, she told him about her job 
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teaching swimming and physical education at an elementary school, the apartment she shared 
with a French girl, the friends she made, and her strolls through the beautiful Old City in 
Jerusalem. She had even found the Tannenbaums and reported that the Corporal and his son were 
working for the Jewish Agency for Palestine. However, Helena still had not set foot in a kibbutz. 
Maybe she did not like collective farming. 
 Emil grudgingly admitted to himself that Helena had more freedom and opportunity to 
build a good life in Palestine than in the Germany. He was glad that Helena was a happy model 
citizen somewhere in the world. 
 As Helena's twentieth birthday approached, Emil thought about sending a gift to her. 
What would she like? What could he send her? 
 One day, Helena sent him a postcard showing the Zionist flag, which had a blue Star of 
David in the center. The flag gave him an idea: he would give his daughter a gold Star of David. 
She had never worn the religious star before, but she could wear it now as a Zionist symbol. 
 But what jeweler in Germany still sold Stars of David? The government had deported 
Kleinheimat's only Jewish jeweler to his birthplace in Poland a month ago. Perhaps Mehmet 
Tasci had Star of David jewelry. Tasci, being Turkish, had no Aryan heritage to insult by selling 
Jewish symbols. As long as the sale stayed secret, Tasci might sell jewelry that nobody else 
wanted. 
 As Emil walked through the streets, he realized that he still knew nothing about Tasci's 
past. Emil used to talk to Tasci at events in the Veterans Hall until Jews were banned there. After 
that, Emil saw Tasci a few times to buy jeweler's copies of his war medals. But Emil had not 
learned what Tasci had done during the Great War or why Turkey had exiled him. 
 Tasci's shop was at the edge of the downtown. The street's other buildings had fallen into 
disrepair, with wooden boards across their broken windows. During the Great Depression, most 
of the street's businesses had closed. Except for Tasci's customers, few people ventured to this 
street. 
 Two years ago, Emil asked Tasci why he didn't move to a better area to attract more 
customers. Tasci had replied merely, "I like the privacy." Tasci showed various jewelry items in 
his window, but he also had the curtains drawn behind the display so that nobody could look into 
the shop. 
 Emil entered the shop and saw Tasci sitting behind the counter. The news was playing on 
the radio. 
 "The Luftwaffe has bombed the city of Guernica in Spain. Our aerial bombardment has 
crushed the Communists." 
 Tasci turned off the radio and said, "They're practicing for a larger war." He looked up at 
Emil and smiled. "Herr Hirsch, welcome back. It's been a while since I've seen you." 
 "Yes, it has, too long," said Emil. 
 "What can I do for you today?" 
 "I've come to buy a birthday gift for my daughter." 
 "Feel free to look around. I have a vast selection of items in various shapes and sizes, in 
different metals, for young and old. I have something for everyone." 
 Emil looked at the counter and display cases. There were necklaces, pendants, rings, 
brooches, hairpins, and bracelets in various shapes, including crosses, but nothing like a Star of 
David. 
 "Do you have anything shaped like a Star of David?" Emil asked. 
 Tasci looked intrigued. "What a coincidence that you should ask. But then, perhaps it's 
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not a coincidence at all." 
 The jeweler stood up and said, "Follow me." 
 He led Emil to a back room. There was a table with tools, gold and silver coins, and other 
items that Emil did not recognize. Tasci put on a pair of gloves and picked up an irregular plaster 
object. 
 "I use the lost-wax method to make castings," Tasci explained. "This is the mould for a 
pendant that I'm making." 
 Tasci opened the cooled mould, and Emil could not believe what he saw inside it: two 
gold Star of David pendants. 
 "These aren't old stock that you have in storage. You're making new Stars of David," 
Emil said. "Why?" 
 "It's a personal project," Tasci said. "Did you say you want one?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Wait outside. I'll attach it to a gold chain to make a necklace. I'll need only a few 
minutes." 
 Emil returned to the salesroom. As promised, Tasci came out shortly and put the necklace 
in a gift box. 
 "I hope your daughter likes it," Tasci said as he accepted some reichsmarks from Emil. 
 "I’m certain she will," said Emil. 
 Tasci was silent, as if deep in thought. Then he finally spoke. "I hope you don't feel 
offended by what I'm about to say. I'm surprised that she would want to wear a Star of David in 
these times." 
 "She's in Palestine now. She can wear it freely over there." 
 "Ah, Palestine. Does she have a British passport now? Is she coming back? Is that when 
you'll give the necklace to her?" 
 "No, she's not coming back. I'll send it to her." 
 "Don't send it to her. Go to Palestine and give it to her personally." 
 "Clara and I have special Jewish passports," Emil said ruefully. "If we leave the country, 
we can't come back." 
 "Exactly," said Tasci. "Get out of Germany and stay out."  
 "You too?" Emil said. "First the National Socialists, then the Zionists, then Tannenbaum, 
then my daughter, and now you. Everyone wants me to leave Germany." 
 "Today, you bought a gold Star of David for your daughter to wear, but in the future, the 
government will force you to buy another Star of David for her, one made of yellow cloth, and 
you won't want her to wear that one," Tasci predicted. 
 Emil was puzzled. "What are you talking about?" 
 "The National Socialists will force the Jews to wear a yellow star as an easy way to 
identify and capture them." 
 "I've heard of no such law. True, there are anti-Jewish laws, but there is none forcing us 
to wear a yellow star." 
 "That law is coming, believe me." 

"And even if that's true, what can I do about it?" 
 "Get out of the country," Tasci said. He pointed to a chair and gestured for Emil to sit 
down. 
 "Listen to me, Lieutenant Hirsch. I haven't told anyone, but I will tell you, from one war 
veteran to another. The National Socialists are planning to murder of all Jews in Europe. They 
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will kill over six million Jews." 
 "Six million?" Emil said in disbelief. "That's unreal. No massacre in history was that 
large." 
 Tasci looked serious. "I'm not talking about history. I'm talking about the future." 
 "Have you talked to Adolf Hitler?" Emil asked. 
 "No," Tasci admitted. 
 "Have you seen any plans to kill all the Jews of Europe?" 
 "No." 
 "Then how do you know what's in the future?" Emil demanded.  
 "Because I've gone to the future," Tasci declared. "I travel through time." 
 Emil leaned back in his chair and stared at Tasci. If this was a joke, it was in poor taste. 
But if Tasci was serious, he was insane. 
 "You can travel through time?" Emil asked skeptically. 
 "And I can travel through space too," Tasci said. 
 Emil decided to humor the mad jeweler. 
 "This is very interesting. How do you travel in time and space?" he asked, pretending to 
believe Tasci. 
 "I worked on secret research for the Ottoman Army. We were competing against the 
Germans." Tasci grinned. "You could have beaten us, but you undervalued and underfunded 
your scientists, especially the Jewish ones like Doctor Einstein." 
 "You invented a time machine?" 
 "Technically, it's a space-time portal creation system. It creates a portal in space-time at a 
programmed time and location. A person walks into the portal and appears at another time and 
place. To retrieve the person back to when and where he started, the system opens another portal 
and sends him back to his point of origin." 
 "So if you know that there will be a mass murder of Jews in the future, why don't you do 
something to prevent it?" Emil asked. 
 Tasci cast his eyes down, as if in shame. "I've tried to change the future by changing the 
past. By playing Allah, I wound up killing more people than I saved." 
 "What do you mean?" 
 "In 1969, an American meteorologist named Edward Lorenz will describe a theory called 
'the butterfly effect,' which says that a small change in a complex system can create 
unpredictable large effects elsewhere. But in 1917, we had not completely thought out the effects 
of time travel, and we were rushing to prevent a war." 
 "The Great War?" 
 "No, originally, there was no Great War until I changed history," Tasci said with a sigh. 
"The unaltered timeline –- if one can call any timeline unaltered –- had the Archduke Franz 
Ferdinand of Austria visiting Turkey in 1914. The Archduke, you'll remember, wanted to give 
greater autonomy to the Austro-Hungarian Empire's ethnic groups, naively thinking they would 
appreciate his support. During his visit to Turkey, he told Turkish newspapers about his views. 
He unwittingly inspired the Ottoman Empire's own ethnic groups to demand greater autonomy. 
When the Ottoman Government violently ended their protests, a rebellion broke out across the 
empire. Two thousand people died before the rebellion ended. 
 "The Ottoman Army developed time travel in 1917, just as the rebellion ended. I 
volunteered to go back in time and space four years, to Vienna in 1913. Posing as an Ottoman 
diplomat, I visited Emperor Franz Josef and told him that Greek terrorists were in Istanbul and 
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that it was unsafe for the Archduke to visit Turkey. The Emperor agreed, and instead of going to 
Istanbul, Archduke Franz Ferdinand went to open a new museum in Sarajevo. 
 "You know what happened next. Serbian assassins killed the Archduke, the Great War 
started, millions of people died, and both the German and Ottoman empires collapsed." 
 Emil was speechless. Tasci's story was so far-fetched, so unreal, that it must a joke. But 
Tasci sounded sincere. Maybe the jeweler truly believed his story because he suffered from a 
mental illness. But if this were so, how had he hidden his insanity for so long? 
 Emil asked, "Herr Tasci, tell me more about the upcoming murder of the Jews." 
 "It will occur all over Europe," Tasci warned. "Those who are not killed immediately will 
be forced into slave labor and starved to death. The details will be too horrible to describe." 
 "I don't believe it," Emil argued. "This is Germany in the twentieth century. This is a 
civilized country and a civilized time." 
 "Believe me, it will happen. The National Socialists are not civilized." 
 "You've stayed silent about this for years. Why are you telling me now?" 
 "Because you're still here, and you're not thinking of leaving. You're running out of 
time,” he said without intentional irony. 
 "If all you tell me is true, then you must do something to prevent the killing of the Jews," 
Emil urged. "It's your moral duty." 
 "I would consider it, if only I could be certain of the outcome," Tasci said. "But the 
butterfly effect is against me. Look at the mess I made of Europe. If I kill Hitler before he took 
power, would I create a larger problem? Would I wind up causing the deaths of millions more 
than would have died otherwise? I don't know." 
 Emil had heard enough. He wanted proof of time travel. 
 "Where's your space-time portal creation system?" he asked. 
 "It's in a room in the back," replied Tasci. 
 "The room we were in a moment ago?" 
 "No, another room in the back." 
 "May I see the time machine?" 
 "No. It has been unstable. Being near it is potentially dangerous." 
 Emil concluded that Tasci was insane. 
 "Thank you for your advice," Emil said as he stood up. "It's getting late, so I should go 
home to my wife now." 
 "Will you go to Palestine and give the necklace to your daughter?" Tasci asked. 
 "Yes, I'll do that," Emil lied. 
 "Good," Tasci said, smiling. "I'll visit you in Jerusalem someday." 
 "Yes, next year in Jerusalem!" Emil agreed as he left the shop. 

