Chapter 3

The next day Kali arrived at Kara’s apartment at a quarter to seven.  She knocked three times but there was no answer.  She put her ear close to the door and knocked again.  She couldn’t hear anything.  Finding the door unlocked, she entered the room.  Food left out on her kitchen table and bags left on the floor, led her to one conclusion.  The strong Kara that had been guiding her had crashed in the bedroom.  


“Hello?  Anybody home?” Kali rang out.  No response.  In the bedroom, she found Kara fully clothed with both shoes still on.  She was face down, sleeping like a baby.  Kali came up behind and with both hands out trying to rustle her shoulders.


“What time is it? She turned her head and asked.


“Time to get up.  Its seven ‘o clock, if I’d hadn’t come you wouldn’t have ever gotten up.”


“Thanks.  I guess your already packed and good to go?”


“Yes I am.” 


“If you’ll give me a minute, I will be too.”


“Why don’t I go cook breakfast while you finish packing?  That way we will both be ready for Gene.”  


“Alright.  There are biscuits and gravy as well as eggs in the ice box.”


They both walked out to the living room.  It had light brown carpeting with a sofa on the side of the room.  A light oak end table was on the other side of the sofa.  The end table had a lamp on it.  The whole of the room was facing an obscure caddy corner to the opposite side of the apartment.  Facing the street side.  As Kara was packing she could see the streets filling with suits and workers.  All were in a rush to start their days.


Kara had finished packing.  It was seven thirty now and the sun was up and shinning.  She lined up her bags next to the door and joined Kali at the table.  


The smells filled their noses with delight.  They both knew this would be their last home cooked meal.


“Ready to go?” Kali asked.


“Sorry I took so long.”


“No worries Kara.  I wouldn’t have been in too much of a hurry either to get ready.  Did you sleep ok?”


“Yes, I just couldn’t decide on what to take with me.  I kept on having flashbacks from previous missions.  You know it’s going to be a lot different this time.”


“Hey, at least we are doing this together.”


“Do you think the training will be hard?”


“It has to be.  I wouldn’t feel right unless I had some kind of resistance.”


“I hope it’s not too hard.  I don’t want to be the one to repeat the course.  I don’t think I could manage to go through it again.