*** 
April 26, 1937: 
 A day after visiting Tasci, Emil talked to Otto about the jeweler. The former physics 
professor listened quietly until Emil finished. 
 "Do you think Tasci is insane?" Emil asked. 
 "I don't know," said Otto. "I do know that he was researching the theories of time and 
space." 
 "How can someone travel through time and space?" Emil asked. 
 "We travel through space frequently. You travel through space just by walking across the 
room. We're also traveling through time; we're one hour further into the future than we were 
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sixty minutes ago. There's nothing inherently difficult about traveling trough time and space. The 
great challenge is to go between points of time and space at rates and directions different from 
what other people are experiencing. For example, everyone goes forward in time at the same 
rate, but it's practically impossible to go forward faster than everyone else or to go backwards in 
time." 
 Otto picked up a piece of paper and wrote an "A" at one end and a "B" at the other end. 
 "Let's imagine time and space as being this sheet of paper," he continued. "One could 
walk from point A to point B in a given length of time over this plane. But if we could bend 
space-time..." 
 Otto bent the paper sold that the letters touched each other. 
 "...then we could go from point A to point B faster than anyone else. And we make A and 
B occupy the same point in time-space, we can go back and forth between their two times." 
 "If you say so," Emil said, shrugging. "This is just a theory using a piece of paper as an 
analogy. Aside from letting time pass naturally, it's not practically possible to travel through 
time, is it?" 
 "I don't think so, but who knows what Tasci did? Turkey must have exiled him for a 
reason," said Otto. "By the way, what a coincidence; before you came here, I was going to visit 
him." 
 "Oh? Why?" 
 "I'm going to buy an Ottoman War Medal. He told me to come and pick it up today." 
 Many German officers did not wear their military-issue medals, which were often poorly 
made. Instead, they bought and wore attractive copies made by jewelers. 
 "May I come with you?" Emil asked. "Now that he's talking, he might say more." 
 "Certainly, come along," Otto said as got his coat and hat. "We don't have much time 
before he closes." 
 As they walked out the house, Otto looked at the lapel pin on Emil's coat. "Which 
organization is that?" 
 "Reichsbund Jüdischer Frontsoldaten," Emil replied proudly. The pin was a white shield 
with the black initials "RJF". 
 "Oh, good. I had to ask because 'RJF' also stands for Reichsjugendführung," said Otto, 
referring to the national leadership staff of the Hitler Youth. "Be careful. They might not like you 
wearing a badge with their initials." 
 "The Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers was founded first, long before the 
Hitler Youth," Emil said. "We have an older claim to the initials." 
 The sky was dark when they arrived at Tasci's shop. The "CLOSED" sign was on the 
door. 
 Otto looked at his watch. "He still has another twenty minutes before closing time." 
 "There's light in there," Emil observed, pointing at a crack in the curtain. "He might still 
be in there." 
 Otto turned the doorknob. "It's unlocked." 
 They entered the shop and stared in shock at the sight. 
 A silver metal figure stood in front of the counter, and a girl lay unconscious on the floor. 
 The metal figure reminded Emil of a robot he had seen in the Fritz Lang film Metropolis. 
It was over two meters tall, shaped like a human with a head, torso, legs, arms, and hands. But 
unlike the Metropolis robot, this one did not resemble a woman. Instead, it had a male shape. 
And whereas the Metropolis robot had a face with eyes, nose, and mouth, this robot had only a 
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black, rectangular lens where the eyes would be. The inhuman face stared at Emil and Otto. 
 Emil marveled at how seamless the robot was, without a single rivet, as if it were made 
from a single sheet of metal molded to human form. 
 A blue Star of David was painted on its chest. Who had built this monster? Certainly not 
the National Socialists. 
 The girl wore an olive green blouse, matching short skirt and beret, and black boots. Her 
clothes looked like an army uniform, but not like any that Emil had seen before. From which 
country was she? 
 A shoulder bag lay near her. It too was olive green, with the words "MELOG PROJECT" 
on it. Emil didn't know what "MELOG" was, but he suspected "PROJECT" meant projekt in 
English. 
 "What is it?" Otto asked, looking at the robot. 
 "I was going to ask you the same question," said Emil. "You're the scientist. Have you 
ever seen anything like this?" 
 "Never." 
 "Do you think it's dangerous?" 
 "I don't know." 
 The girl moaned softly and moved her arms and legs. 
 "She's alive," said Otto. They approached her cautiously, glancing at the robot. 
 She sat up, grimaced, took off her beret, and rubbed her head as if she had hit it on the 
floor. 
 She was in her twenties, looked pretty, and had a slim body. Her brown hair was tied into 
a ponytail. Her blouse had shoulder straps with unknown rank insignia, and she wore a silver 
badge showing a robot and words in Hebrew. 
 The Hebrew words surprised Emil. No German military unit had Hebrew words on its 
badges. Was she from one of the Jewish sports clubs? Maybe she was, but they didn't have 
uniforms like hers. 
 The girl said something in a foreign language. 
 "What did you say?" Otto asked. 
 Emil was astounded. "It sounds like Hebrew, but I don't know that language well." 
 He knelt beside the girl and asked in German, "Miss, are you feeling well?" 
 "German," she murmured. "Do you speak German?" 
 "Yes." 
 "I can speak German too. I took it as an elective in university." Her accent was foreign, 
possibly American. She looked around anxiously. "Where am I?" 
 "In Tasci's jewelry shop." 
 "Doctor Tasci! Where is he?" 
 "I don't know," Emil replied. 
 Otto pointed at the robot. "Miss, do you know what that thing is?" 
 "It's –- it's just a machine," she replied. 
 "Is it safe to approach?" 
 "Yes, for now." 
 Otto walked past the robot, saying, "I'll check if Tasci is in the back." 
 The girl asked, "What year is this?" 
 "It's 1937. What else would it be?" Emil thought it a strange question. 
 "And where am I? The city and country, I mean." 
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 "Kleinheimat, Bavaria, Germany." How could she not know where she was? 
 The girl scowled. "Damn it, Nazi Germany! I have to go!" 
 She grabbed the shoulder bag and stood up quickly. Emil got up and followed her, but 
she stumbled, turned, and fell into Emil's arms. 
 "Miss, what's wrong?" Emil asked. 
 The girl groaned. "I feel so dizzy." 
 She grabbed Emil's coat and stared at his lapel pin. "RJF. Is that Reichsbund Jüdischer 
Frontsoldaten or Reichsjugendführung?" she asked warily. 
 "Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers," Emil replied. Since the girl wore a 
badge with Hebrew words, he did not fear telling her the truth. 
 The girl smiled weakly. "I'm Jewish too. Will you hide me? Only until I feel well enough 
to travel." 
 "Uh, yes," Emil said. Although he knew nothing about the girl, Jews had to help each 
other in these times. 
 The robot, however, looked menacing. 
 "Thank you," the girl said. 
 "What's your name?" Emil asked. 
 "Aviva," the girl replied. "And you?" 
 "Emil." 
 Aviva felt her neck, as if looking for something. "Oh, damn, where's that necklace? I 
must have been carrying it in my hand. Where the Hell is it?" 
 She glanced at the floor. "Do you see a necklace with a gold Star of David?" 
 Emil spotted the gold star. It was like the one that he had bought for Helena. He 
remembered that Tasci had made two stars from the same mold. 
 After seating Aviva in a chair, he picked up the necklace and examined it. Unlike 
Helena's birthday present, it had a black button on its back. 
 "No! Don't touch it!" Aviva shouted. Then, in a softer voice, she said, "Please, give it 
back to me." 
 Emil gave the necklace to Aviva, who put it around her neck. 
 Otto returned and said, "I can't find him." 
 "He didn't come with me," Aviva said. 
 "She's not feeling well," Emil said. "Let's take to her to my house, and we'll call Doctor 
Berl." 
 Emil and Otto helped Aviva out of the chair and walked her to the door. They paused and 
looked back at the robot. 
 "What about that thing?" Emil asked. 
 Aviva spoke to the robot in Hebrew. It walked towards them. Emil thought the automaton 
would make loud, mechanical sounds and stomp on the floor, but it moved silently. 
 "Is it coming with us?" said Otto. "Won't people see it?" 
 Aviva spoke in Hebrew again. The robot turned transparent. 
 She grinned. "Now they won't." 
 The robot looked like glass. Emil could see through it, but he could tell something was 
there. 
 Emil, Otto, and Aviva went into the dark streets, with the metal ghost following them. 

# 
 Aviva was the same size as Helena, so Clara helped her take off her uniform and change 
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into one of Helena's nightgowns. Then they put her in Helena's bed and called Doctor Berl. The 
doctor rushed from his home and examined the girl. 
 "Well, fortunately, you're showing no symptoms of serious injury," Berl said. "You have 
a mild concussion at worst, but we need more time to tell for sure. Don't exert yourself for a day 
and get some rest." 
 "Yes, doctor," Aviva said. 
 Berl smiled. "I didn't know Herr Hirsch had such a lovely niece." 
 "She's visiting us for the spring," Emil lied, trying to explain Aviva's sudden appearance 
in town. 
 Berl looked back at Aviva. "Are you from Czechoslovakia or Hungary or Poland? Your 
accent is different from ours." 
 "Uh, I'm from Munich," she said. Emil was sure that too was a lie. 
 "Munich?" Berl said. "The mayor there has banned Jewish doctors from treating non-
Jewish patients. I hope that doesn't happen here in Kleinheimat. I've lost too many patients 
already." 
 Otto shook his head. "That's appalling. Doctor Berl, I've been your patient for years, and 
I'm not going to leave you for another doctor." 
 Berl smiled weakly. "Thank you, Doctor Schmidt. I wish all non-Jewish patients were 
like you." 
 After saying good night, Berl left the house. The robot silently climbed up the stairs from 
the basement. No longer transparent, it looked like a silver giant again. 
 "My God, that thing is creepy," Clara remarked. "What is it?" 
 "Only our guest knows," said Emil. "She controls it." 
 The robot walked across the living room and stood at the front door. 
 "What’s it doing?" Clara wondered. 
 "Aviva told it to guard the house after Berl leaves," Emil said. 
 He turned to Otto. "When you were in the back of Tasci's shop, did you see a time 
machine?" 
 "I have no idea what one would look like, but I didn't see anything odd. Just jeweler's 
supplies and tools," said Otto. 
 "Then I wonder how she and the robot got here without anyone noticing. Let's ask her." 
 They went back upstairs to Helena's bedroom, but Aviva had fallen asleep. 
 "We'll have to wait until the morning," said Emil. 
 "I want to talk to her too," Otto said. "May I join you for breakfast tomorrow?" 
 Clara shrugged. "Why not? The mystery girl and her robot are coming too. At least you'll 
be a normal guest." 

*** 
 At breakfast, Aviva devoured the bread rolls and beef sausages. 
 "I'm glad to see that you've got an appetite," Clara observed. 
 "Thank you for this wonderful food," said Aviva. "I'm sorry for eating like a pig. I haven't 
had a good meal for a while. You're too kind." 
 Emil put down the newspaper Kleinheimat Zeitung. The front page had a photograph of 
the Joachim Rumeder in his Ortsgruppenleiter uniform. He was an obese man, even larger than 
Hermann Göring. 
 The article read: 
 "For purposes of population control and monitoring, the Party prefers that Jews be 
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concentrated in large cities, not spread among small towns...Julius Streicher, the Gauleiter of 
Franconia, has ordered Rumeder to encourage Jews to leave the town. Rumeder has called all 
local SA Stormtroopers to attend a planning meeting at Schneider's Tavern..." 
 Of course, Rumeder would call a meeting at a tavern. The lazy fool knew only how to 
drink and sleep. He got his Party position through family connections. The fat slob couldn't 
organize the local Brownshirts to do anything. 
 The next article was more disturbing: 
 "While visiting Munich, Mayor Karl Wettig hosted a reception in honour of Party 
officials who had received the Blood Order. Many important people attended this glittering 
event. Gauleiter Streicher thanked Wettig for his hospitality..." 
 Unlike Rumeder, Wettig knew how to work to get what he wanted. The mayor was 
entertaining Julius Streicher, a powerful National Socialist and rabid anti-Semite. Wettig had 
banned Jews from the Veterans Hall and had hammered their names off the war memorial. What 
would he do next to obtain favours from the Party? 
 Emil stood up and looked into the living room. 
 "The robot's still standing there," he observed. 
 "As I had ordered it to do," said Aviva. She pointed at the photo of Rumeder. "You need 
protection from guys like him." 
 Emil sat down, poured himself some coffee, and asked, "Aviva, what's your last name?" 
 "Do you really need to know?" 
 "Of course. I want to know who my guests are." 
 "Loew." 
 "That's a German Jewish name, isn't it?" 
 Aviva nodded. 
 Otto, who had been quiet so far, spoke up. "Miss Loew, what do you know of Mehmet 
Tasci?" 
 "I don't know who he is." 
 "Yet you knew recognized him name yesterday." 
 Aviva said nothing. 
 Emil asked, "Are you in the army?" 
 Aviva said nothing. 
 "I don't recognize your uniform. It looks military. It's got a patch and a badge with 
Hebrew words." Emil paused for a moment. "Are you in the Jewish Legion of the British 
Army?" 
 Aviva said nothing but took another bread roll. 
 Emil grunted, grabbed the breadbasket, and put it on the kitchen counter. Aviva looked 
worried. 
 "You can have more bread after you talk to us," Emil declared. 
 "I can't tell you much about myself," said Aviva, "but I can say this. You've been very 
nice to me, calling a doctor and giving me food and shelter, hiding me from the Nazis. I don't 
want anything to happen to you, so take my advice." 
 "What are you advising?" asked Clara. 
 "Leave the country now," Aviva urged. 
 "Everyone's telling me to leave," Emil said. "Why?" 
 "If you don't go, Hitler will kill you." 
 Emil remembered the same warning from Tasci. "How do you know?" 
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 "I just know!" 
 "Are you a time traveler, like Doctor Tasci?" Otto asked. 
 Aviva hesitated before answering, "Yes." 
 "Another one," Emil muttered. "Everyone is a time traveler. Has the whole world gone 
mad?" 
 "She might be telling the truth," Otto said. "Look at her robot. That's not modern 
technology. That's future technology." 
 "I agree it's advanced, but that doesn't prove it's from the future." Emil faced Aviva and 
asked, "Who made your robot?" 
 Aviva said nothing. 
 "Say something!" Emil shouted. 
 "Emil, be more hospitable to our guest," Clara pleaded. She returned the breadbasket 
back to the table. 
 "Aviva, dear, please tell us about yourself," Clara urged. "You can imagine how you and 
your robot have bewildered us. We've not seen anyone like you before, so we don't know what to 
think. We need to know everything before we can decide whether to stay or leave." 
 "Okay, I'll talk if that will make you leave Germany," Aviva agreed. "My name is Aviva 
Loew, and I'm a Lieutenant in the Israeli Defense Forces Robotics Corps..." 

# 
 Aviva talked about the future in the past tense. For her, the next hundred and thirty years 
were history. 
 In 1939, Hitler's Germany started World War II, which was much more destructive than 
the Great War. In Europe, sixty million people died in six years. 
 Not only did Hitler fight a war, he also exterminated racial groups: Jews, Gypsies, and 
Slavs. The Jews lost the most people, six million dead. Only ten percent of German Jews lived to 
see the war end in 1945. 
 But in 1948, the Jews got their own country in Palestine. The Zionist dream came true. 
After over two thousand years, an independent Israel was reborn. 
 But Israel's existence was shaky. Surrounded and outnumbered by Arab enemies, it was 
always fighting for its survival. In the 1967 War, only nineteen years after its rebirth, Israel fell 
into the beginning of its end. The Arabs captured the city of Eilat in southern Israel. Without 
Eilat, Israeli ships could not sail through the Straits of Tiran, a vital sea route. Trade between 
Israel and other countries suffered, and the Israeli economy never recovered. 
 The impoverished state could not defend itself forever. Over the next hundred years, the 
Arabs used their foothold in the south to gradually conquer the rest of Israel. Despite foreign aid, 
Israel was reduced to a strip along the Mediterranean, north of Tel Aviv, by 2067. 
 To help Israel, the United States gave combat robots to the Israel Defense Forces. These 
included a tactical superweapon with the English name "Military Expedition Land Offensive 
Giant" or "MELOG." 
 Aviva Loew could have lived a comfortable life in America. She had just graduated with 
a degree in architecture from New York University and had a job offer at a local firm. But 
instead, she went to Israel and joined the IDF Robotics Corps. Her first assignment: the MELOG 
Project. 
 MELOG robots were expensive, so Israel got only five of them, but they were enough to 
defeat an attack on Tel Aviv. But then the Arabs sent in their own super-robots, and the 
MELOG's could only fight them to a stalemate. 
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 Then a time traveler, Mehmet Tasci, arrived by accident due to a power surge. He popped 
out of the air in front of a soldier in Tel Aviv in 2067... 

*** 
 "Mehmet Tasci said he was trying to prevent World War I, but he kept creating more 
problems as he tried to fix other ones," Clara continued. 
 "At first, we thought he was an Arab spy and arrested him. However, he looked so funny 
in a frock coat, a bow tie, and a fez. He also wore an Ottoman war medal. Not the most 
inconspicuous disguise for a spy. 
 "We questioned him for weeks, and he said that he had accidentally caused the 1929 
Stock Market Crash and the abdication of King Edward VIII of Britain. We decided he wasn't a 
spy, but rather, a mentally-ill person. But we couldn't explain what the witnesses said, that he 
had popped out of thin air. 
 "We finally believed his time travel story when we let him have his strange device, and 
he sent an intelligence officer one week into the future and back. 
 "This demonstration impressed the IDF, so we created a plan. We would send MELOG 
robots back to 1967 to defeat the Arabs and keep the south under Israeli control. 
 "Some scientists argued against the plan. They said that the butterfly effect would cause 
unpredictable changes in the past and in the future. But our present was desperate. We literally 
had our backs against the sea. 
 "Tasci agreed to help us. He too was worried of the butterfly effect, but he wanted to help 
the descendants of people he knew in the twentieth century. He thought the best way to do that 
was to prevent Israel's defeat in 1967. 
 "However, the space-time portal creation system had occasional power surges that could 
send time travelers to the wrong time and place. Nobody wanted to risk that accident with the 
robots. We gave him a lab to work out the problem. 
 "For testing purposes, he programmed the system to send objects to certain times and 
places. One of the space-time coordinates was Kleinheimat in 1937. He had lived here and hoped 
to revisit it. 
 "One day, I brought a MELOG to his lab so we could test whether the robot could go 
unaffected through a portal. A sudden power surge hit the system, a portal opened, and the 
MELOG and I got thrown to one of the programmed coordinates. That was Kleinheimat in 
1937." 
 Aviva took another bread roll and resumed eating. Emil, Clara, and Otto stared at her in 
stunned silence. 
 Finally, Otto said, "I didn't see anything out of the ordinary in Tasci's shop. What does a 
time machine look like?" 
 "It's not like in the movies. It's not a chair, it's not a car, and it's not a telephone booth," 
said Aviva. 
 Emil didn't know why anyone would think that a time machine would look like a chair, 
car, or telephone booth. 
 "It's a device that creates a space-time portal, and you walk into the portal," Aviva said. 
"It's not here and now. It's in Israel in 2067." 
 "If you don’t have it, how will you get back home?" Clara asked. 
 Aviva held up her Star of David pendant. "Doctor Tasci created this emergency recall 
trigger. If I press this button, a portal will appear and send me back to the time and place from 
which I came." 
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 "That necklace is a time machine?" Emil said in disbelief. 
 "No, not exactly. It only works once and in one direction. It's not programmable like a 
time machine is." 
 "How did he fit such a powerful device into such a small necklace?" said Clara. 
 "Nanoelectronics and power systems from the twenty-third century," Aviva replied. 
 "This is the most remarkable invention of all time!" Otto exclaimed. "Miss Loew, as a 
physicist, I'm extremely interested in the time travel system. I wish to ask for a favor." 
 Aviva looked wary. "What is it?" 
 "May I travel to the future with you?" Otto asked. "Don't worry about me getting trapped 
in the twenty-first century. I'm sure Doctor Tasci can send me back here." 
 Aviva smiled but shook her head. "I'm flattered that you want to travel with me, but you 
can't come. Only the robot and I can go back. The necklace is programmed to retrieve only 
matter that came from a different time. Even if you hold onto me, you'll be left behind here." 
 "Oh, well, that's too bad," Otto said. He leaned over the table and grasped the Star of 
David. "What technology! It's programmed to home in on you. What if someone presses the 
button while you're not wearing the necklace? Will you still be sent home?" 
 "Yes, so don't play with it!" Aviva pulled the pendant away from Otto's hand. "If you 
press the button, it will send me back to 2067." 
 "Speaking about going home," said Emil, "you're well enough to travel now. You could 
have gone home already, but you haven't left. Why are you staying?" 
 "I'm not leaving until you leave," said Aviva. "If I can save even a few Jews, my stay here 
will be worthwhile." 
 "But don't you have to go home to 2067, pick up more robots, and go to 1967 to save 
Israel from defeat?" 
 Aviva grinned. "That's the beauty of time travel. I can leave here anytime and still arrive 
in 1967 on time." 
 "How long will you be staying here?" 
 "I don't know. I'll stay as long as it takes to convince you to leave. Go to Israel or Britain. 
The United States and Canada are good places too, but they're not letting a lot of Jews in. Do not 
go to France, Poland, or Russia." 
 "None of those places really appeals to me." 
 "Then I'm going to stay here and pester you until you leave." 
 "I hadn’t planned for a houseguest –-" 
 "Oh, Emil, let's not be so hasty," Clara broke in. "I'm sure we could have her stay for a 
while. God knows our number of Jewish friends is decreasing. Even our daughter has left." 
 Otto suggested, "I could find her work at the Catholic school. As you know, Father 
Bernhardt doesn't mind hiring Jews. We'll continue the ruse that she's your niece from Munich." 
 "I wouldn't be a burden on you," Aviva promised. 
 Emil sighed. "Well, okay, but only for a few weeks." 
 Clara went around the table and hugged Aviva. 
 Emil looked at his guest. "I'm letting you stay because you're an army officer, like me." 
 Aviva smiled and saluted. 

# 
August 31, 1937: 
 Aviva was still living with the Hirsches four months after her arrival. Pretending to be a 
niece from Munich, she wore Helena's clothes and blended into the town's Jewish community. 
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Father Bernhardt hired her to work as a cleaner, to Mayor Wettig's disapproval. Aviva explored 
Kleinheimat and learned about the town. 
 In contrast, the MELOG stayed in the Hirsches' basement. Each night, Aviva went 
downstairs and ran the robot's diagnostics program to ensure that it would work if she ordered it 
into action. 
 The MELOG wasn't the only electronic device that Aviva had brought. She carried a 
"pocket computer" in her shoulder bag. The small device performed various tasks, including 
making math calculations and recording images and sounds. 
 To amuse Emil, she used the pocket computer to project a three-dimensional image of his 
house in the air. Emil could see through the walls and into the interior. He was amazed by the 
detailed images of the rooms, the stairs, and the basement. 
 "Why would the IDF put an architect in the Robotics Corps? To make holograms of 
buildings," said Aviva. "Our spies got the plans of the Arab Joint Military Headquarters in Eilat. 
I used the drawings to create a holographic model of the building. 
 "I downloaded the hologram into a MELOG and programmed it to break into the 
building, go to the computer server room, and destroy the mainframe computer system. Since the 
MELOG knew exactly where to go, it moved quickly, and the Arabs didn't have the time to fight 
back." 
 Emil put his hand through the image of his house. "This hologram, as you call it, is 
amazing. I use cardboard to make architectural models. You can use light." 
 "You can't find toys like this in 1937. Now do you believe that I'm from the future?" 
 "I don't know. You're from America. Americans invent all sorts of things. Is your 
equipment from secret military research?" 
 "Still a non-believer? My, you're stubborn, but that'll make you a good Zionist." Aviva 
turned off the hologram. "Let's talk about Israel. Even if you don't believe I'm from the future, 
will you still consider going to Israel?" 
 Emil shrugged. "How long will that country last? You say that Israel will lose a war in 
1967, and the Arabs will conquer most of it. Why go to a doomed country?" 
 "Because we Israelis are fighters," Aviva replied. "All is not lost. A part of Israel survives 
to fight in the twenty-first century, and we have the chance to restore our country. You have a 
much better chance of survival in Israel than you do here, where the Shoah is coming." 

*** 
 As Aviva got to know and trust her hosts better, she revealed more about her times. She 
liked talking to Otto, who corresponded with the most famous German Jewish scientist of all 
time. 
 "Einstein's general theory of relativity says that gravity warps space-time so that light 
bends around an object of very high mass, like a black hole," Otto said. "Your robot can't 
possibly be so massive, though. How does it become transparent?" 
 Clara shook her head. "No, it's got nothing to do with that. The MELOG is covered with 
millions of plasmonic transceivers. Each transceiver receives ambient light that is then 
retransmitted at another transceiver on the opposite side of the robot, hereby producing the effect 
of semi-invisibility. 
 "The plasmonic transceivers can't cope with all the different wavelengths of 
electromagnetic radiation yet, and they do not uniformly cover the robot’s body at a uniform 
density, which is why the robot is only semi-transparent and not completely invisible. But the 
engineers are working on both the wavelength and transceiver density problems." 
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 "The problems didn't stop you from sending the robot into battle," Otto said. 
 "No," said Aviva. "We needed all the help we could get." 

# 
September 1, 1937: 
 Rumeder and his Brownshirts finally joined Wettig's campaign against the Jews. They 
carried signs reading "BOYCOTT JEWISH SHOPS" in front of Hoffman's tailor shop. Rumeder 
pasted a poster on the door. It showed a man with a gigantic nose, scraggly beard and hair, and 
the words "THE ETERNAL JEW." 
 When Hoffman came out to protest, they shoved and hit him until he retreated inside. 
From across the street, Emil and Aviva watched in dismay as customers approached the shop and 
turned away. 
 "Hoffman is a veteran of the Great War," Emil said. "Treating him like that is 
disgusting." 
 Emil and Aviva continued on their way to Father Bernhardt's church, where they had 
work. Five hours later, when they left the church, the Brownshirts were still at Hoffman's shop. 
The golden pheasants did not stay much longer, though. 
 "We've spent enough time in front of this Jew's door. Come on, boys, let’s go to 
Schneider's Tavern," Rumeder suggested. 
 The Brownshirts cheered and shook their fists at Hoffman's window. As they left, 
Rumeder shouted, "Don't think you've escaped, Jew Hoffman! We'll be back tonight to smash 
your windows!" 
 Aviva said softly, "I'll be back tonight too." 
 "I don't know what you're planning, but I don't like it," Emil whispered. 
 Aviva gave him a sneaky smile. 

*** 
 That night, Aviva ordered the MELOG to come up from the basement. Emil stared warily 
at them as they walked to the door. 
 "Don't go out," he pleaded. "You'll draw attention to us." 
 Aviva looked back at him. "Don't worry. We won't leave any evidence behind." 
 "What do you mean?" 
 "There won't be anything left of the Brownshirts to bury." 
 "Don't kill them! You'll get us all arrested!" 
 "No, we won't. If the police show up, we'll liquidate them too." 
 "Just like my daughter, never listening to me," Emil muttered. 
 He followed Aviva and the MELOG out of the house. The robot turned transparent. They 
walked to Hoffman's tailor shop in the dark. 
 "We'll get into trouble," Emil said. "Let's go home." 
 "Oh, stop arguing," Aviva snapped. "People will hear us." 
 Emil turned as quiet as the MELOG. 
 Since all the shops and offices surrounding Hoffman's were closed for the evening, 
nobody else was in the area. They hid in an alley across the street from the tailor shop. Emil 
looked out. The Eternal Jew poster stared back at him. 
 "No sign of the Brownshirts," he said. "Perhaps they're not coming." 
 "No, they're coming," Aviva assured him. "They never miss an opportunity to break 
windows at night. They'll be breaking windows all over Germany in November next year. You 
have to leave before then." 
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 As Aviva had predicted, the Brownshirts returned. Two men, both carrying 
sledgehammers, approached Hoffman's shop. 
 Aviva whispered commands in Hebrew to the MELOG. The robot strode silently towards 
the shop. 
 One of the Brownshirts faced the window and raised his sledgehammer. "Take this, Jew 
dog!" he yelled. 
 He did not notice the MELOG coming behind him. The robot shot a white ray out of its 
head. The ray burst into a flash of light as it hit the Brownshirt's back. The man screamed, 
dropped his sledgehammer, and collapsed to the ground. The MELOG continued shooting the 
white ray at him. 
 The MELOG became visible again. The silver metal giant hovered over the man. The 
Brownshirt, lying on his back, writhed and howled in agony as the white ray drilled into his 
body. Blinding light engulfed him. 
 Both the Brownshirt and his sledgehammer disappeared, and the MELOG turned off its 
ray. 
 The other Brownshirt raised his sledgehammer against the MELOG, but the robot shot 
him with its ray. Again, a blaze of white light engulfed the man, and he screamed and vanished. 
 Emil rushed across the street. He found no trace of the Brownshirts: no body parts, no 
blood, no scraps of clothing, and no sledgehammers. 
 The MELOG turned transparent again when Aviva joined them. Emil pointed at the spot 
where the Brownshirts had stood. 
 "They've vanished, turned into thin air," he remarked. 
 "A successful field test," Aviva declared. "The disintegrator ray works. 
 "However, the plasmonic transceivers are faulty. The MELOG became visible when light 
from the disintegrator reflected off the Brownshirts, and the transceivers became saturated. An 
invisibility shield is useless if you become visible while using it. We need to fix it before 1967." 
 "Let's talk about the weapons testing later," Emil urged. "We should get out of here." 
 They went home with the MELOG. Aviva sent the robot down into the basement. Then 
she yawned and stretched. 
 "It's been a long day. I'm so tired, but we had a successful mission," she said. "If you 
don't mind, I'm going to take a shower now. I need to relax." 
 "Sure, go ahead," Emil replied. Aviva showered at night, a habit she developed when her 
barracks needed a whole day to heat its water tank. 
 Moments later, Emil heard the water spraying in the shower. Aviva had just killed two 
people with a super-robot, and now she was showering as if nothing had happened. 

# 
 Three days later, the Kleinheimat Zeitung published the news: 

SA Stormtroopers Missing 
 SA Stormtroopers Hans Hentschel and Johann Berghof have not been seen since 
September 1st. Police have found no trace of them or any evidence of foul play, not even at the 
Jewish tailor shop where they had been protesting. Ortsgruppenleiter Joachim Rumeder does not 
know where they men may have gone. They were last seen at Schneider's Tavern... 
 The police arrested and questioned Hoffman, but he had an alibi. That evening, he had 
been at Father Bernhardt's office to meet officials of Haavara Ltd. The priest had let visiting 
Haavara officials rent space in his church basement because nobody else in town would. 
 The Zionist Federation of Germany and the German Government signed the Haavara 
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Agreement in 1933. Under its terms, Jews could immigrate to Palestine if they gave up their 
possessions before leaving. However, they could later obtain their assets by exchanging them for 
German goods to be exported to Palestine. 
 The new police chief thought all Jews were liars, so he kept Hoffman despite his alibi. 
But Father Bernhardt demanded that they release him. 
 "You have no proof that he did anything against the two stormtroopers," the priest 
argued. "Also, this man was making a new stole for me. I want to wear it for this Sunday's 
Mass." 
 "But Father, who else can we arrest?" the police chief argued. 
 "Why not the two men themselves?" Bernhardt suggested. "They were drunkards who 
never came to Mass or confession. Unrepentant sinners, though I pray for them. They're probably 
passed out drunk somewhere in the countryside." 
 The police released Hoffman, who promptly delivered the new stole to Father Bernhardt. 
Two days after the Mass, Hoffman and the Haavara officials left town. 
 A month later, Emil received a letter from Hoffman in Tel Aviv: 
 Dear Emil, 
 I am sorry to have left our beloved Fatherland, for which we fought and bled in the Great 
War, but as you know, the situation for Jews is bad. After much deliberation, I decided to go to 
Palestine, at least while the National Socialists are in power. May sacred Germany become a 
free again! 
 I set up a tailor shop here. Your daughter and Corporal Tannenbaum visited me 
yesterday. It was so nice to see people from our town... 
 I did not take my phonograph records with me because of limited luggage space. How I 
miss my records. The record shop here has only RCA Victor records, but I prefer German ones. 
Could you please send me the Deutsch Grammophon recording of George Frideric Handel's 
Keyboard Suite in D Minor? I love its fourth movement, the Sarabande. 
 Sincerely, 
 Artillery Sgt. Ernest Hoffman  

*** 
October 17, 1937: 
 Emil and Clara listened to the news on the radio. Pro-German riots had broken out in 
Sudetenland, Czechoslovakia. 
 "Bolshevik-inspired Czech police are slaughtering peaceful Sudeten Germans," said the 
announcer. "The Führer demands that Czechoslovakia allow Sudetenland to reunify with the 
German Fatherland..." 
 After the news ended, the radio station played music by Beethoven. Emil sat back and 
listened. The radio was one of the few remaining ways that Jews could enjoy the great 
composers. Many concerts banned Jews from attending. On May 14, the government had 
forbidden German Jews from playing music by Beethoven and Mozart at Jewish cultural 
concerts. 
 "What do you think?" Clara asked. 
 "I have mixed feelings," said Emil. "I agree that German territory should be reunited, but 
I don't want it under the National Socialists." 
 "Elections are abolished. How can we remove the National Socialists from power?" 
 "I don't know," Emil said as he listened to Beethoven's Symphony No. 7 in A Major, Opus 
92. 
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 Aviva came into the living room. She looked willowy in a light blue, short-sleeved dress 
with a high bodice and flared skirt. Helena had called it her "swing dress," named after the 
American dance music that the National Socialists despised. A silver barrette decorated her hair. 
 "You look beautiful," Clara remarked. "Where are you going?" 
 "I'm going to the church," said Aviva. "I got a waitress job today. Father Bernhardt asked 
me to serve tea and crumpets at a meeting with the Archbishop of Munich today." 
 "Wonderful. I'm glad that Bernhardt is meeting him," Emil remarked. 
 The Archbishop, Michael von Faulhaber, had written the only Papal Encyclical in 
German, Mit Brennender Sorge, "With Burning Anxiety," a criticism of National Socialism and 
racism. It condemned the exaltation of race and state above God, who has "issued 
commandments whose value is independent of time and space." Secret couriers had delivered it 
to all parish priests in Germany, who read it aloud at Mass on Palm Sunday. It infuriated Hitler. 
 "It'll be nice to meet the Archbishop," said Aviva. "I'll also earn a few reichsmarks." 
 Clara nodded. "Thank you. We appreciate your support. It's so hard for Jews to earn a 
living now." 
 "Anything I can do to help you." 
 "Take care, dear." 
 Emil stood up, went to Aviva, and glanced at her Star of David pendant. 
 "I know you're a proud to be Jewish and Zionist, but I don't think it's a good idea to wear 
that necklace," Emil advised. 
 "Oh? I've worn it before. I don't think Father Bernhardt and Archbishop Faulhaber will 
mind." 
 "They won't mind, but Wettig and the Brownshirts are out there." 
 Aviva sighed. "Okay, if it makes you happy." She took off the necklace and put it in her 
purse. "I still need to keep it with me. It's my emergency recall back to the twenty-first century." 
 "Yes, the year 2067," said Emil. "When will you go back there?" 
 "I won't leave until you leave," said Aviva. She kissed him on the cheek and left the 
house. 
 Clara waited until Aviva was gone before speaking. "Do you believe her when she says 
that six million people will die in a pogrom?" 
 "I don't know," said Emil. "She seems sincere, but it's hard to believe. This is Germany in 
the twentieth century. This is a civilized country and a civilized time." 
 "You've said that before, but how true is it, when each day, they take more rights away 
from us?" 
 "We've suffered prejudice before and always bounced back. Jews are part of the 
economy. When the economy suffers, the people will realize that they need us as much as we 
need them." 
 "But if no pogrom will occur, why would Aviva lie to us?" asked Clara. 
 Emil shrugged. "She's a Zionist. Maybe this is her way of encouraging us to go to 
Palestine." 
 "Maybe." 
 Beethoven's music continued playing on the radio. 

# 
October 18, 1937: 
 Aviva and Emil went to the farmers' market. Though Mayor Wettig had banned Jews 
from selling at the market, he allowed them to buy there as long as they paid their money to 
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"Aryans." 
 As Emil bought some potatoes, he heard shouting. He saw Ortsgruppenleiter Rumeder 
and his SA stormtroopers pushing Doctor Berl. The doctor carried a chain of sausages. 
 "What have we here?" Rumeder said as he grabbed the sausages from Berl. "Aryan 
families starve because Jewish bankers have stolen their money, but a Jewish doctor stuffs his fat 
stomach with sausages. Is that fair?" 
 Rumeder was hardly starving. His uniform bulged more than Hermann Göring's. 
 "Please, I don't want trouble," Berl pleaded. "Let me have my sausages, and I'll go away." 
 Rumeder waved the sausages in front of Berl's face. "Jew, take your sausages back." 
 Berl raised his hand to take the sausages, but Rumeder whipped them across the doctor's 
face. The Brownshirts laughed. 
 Aviva moved forward, but Emil stopped her. "There are five of them and only three of 
us," he whispered. 
 Aviva nodded silently and grimaced. 
 Rumeder chanted, "Hepp, hepp, Jew! Hepp, hepp, Jew!" 
 Berl tried to grab his sausages, but the Brownshirts punched him repeatedly. 
 Finally, Berl muttered, "Just let me go." 
 Rumeder nodded, and the Brownshirts shoved Berl away. The doctor ran to Emil and 
Aviva. 
 Rumeder shouted, "Leave town, doctor! We're going to destroy your office tonight!" 
 "Yeah, don't go to work tomorrow!" a Brownshirt said. 
 Emil, Aviva, and Berl watched grim-faced as Rumeder swaggered past them. Then he 
turned to his men. 
 "Gentlemen, let's go to Schneider's Tavern," he said. 
 His men cheered and marched out of the market. The townspeople watched the small 
parade of brown uniforms. 
 The local SA had become more visible and violent recently. Rumeder, the lazy drunkard, 
must have realized Wettig was competing with him for the position of Ortsgruppenleiter. 
 Berl shook nervously. "That was no idle threat. He'll ransack my office." 
 Neither Emil nor Aviva said anything. What could they say? 
 "Doctor, please take these," Emil said, breaking the silence. He gave some potatoes to 
Berl. 
 "No, you keep them," Berl said. 
 "I insist." 
 "How can you afford to give food away?" 
 "Father Bernhardt hired me to design and build a small chapel for the Virgin Mary," said 
Emil. "If I'm lucky, he'll get me to build shrines for a hundred Catholic saints. I'll get by. Take 
the potatoes." 
 "Well, in that case, thank you," Berl said. "God bless you, Herr Hirsch. I have few 
patients left. If it weren't for people like you, I would starve." 
 Emil nodded silently. 
 "We'll get through these troubled times, just like we did during the Great War, I'm sure," 
Berl said. His words were optimistic, but he sounded uncertain. 
 Berl raised his hat to Emil and Aviva. They watched him walk away. 
 "Doctor Berl treated soldiers in the trenches, and now the Brownshirts will vandalize his 
office," Emil said with disgust. 
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 "The MELOG will protect the doctor," Aviva promised. 
*** 

 Aviva and Emil went to the Michel Building, where Doctor Berl had his office. The street 
was bright with lamps, so this time, Aviva did not want to hide the MELOG in an alley. She 
opted to send the MELOG inside Doctor Berl's office after the building's workers had gone home 
for the evening. If the local Brownshirts followed a pattern, they would arrive in the late evening, 
when the area was deserted. The MELOG would wait for them in darkness and kill them when 
they entered the office. 
 This time, Aviva would not accompany the MELOG and give it orders during the attack. 
Instead, she would program it to go directly to the killing zone, like in the attack on the Arab 
Joint Military Headquarters. 
 "You designed and built the Michel Building, didn't you?" Aviva asked. 
 "I did," Emil replied. 
 "Show me all the floor plans and working drawings for it. I need to build a holographic 
model of it." 
 "You're not seriously going through with this plan, are you?" 
 "Of course, I'm serious." 
 "What if you get caught?" 
  "Don't worry about getting caught. The MELOG works silently and leaves no evidence." 
 "But people will gossip about why another bunch of Brownshirts disappeared..." 
 They argued until Emil finally agreed to help Aviva. 
 "Okay, I'll help you only because I like Doctor Berl," Emil conceded, "but this is the last 
mission." 
 Emil gave Aviva the floor plans and other working drawings of the Michel Building. In 
less than an hour, she had created a hologram. Unlike the hologram of the house, this one lacked 
details of décor and color, but otherwise, Emil thought it was an accurate model of the Michel 
Building. 
 "Michel hired me for minor renovations until the anti-Jewish boycott began," said Emil. 
"This model includes my renovations, but I don't know if other people have built additional ones 
since then." 
 "I'll take that risk," said Aviva. "If the MELOG runs into something that doesn't match 
the hologram, it'll stop briefly while it re-orients itself. We'll lose time, and it might destroy more 
property and people than planned, but it'll do its job." 
 Emil was shocked by how casually the young woman talked about killing people. 
However, he remembered that he and his generation of men had done the same during the Great 
War. 
 Aviva downloaded the hologram to the MELOG. Then they waited for nightfall before 
leaving the house. 
 As before, Emil accompanied Aviva and the MELOG. Although he was worried, he 
cooperated willingly this time. He had felt some grim satisfaction when the MELOG killed the 
two Brownshirts at Hoffman's tailor shop. 

# 
 They arrived at the Michel Building. All its windows were dark. Emil was relieved; 
nobody was in there. 
 The MELOG shot its disintegrator ray at the front doors and melted their locks. The robot 
swung the doors open and silently entered the building. If all went as planned, the MELOG 
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would climb the staircase to the fifth floor and go into Doctor Berl's office. 
 Emil and Aviva hid behind a newspaper kiosk across the street. An hour later, the 
Brownshirts arrived, singing The Horst Wessel Song. 
 They sang out of unison. Someone was off-key. How much beer had they drunk in 
Schneider's Tavern? As a veteran army officer, Emil felt contempt for Rumeder's lack of 
discipline. 
 Emil counted five men. All the golden pheasants that had harassed Berl, including 
Ortsgruppenleiter Rumeder, were coming.  
 The Brownshirts entered the Michel Building, oblivious to the damaged lock on the front 
doors. Emil waited impatiently. 
 He didn't have to wait long. Flashes of light appeared in a window on the fifth floor. 
Next, the window glowed with white light for half a minute, followed by more flashes. Then the 
window went black again. 
 Several minutes later, the MELOG left through the front door and stood still. The robot 
shone like silver beside a streetlamp. 
 Aviva whispered commands in Hebrew to her pocket computer. The MELOG turned 
transparent again. 
 "Mission accomplished," Aviva said. "Let's get the MELOG and go home."  
 They ran across the street. Aviva spoke more orders, and the robot followed them through 
the empty streets. 
 When they got home, Aviva took a shower, as she did every night. 
 In the morning, Emil visited Doctor Berl. The doctor said that someone had broken the 
lock of his office, but nothing else was damaged or stolen. 

*** 
 The article in the Kleinheimat Zeitung read: 

Ortsgruppenleiter Disappeared Five Days Ago 
 Ortsgruppenleiter Joachim Rumeder and four members of the local SA chapter have not 
been seen for five days. They were last seen at Schneider's Tavern, where they spent several 
hours celebrating the inevitable reunion of Sudetenland with Germany. 
 Mayor Karl Wettig said, "It's not unusual for Joachim to go missing for long periods, is 
it?" 
 Wettig has advised the police that foul play is unlikely and that further investigation is 
unnecessary since Rumeder and his men will probably return home. 
 When asked about Rumeder's absence, Gauleiter Julius Streicher relieved Rumeder of his 
command in absentia. The Gauleiter will appoint a new Ortsgruppenleiter with orders to recruit 
more Party and SA members in Kleinheimat... 
  "Hah, hah, we got the Ortsgruppenleiter too!" Aviva gloated as she put the newspaper 
down. 
 "But who will be the next Ortsgruppenleiter?" said Emil. "Rumeder was lazy and 
incompetent. We might not be so lucky with his replacement." 
 "It doesn't matter. One dead Nazi, ten dead Nazis; we'll just kill them all as they come 
here." 
 "Aviva, your robot has killed seven people. You've changed your history, and thus, the 
future. Do you think it's safe to keep changing history?" 
 "But perhaps the unaltered timeline actually has me coming to this time and carrying out 
my operations." 
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 "Are you sure of that? Who can be certain which timeline is the unaltered or altered 
history? Are you sure that you aren't making the future worse?" 
 "I don't know, but this is what I do know," said Aviva. "When I joined the army, I took an 
oath to protect Israel and its people. You and your wife count as my people. It's my duty to 
protect you, whatever happens." 

# 
November 1, 1937: 
 At the farmers' market, Emil heard that Wettig had killed Rumeder and his closest 
Brownshirts. Nobody thought anything unusual about the rumors. In power struggles between 
National Socialists, they destroyed their own kind, as Hitler did to Röhm in 1934. 
 Emil liked the rumors. Although false, they deflected attention away from Jews as 
suspects in Rumeder's disappearance. 
 But when he read the news in the Kleinheimat Zeitung, he wondered if killing Rumeder 
had been a good idea. 

Wettig to Lead NSDAP and SA in Kleinheimat 
 Gauleiter Julius Streicher has appointed Karl Wettig, our Mayor, to be both 
Ortsgruppenleiter and commander of the SA in Kleinheimat. Like his predecessor Joachim 
Rumeder, Wettig will perform both duties but will also retain his duties as Mayor. 
 "By having Herr Wettig act as Mayor, Ortsgruppenleiter, and commander of the SA, we 
will consolidate all local political power in one person. All Germany should be governed this 
way," said Streicher. 
 Gauleiter Streicher and the Führer, Adolf Hitler, will appoint Wettig as Ortsgruppenleiter 
in a ceremony at the Veterans Hall on November 7. 
 Wettig's appointment ceremony will be the first time that the Führer will visit 
Kleinheimat. The Führer will be touring in Bavaria for the fourteenth anniversary of the Beer 
Hall Putsch. After visiting Kleinheimat, he will give his annual speech to the Old Fighters in 
Munich on November 8... 
 "This is terrible," Emil told Aviva. "You got rid of Rumeder, but now, Julius Streicher 
and Adolf Hitler will be coming to our town. They're the two worst National Socialists!" 
 Aviva's eyes lit up. "I never expected this to happen! Oh, we're so lucky!" 
 "We're in luck?" 
 "This is our chance to kill Hitler." 
 "Shush! Don't say that aloud!" Emil warned, even though Clara was the only other person 
in the house. Plotting to assassinate Hitler was punishable by death. 
 "I can save sixty million people," Aviva declared. "Oh, this is too good to be true! Hitler 
will be here, and so will I." 
 She stood up and paced around the kitchen. "Security will be heavy, probably lots of SS. 
If Hitler realizes that someone is attacking the Veterans Hall, he'll have time to escape. The 
MELOG can't waste time looking for Hitler. It must know exactly where to go and who to kill." 
 She opened a newspaper, tore out a photo of Hitler, and rushed into the basement. Emil 
followed her downstairs, where she was holding the photo to the rectangular lens on the 
MELOG's head. 
 "What are you doing?" Emil asked. 
 "Getting the MELOG's facial recognition system to remember Hitler's face," Aviva said. 
"It will spot and target him in the crowd." 
 The lens glowed white briefly. Aviva's pocket computer clicked. She looked at it and 
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frowned. 
 "Damn, the facial recognition software is corrupted, possibly by the space-time travel," 
she complained. "The MELOG won't be able to identify Hitler." 
 "Then the plan is off," said Emil. 
 "No. I can program the MELOG to shoot its disintegrator ray at a wide angle and sweep 
it across the room. Everyone will die, but Hitler will be one of them." 
 "You're crazy. You and your robot will never get past the guards. You're not aiming at 
Rumeder. You're aiming at Adolf Hitler, Führer and Chancellor, the head of state." 
 "The Nazi, anti-Jewish head of state." 
 "Also the best-protected head of state in Europe." 
 "The MELOG can kill Hitler and everyone around him in seconds. They won't know 
what hit them," Aviva said. "Emil, I need your help. I need all your plans, working drawings, and 
photographs of the Veterans Hall." 
 "So you can build a hologram of the Veterans Hall?" Emil said. "No, I won't help you this 
time." 
 "Huh? Why not?" 
 "I will not conspire to assassinate the head of state of Germany." 
 "Why not?" 
 "The heavy security is one reason." 
 "There's another reason?" 
 "Yes. No honorable officer would kill the head of state of his country. That would be 
treason." 
 "Treason? Hitler stripped the Jews of all their rights. He abolished elections. He scrapped 
the Constitution. He imprisoned and executed people without trial. He's the traitor!" 
 "Even so, I won't help you assassinate him." 
 Aviva stormed out of the kitchen and marched into the study. "Where are the plans for 
the Veterans Hall?" 
 Emil followed her. "I'm drawing the line here. I won't help you this time." 
 Aviva opened a filing cabinet and searched it. After finding nothing useful, she went to 
the next filing cabinet. 
 "Where are the plans for the Veterans Hall?" she demanded. 
 "Think of the butterfly effect," Emil urged. "Who knows how much you have done 
already? By killing Hitler, you could make the future worse." 
 "What could be worse than six million Jews and over fifty million other Europeans 
dead?" Aviva argued. "Can there be anything worse? I won't know until I try." 
 She searched his desk, but again, found nothing.   
 "Give me the plans or the MELOG will find it by tearing your house apart," Aviva 
threatened. 
 Emil's blood boiled. "Would you do that to my wife and me after we have taken you into 
our home, given you food and shelter, and treated you like a daughter all these months?" 
 Aviva sighed. "One way or another, I'll find the plans." 
 She left the study by walking past the portrait of the Kaiser and the safe hidden behind it. 

*** 
November 3, 1937: 
 Sometimes, Aviva would plead for the plans of the Veterans Hall. At other times, she 
would demand them. At a few times, she threatened him. 



                                                                                                      Derwin Mak    Kleinheimat   36 

 Emil tried to reason with Aviva. "Let's say you do succeed in killing Hitler. You would 
change history. When you return to your own time, would your world exist? Would Israel exist? 
Would you exist? Or would you wipe yourself out of existence?" 
 "I need to take a risk on those uncertainties," said Aviva. "Future generations will wish 
someone had dealt with Hitler." 
 But Emil had his own way of opposing Hitler. He reconvened the local branch of the 
Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers at Doctor Berl's house. 
 "Doctor, did you get the leaflets from national headquarters?" Emil asked. 
 Berl nodded and opened a large envelope. "Lieutenant Hirsch and I will hand them out in 
front of the Veterans Hall tomorrow. Who will join us?" 
 Emil picked up a leaflet. It was addressed "TO ALL GERMAN MOTHERS" in bold, 
black letters. 
 A drawing showed a woman sitting in front of a gravestone with an Iron Cross at its top. 
The woman wore a black dress and held her hands to her face. Carved on the stone were the 
words: 
 12,000 German Jewish soldiers died on the field of honor for the Fatherland. 
 Emil took a deep breath as pride and sadness swelled within him. He continued reading 
the leaflet. 
 Christian and Jewish heroes fought together and lie together on foreign soil. 12,000 Jews 
fell in battle. Blind, enraged Party hatred does not stop at the graves of the dead. 
 German Women: Do not allow the suffering of Jewish mothers to be mocked! 
 "This is what we need to tell the people of Kleinheimat," Emil said. "Who will join us 
tomorrow morning?" 
 All six of Kleinheimat's remaining Jewish veterans agreed to hand out leaflets. 

# 
November 4, 1937: 
 The Jewish veterans wore their medals on their business suits and stood in front of the 
sign reading "NO JEWS ALLOWED INSIDE!" There they handed out leaflets to people 
walking by. 
 Today, Emil felt proud to be German. His medals showed his service to the nation in the 
Great War. He also felt defiant; for the first time, he openly opposed the National Socialists. 
 A few people stopped to take leaflets from them. Most, however, kept walking, ignoring 
the Jews. 
 But Wettig and the SA did not ignore them. Even before his appointment ceremony, he 
had recruited new men into the SA. The Mayor led twenty Brownshirts towards the six Jewish 
veterans. 
 "Hey, Jews, what are you doing here?" Wettig asked. 
 "We're veterans of the Great War, and we demand to be heard as German soldiers," Emil 
said. 
 Wettig laughed. "Look at the war memorial behind you. Do you see any Jewish names on 
it?" 
 Thanks to Wettig, the bronze plaque had dents and creases where Goldstein's and 
Luxembourg's names had been. 
 A Brownshirt tussled with Doctor Berl. The doctor dropped all his leaflets, and they 
scattered over the ground. The Brownshirt laughed and pushed Berl backwards repeatedly. 
 Emil recognized the SA man. 
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 "Gunther!" Emil cried. "What are you doing?" 
 Emil's former employee turned to him and growled, "Dirty Jew dog, what do you want?" 
 Emil's heart skipped a beat. Never before had Gunther talked to him with such hatred and 
disrespect. Emil had given Gunther an education and a career. Now his protégé was insulting and 
beating Jews. 
 "Gunther, there's no reason for unpleasantness," Emil said calmly. 
 Gunther stepped forward and spat into Emil's face. The Brownshirts laughed and chanted, 
"Hepp, hepp, Jew! Hepp, hepp, Jew!" 
 Another Brownshirt shoved Emil from behind. Emil turned to look at the man. 
 "I know you," Emil muttered. "Fritz Schultz." 
 Schultz had danced with Helena at a Christmas party in the Veterans Hall five years ago. 
 "Jews stabbed us in the back in the Great War," Schultz accused. "How dare you pretend 
to be a German soldier?" 
 "I am a German soldier," Emil said defiantly. "Fritz, you know that. You knew that when 
you danced with my daughter." 
 Schultz swung his fist at Emil. Emil dodged the blow, dropped his leaflets, and hit 
Schultz in the ribs. 
 Fighting broke out between the Brownshirts and the Jewish veterans. Though the 
Brownshirts outnumbered the Jews twenty to six, and though the Jews were older, the Jews 
fought rather than retreat. 
 "Stop it! Stop it!" a voice screamed. "Stop in the name of God!" 
 Father Bernhardt appeared and pulled a Brownshirt away from Emil. Next, he shoved 
himself between Gunther and a Jewish veteran. 
 The priest raised his arms and shouted, "Enough! Enough! In the name of God, I order 
you to stop fighting!" 
 The Brownshirts stopped and looked at him. The Jews picked themselves off the ground 
and stood up. All the Jews had bruises. 
 Wettig's face was red with anger. "Father, why are you here?" 
 Bernhardt pointed at the Veterans Hall. "Don't fight in front of the war memorial. The 
Veterans Hall is a sacred shrine to our glorious dead. Why do you always forget that I blessed it 
before God? You're desecrating it again." 
 "But Father, these Jews were handing out Zionist Bolshevik propaganda," Schultz 
complained. "It's our duty to beat them!" 
 Bernhardt picked up a leaflet and guffawed. "Herr Wettig, you call this Zionist Bolshevik 
propaganda?" 
 "All Jews are Zionist Bolsheviks," Schultz said. 
 "Have you ever fought in a war?" Bernhardt asked. 
 Schultz looked startled. "Uh, no, I've not had the honor yet, sir." 
 Bernhardt grabbed Schultz by the arm and hauled him in front of Emil. The priest pointed 
at Emil's Iron Cross First Class. 
 "Look at the Iron Cross," Bernhardt ordered. "This man fought bravely in the Great War. 
Believe me, armed combat is not a child's game. I gave the Last Rites to so many men at the 
front. Show some respect to these German warriors." 
 Schultz, visibly shaken, darted to the other Brownshirts. Wettig scowled at the priest. 
 "Bernhardt, your collar can't protect you forever," Wettig warned. He turned to his men 
and said, "Come on, boys, we'll get them another day." 
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 The Mayor led the Brownshirts away. Bernhardt shook his head. 
 "None of them served in the army or fought in a war, but they call themselves 
stormtroopers," Bernhardt said. "What an insult to the real stormtroopers." 
 Emil felt his heart sink. One of the Brownshirts had been his loyal employee. Another 
had danced with his daughter. If men like these could change to hate him, what fate awaited him 
in the Third Reich? 
 Finally, Emil realized what he needed to do to save his sacred Germany. 

*** 
 When Emil returned home, he phoned Otto and asked, "Are you going to Wettig's 
appointment ceremony on November seventh?" 
 "Hah, no," said Otto. "Wettig didn't invite any Social Democrats, not even war veterans 
like me." 
 Emil felt relieved. Otto would be nowhere near Hitler. 
 "Oh, sorry to hear that, but you don't want to be surrounded by golden pheasants," said 
Emil. "Isn't it terrible that our Veterans Hall will be used for a National Socialist rally?" 
 "You're right, it's terrible, an insult." 
 "Such a beautiful building put to such an ugly use. Do you know which room they'll be 
using?" 
 "The general manager told me it's the main dining room. It's the only room large enough 
to hold all the dignitaries." 
 "Ah, the main dining room, with the big painting of Hitler." 
 After the phone call, Emil swung aside the portrait of the Kaiser, opened the safe, and 
took out the plans of the Veterans Hall. He gave them to Aviva, who made a hologram quickly. 
She worked through the night to plan the attack and download its program and the hologram to 
the MELOG. 
 At nineteen hundred on November the seventh, the MELOG would crash through the 
front door, storm up the spiral staircase to the second floor, and run into the main dining room. 
The robot would sweep its disintegrator ray across the room and kill everyone. 
 After the assassination, the MELOG would run downstairs and exit through the front 
door, where Aviva would be waiting. She would press the recall trigger on her Star of David 
pendant. A time portal would open and whisk her and the MELOG to Tel Aviv in 2067. 
 Emil watched in fascination as an animated image of the MELOG ran through the 
hologram of the Veterans Hall. In the computerized simulation, the attack lasted only ninety 
seconds. 
 Ninety seconds to change the future for eternity. 

# 
November 6, 1937:  
 An unexpected visitor appeared at Emil's door: Conrad von Seyfried, wearing his Army 
uniform. 
 "Colonel von Seyfried, what a pleasant surprise," said Emil. "Please come in." 
 "Thank you, Lieutenant Hirsch," Seyfried said. He took off his cap. "I've been away from 
Kleinheimat for too long." 
 "What brings you back?" Emil asked as he led Seyfried to the living room. He gestured at 
a couch, inviting his guest to sit down. 
 "I need to talk to you," said Seyfried. 
 Clara came into the room. "Ah, Colonel, welcome back. I didn’t know you had come 
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back." 
 Seyfried stood up. "It's a surprise for me too. I found out only yesterday that I had to 
return home." 
 "I wasn't expecting you. Will you stay for tea?" 
 "I suppose I could. Thank you." 
 Clara smiled and went to the kitchen. Emil sat down and asked, "What may I do for 
you?" 
 Seyfried gave three documents to Emil. They bore the Army's eagle emblem, the 
Colonel's signature, and the title "SAFE CONDUCT PASS – PORTS OF DEPARTURE" in 
large black letters. 
 "What are these?" Emil asked. 
 "They're safe conduct passes," Seyfried explained. "It's getting harder and harder for Jews 
to travel without getting in trouble, so I signed three of them for you, Clara, and Helena. These 
will give you safe passage to any port, train station, or airport to leave the country." 
 "Conrad, you want me to leave. You, of all people." 
 "Please don't misunderstand me. It's because you’re my friend that I want you to leave." 
 "But this is my country. I fought for our Kaiser." 
 Seyfried nodded sadly. "I know. Don't ever be ashamed of your service to Germany. But 
our country is changing. You should leave, at least while the National Socialists are in power." 
 Emil sighed. "So I'm an enemy to the country I defended." 
 "Emil, please consider it." 
 Clara returned, carrying a tray with a teapot, cups, and cookies. After she poured tea for 
Seyfried and Emil, she sat down and bit into a cookie. 
 "You came back on short notice," Clara said. "What brings you back?" 
 "The appointment of Karl Wettig as Ortsgruppenleiter and commander of the local SA," 
Seyfried replied. "I'll be attending the ceremony tomorrow night." 
 Emil stopped drinking his tea. 
 "Not everyone gets to go to important events, least of all, us," Clara said ruefully. "You 
must feel honored." 
 "Is it an honor?" Seyfried shrugged. "Perhaps. Most of the people there will not be 
military officers or nobility. They'll be Party members and SA. Beer hall brawlers and golden 
pheasants." 
 "If they're not your crowd, why are you going?" Emil asked. 
 "The War Ministry ordered me to attend because I'm the highest-ranking officer who ever 
came from Kleinheimat," Seyfried said. "Hah, I guess I'm a local hero." 
 "Do you have any chance to skip the ceremony?" Emil asked hopefully. 
 Seyfried shook his head. "No. I have my orders." 
 "Isn't there something urgent that you need to do, like plan an invasion of Sudetenland?" 
 "Hah, hah, that's funny! But I think I can survive one night with Party members." 
 The front door opened, and Aviva walked in. She stopped and stared at Seyfried. Emil 
saw the fear in her eyes. 
 Emil had to assure Aviva that their guest was harmless. He smiled at her. 
 "Aviva, this is our friend Army Colonel Conrad Baron von Seyfried," said Emil. It was 
postwar practice to combine a nobleman's title with his family name. 
 Seyfried stood up, clicked his heels, and bowed to Aviva. He strode to the girl and kissed 
her hand. "I'm pleased to meet you, Miss Aviva." 
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 Emil chuckled softly. Seyfried couldn't resist showing off like a Prussian cadet to a pretty 
girl. 
 Aviva looked warily at Seyfried and said, "Thank you." 
 "Aviva is my niece from Munich," Emil lied. 
 "Munich? That's a beautiful city," said Seyfried. "By the way, where's Helena?" 
 "She went to Palestine a while ago." 
 Seyfried nodded. "You should visit her. I gave you three passes. Why not hold a family 
reunion?" 
 "I'll consider it," Emil said. 
 "Okay." Seyfried grabbed his cap. "Unfortunately, I have some business at the Veterans 
Hall. Please excuse me." 
 "Please visit again," said Clara as she opened the door for Seyfried. The colonel bowed to 
his hosts and left. 

*** 
 Later, Clara went out to buy food. Finally, Emil was alone with Aviva. 
 "Aviva, we have to abort the mission," Emil said. 
 "Why?" 
 "Colonel Seyfried will be there. He'll get killed if the attack proceeds." 
 "We can't abort now. This is the best chance that anyone will get to kill Hitler." 
 "But we can't kill Seyfried. He's a good man, a real mensch." 
 Aviva looked shocked. "A mensch? Are you kidding?" 
 "Colonel Seyfried is a friend. He wants to help us. You can't kill him," Emil pleaded. 
 "Why shouldn't I?" Aviva demanded. "He's an army officer." 
 "So are you." 
 "He's a German." 
 "So am I," Emil declared. 
 "No, you're not," Aviva snapped. "You're a Jew." 
 "That's what a National Socialist would say." 
 Aviva scowled at him. "Damn it, how can you give up this chance? So what if we kill 
him? We'll be saving sixty million people. One man is a very small sacrifice." 
 "Jews don't sacrifice humans," Emil retorted. "Not even Abraham had to do it." 
 "What about your comrades who died in the war?" Aviva said. "Wasn't that a human 
sacrifice?" 
 "That was war. This is murder," argued Emil. 
 Clara came in, carrying a bag of food. 
 "Is everything okay?" she asked, looking worried. 
 "Uh, yes, everything's fine," Emil said. Aviva nodded silently in agreement. They had 
kept the assassination plot secret from Clara because they knew she would disapprove of it. 
 "That's good. I thought I heard shouting when I came in," Clara said as she walked to the 
kitchen. 
 Without saying more, Aviva went upstairs to her room. Emil went down to the basement. 
 The MELOG stood there, still and silent. Emil waved his hand in front of its head. It did 
nothing. He tapped the robot's chest. Again, it did nothing. It was in sleep mode. 
 He went to a desk, opened its drawer, and pulled out a necklace with a Star of David 
pendant. It was the birthday present he had bought for Helena. 

# 
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 An hour later, Clara called them to dinner. Emil and Aviva talked only about mundane 
things, hiding the truth from Clara. 
 Aviva wore her Star of David necklace. The plotting against Hitler must have aroused her 
Zionist zeal, Emil guessed. He knew how well patriotism fueled the urge to wear national 
symbols. He was German. 
 "That's a pretty pendant," Clara said. "Emil, you sent a similar one to Helena for her 
birthday, didn't you?" 
 "Yes, from the same mold," said Emil. 
 After dinner, they listened to the news on the radio. The government was confiscating 
Jewish businesses across Germany. A program of music by Mozart followed the news. 
 "I'm going to take a shower now," Aviva said before going upstairs. 
 Emil listened for the sound of water. When he heard the shower, he slipped into Aviva's 
room and found her Star of David necklace on the dresser. He took the necklace and put the 
other one in its place. It had a fake button glued to its back. 
 Emil was not very religious, but now, he prayed silently: Please, God, tell me if I am 
doing the right thing for the future of the world and our people. Speak to me or show me a sign. 
 But God stayed silent and invisible that night.  

*** 
November 7, 1937: 
 Emil looked at his watch. Eighteen hundred, forty-five: only fifteen minutes until Hitler 
and Seyfried would die. 
 Aviva had been calm all day, showing no excitement or anxiety. She was a good soldier, 
not letting fear or doubt stop her. The Israelis had trained her well. 
 Clara was away. Emil had urged Clara to visit Doctor Berl and his wife and discuss 
getting aid from a Jewish relief agency in Munich. He wanted her out of the house tonight. 
 Aviva came down the stairs. She wore all black: a jacket, a blouse, and a straight skirt, all 
from Helena, and the boots of her Israeli Army uniform. Her dark clothes contrasted with the 
gold Star of David around her neck. 
 The MELOG came up from the basement. Unlike Aviva, the robot shone like polished 
silver. 
 "You're really going through with this," said Emil. 
 "Don't stop me," Aviva warned. "I like you. Don't make me hurt you." 
 The MELOG turned its head to Emil. 
 Aviva gave some commands in Hebrew. The MELOG marched to the door, opened it, 
and walked outside. Aviva followed the robot. 
 "Damn, some of the plasmonic transceivers aren’t working," Aviva muttered. 
 "Then abort the mission," said Emil. 
 "No." 
 Emil followed Aviva and the MELOG. He watched them go down the street. 
 "Aviva, please forgive me," he said. 
 He took Aviva's necklace out of his pocket and pressed the button on the Star of David. 
 A flash of white light burst around Aviva and the MELOG. A second later, they were 
gone. Only Helena's black clothes and gold necklace remained on the street. 
 Emil returned inside the house and ran up to the girls' bedroom. He looked for the Israeli 
Army uniform but couldn't find it. It must have gone to the future too. 
 I hope I made the right decision, Emil thought. 
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# 
November 11, 1937: 
 For the last time, Emil walked through his house. He could sell only a small fraction of 
his belongings and had to leave much behind. He saw a framed print of the famous drawing 
"Praying Hands," a Deutsch Grammophon record of Symphony No. 5 in C Minor, Helena's copy 
of The Sorrows of Young Werther, and a newspaper showing a Nobel Prize laureate. 
 Emil had been proud to belong to the nation of artist Albrecht Dürer, composer Ludwig 
van Beethoven, author Johann Wolfgang Goethe, scientist Max Planck, and countless other 
contributors to every area of human achievement. The German people were a great civilization. 
 But now their civilization had disowned him and was falling into barbarism. It was time 
for him to leave. 

*** 
1937-1948: Jerusalem, Palestine: 
 Emil and Clara reunited with Helena. They also saw the Tannenbaums and Hoffman 
again. They formed a little community of Bavarian exiles in Jerusalem. 
 The news from Germany grew grimmer each day. On the night of November 9, 1938, the 
SA Stormtroopers ransacked Jewish businesses all across the country. They looted, burned, and 
demolished over seven thousand shops and two hundred synagogues. Glass from broken 
windows lay all over Germany on Kristallnacht. 
 The mass arrests of Jews began. The police imprisoned thirty thousand Jewish men 
during Kristallnacht. Two thousand died within three months. 
 Emil received a letter from Otto: 
 The police arrested Dr. Berl and his wife yesterday. I hear they are in a work camp in 
Dachau. I hope they are well. 
 Mayor Wettig has expelled all Jews from Kleinheimat. He gave the Jews forty-eight hours 
to leave for large cities, like Munich. He put a new sign in the town square. It reads, 
"WELCOME TO KLEINHEIMAT, A JEW-FREE TOWN."   
 The Shoah had begun. 
 Less than a year later, World War II began. The Haavara Agreement ended, Jews stopped 
arriving from Germany, and Emil never received another letter from Otto. 
 In 1942, Emil volunteered to join the British Army's Palestine Regiment. He was too old 
for combat, but he told the British that he spoke fluent German and could talk to prisoners. The 
British took him as an intelligence officer. The job suited Emil; as much as he hated the National 
Socialists, he did not want to take up arms against Germans. However, he agreed to interrogate 
them. 
 He surprised his commanding officer by wearing his German medal ribbons on his 
British uniform, but nobody complained. A captured Afrika Korps captain recognized the Iron 
Cross ribbon and accused Emil of treason. Emil simply continued questioning the officer. 

# 
 In January 1945, as the Germans retreated from Russia, Emil monitored their radio 
broadcasts. He heard this news: 
 The Waffen SS executed Colonel Conrad Baron von Seyfried in Lublin yesterday. The 
Colonel found a nest of Jews hiding in the countryside but let them escape. A loyal soldier 
reported him to the SS, which promptly investigated the incident and found him guilty. Let this be 
a warning to soldiers about the importance of performing your duty to the Fatherland. The 
German people do not tolerate slackers! 
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 Seyfried had joined the sixty million dead. 
 Devastated, Emil put his head down on his desk and wept. He had saved Seyfried's life 
for nothing. 

*** 
 Seyfried's death haunted Emil. He wondered if he should have let Aviva and the MELOG 
attack the Veterans Hall. If Seyfried were to die anyway, wouldn't it have been better to kill 
Hitler too? 
 "Don't think about it," Clara advised. "Would you have saved all those people? Maybe. 
Or would another man have taken Hitler's place and done the same things? Maybe. Hitler 
couldn't have done everything by himself. He had most of the country helping him." 
 Emil nodded. His mind told him his wife was right, but his heart felt guilt for sixty 
million dead. 

# 
 After the war, he returned briefly to Kleinheimat. His old house had burned down during 
fighting against the Americans. The Veterans Hall was in ruins. 
 Doctor Berl and his wife never returned from Dachau. 
 In 1939, the SS arrested Otto Schmidt. They shot him and other Social Democrats at 
Dachau. 
 In 1940, the Gestapo arrested Father Bernhardt and beheaded him after a quick trial. His 
replacement never talked about Mit Brennender Sorge. 
 In 1941, the Army conscripted Fritz Schultz and gave him the honor of fighting in the 
war. He also had the honor of dying in Stalingrad in 1943. 
 Gunther Schloss did not die in combat. Instead, he froze to death in Leningrad in 1944. 
 In 1945, Ortsgruppenleiter Wettig put on his dress uniform and swallowed cyanide a day 
before the Americans arrived. He lacked the courage to fight an armed enemy. 
 Except for those who had escaped, everyone whom Emil had known was dead. 

*** 
 Emil traveled with the British to meet the Soviets in Poland. At a displaced persons camp 
near Lublin, he showed Seyfried's photo around, hoping someone would recognize him. He was 
lucky; he found a teenaged boy who had met the colonel. 
 Witold Kaminski was a fighter in the Polish Home Army when Seyfried's patrol found 
him and other young Jews hiding in a cabin. They had buried their weapons and Home Army 
armbands, so Seyfried did not know that they were partisans. 
 Kaminski recalled the incident. "When he saw us, he told his men, 'They're just kids, let 
them go.' Most of them agreed or didn't care, but one guy argued with him. The officer told him, 
'The war's almost over. Let's just go home.' 
 "Then he told us, 'Run away and don't let me catch you again. If I find you again, I'll 
shoot you.' We ran into the forest and never looked back. You say he's dead now?" 
 "So I heard on German radio," said Emil. "Thanks for telling me what happened. He was 
a good friend. I wanted to know what the Germans did not report in the news." 
 "He saved me and my friends. Isn't it odd? I owe my life to a German officer." 
 "Yeah, that's odd." Emil paused for a moment. "Where are you going now?" 
 Kaminski shrugged. "I don't know. My whole family is dead. My village never liked 
Jews, so I don't want to go back there. I don't think the Communists want me either." 
 "Kaminski, you've got military experience, you've got brains, and you've got guts. I know 
a place that could use your talents," Emil said. "Have you considered going to Palestine?" 
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 "No. Why should I live in a desert?" 
 "Because it's our desert. We need people like you to build a new country. I'll tell the 
Jewish Agency for Palestine that you're here. They'll help you get there." 
 Kaminski nodded. "I'll think about it." 

# 
 Emil returned to Palestine to find that he could not escape war. Now the Zionists were 
fighting the British for the independence of Palestine. He was too old and tired to fight for 
another country. Helena, however, joined the Haganah but quit when she became pregnant with 
Rachel and got married. 
 Then, as Aviva had told him would happen, the British Mandate of Palestine became the 
State of Israel, which the Arabs attacked on its first day of independence. 

*** 
June 10, 1967, West Jerusalem, Israel: 
 "Aviva was very clear that Israel will lose the 1967 war," Emil remembered. "Our defeat 
was the reason why the Israelis will be experimenting with time travel a hundred years from 
now." 
 Rachel pointed to the TV, which showed Israeli tanks in the Sinai Peninsula. "Obviously, 
we were not defeated." 
 "I suspect Aviva or Tasci are here in Israel, at this time," Emil said. 
 "But would they come without the MELOG? Nobody has seen it," said Clara. "Maybe 
they didn't need to come back. Maybe they already did something in the past that caused this 
victory. The butterfly effect." 
 Rachel shook her head. "You're missing another possibility. Maybe we won on our own, 
without help from time travelers or robots." 
 Clara smiled. "Of course, dear. We shouldn't underestimate the IDF." 
 Rachel hugged her grandparents. "I have to go to work now. I'll visit again. Don't think 
about time travel and whether you made the right choices. You'll only torture yourself." 
 Emil ignored her advice. He muttered, "Poor Colonel Seyfried lived and died for nothing. 
Why did I bother saving him?" 

# 
 As Rachel drove to work, she wondered what had really happened in Kleinheimat in 
1937. When she was young, she thought that her grandparents invented the tales to entertain her. 
But as she grew up, they kept insisting that their stories were true. She refused to believe that 
people and robots could travel back and forth in time. 
 No time traveler had helped Israel win this war. The Israelis had won with their own 
boldness. They began the war by sending almost two hundred fighter jets to attack the enemy 
airfields. The Air Force held back only twelve planes to patrol Israeli airspace. It was a risky 
strategy because Jordan and Syria could have attacked by air from the east and easily 
overwhelmed the dozen planes and the missile batteries. Few countries would have taken the 
risk, but Israel did. 
 Rachel went to her desk at IDF Headquarters, where she worked for the Air Intelligence 
Directorate. As she stapled a note to a photo of an Egyptian airfield, her fellow officers began 
murmuring. She looked up and saw Major General Mordechai Hod, Commander of the Israeli 
Air Force. 
 The Major General walked through the room. The officers cheered as Hod shook hands 
with them. 
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 Another man, in an Air Force captain's uniform, accompanied Hod. After greeting some 
officers, Hod stood in an open area among the desks. 
 "Thank you for your brilliant work," he announced. "Your intelligence analysis helped us 
defeat the enemy and save our country. Our strategy was risky. I had trouble getting the General 
Staff and the Prime Minister to agree to it, and even I was unsure it would work." 
 He looked at the Captain. "But this man convinced me the plan would succeed. He 
convinced me that people who take risks will win. We owe him our gratitude." 
 Hod brought the Captain to Rachel. She stood up, saluted, and said, "Second Lieutenant 
Rachel Pressburger, sirs." 
 The Air Force Captain returned the salute and introduced himself. "Captain Witold 
Kaminski, ma'am." 
 Rachel couldn't wait to tell her grandfather. 

 
 

A Note on the Historicity of "Kleinheimat" 
 

 "Kleinheimat" is a work of fiction. However, it mentions actual historical people, 
associations, and events. 
 
Historical Persons 
 
 Historical persons mentioned in the story are: 

- Helene Meyer, Jewish fencer who competed for Germany in the 1936 Summer 
Olympics 

- Captain Wolfgang Fürstner, World War I veteran and recipient of the Iron Cross 
First Class, who was demoted to vice-commandant of the Olympic Village 
because of his Jewish ancestry 

- Michael von Faulhaber, Archbishop of Munich, who wrote the Papal Encyclical 
Mit Brennender Sorge ("With Burning Anxiety") for Pope Pius XII 

- Julius Streicher, Gauleiter of Franconia and editor of Der Sturm. 
 

The Reich Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers 
 
 During and after World War I, German anti-Semites promoted the idea that Jews held 
only rearguard jobs in the military or avoided military service altogether. To oppose the spread 
of such sentiments in the German public, forty Jewish German war veterans founded the Reich 
Association of Jewish Frontline Soldiers (Reichsbund Jüdischer Frontsoldaten, RJF) in February 
1919. By 1933, the RJF had 30,000 members in 360 local branches. 
 RJF members supported Jewish assimilation into German society and opposed Zionism. 
They were German, after all, not foreigners who should be in Palestine. 
 In 1932, the RJF published Die Jüdischen Gefallnen (The Jewish Roll of Honor), a list of 
twelve thousand German Jews who died fighting in World War I. Thus they hoped to remind the 
public and politicians of the sacrifice of German Jews and their loyalty to their Fatherland. Even 
as the persecution of Jews began, RJF members hoped that their military service would earn 
them a place in German society. However, the Nazis ultimately treated them as ordinary Jews. 
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Army Captain Dr. Leo Löwenstein, President of the RJF, escaped to the United States. Other 
RJF members were not so fortunate. 
 Some historians describe the RJF and its members as being naïve and misguided in its 
attempts to remain citizens in Nazi Germany. However, Jewish war veterans received mixed 
messages from the German people and the Nazi regime as to status in the Third Reich. One of 
those mixed messages was the Cross of Honor for Combattants. 
 
The Cross of Honor for Combattants 
 
 President Paul von Hindenburg created the Cross of Honor for Combatants. The German 
government did award the decoration to Jewish war veterans in the name of Adolf Hitler. 
 
The Nuremberg Laws 
 
 The Law for Protection of German Blood and German Honor and the Reich Citizenship 
Law were two of the Nuremberg Laws, a series of laws that deprived Jews of their civil and 
human rights and imposed indignities upon them. The laws were so petty-minded that they even 
banned Jews from displaying the German flag. 
 
The Nobility and the Nazis 
 
 The end of World War I was a frightful time for the German nobility. First, they lost their 
privileged status with the fall of the Kaiser. Secondly, Communism, which executed aristocrats 
in Russia, was spreading across Europe, creating a short-lived Bavarian Soviet Republic. Some 
noblemen supported the Nazi Party in its early days as a way to oppose Communism. A few 
aristocrats, for example, Franz von Papen, became high-ranking Nazi officials. 
 However, the relationship between the nobility and the Nazis was never warm. The 
nobility disdained the Nazis, whose members they viewed as the low-class lumpenproletariat. 
The aristocratic President Paul von Hindenburg referred to Hitler as "the Austrian corporal." 
Hitler was always aware that the nobility, who dominated the military officer ranks, patronized 
him and wanted to use him merely to protect their own interests. The Nazis, however, had no use 
for a society where the nobility could overrule them. Promotion and power in the Nazi Party and 
its organizations depended on initiative, devotion, and ruthlessness, not simply on having a 
hereditary title. 
 The enmity between the nobility and the Nazis reached a pressure point during World 
War II. In 1941, Hitler proclaimed that he had removed "all privileges, classes, prejudices, and 
so on" from the army, thus ending the "class state" of the Kaiser. In July 1944, the Bomb Plot 
attempted to assassinate him. Its leaders included various noblemen, such as Claus von 
Stauffenberg, Albrecht Mertz von Quirnheim, and Heinrich Ahasverus von Lehndorff-Steinort. 


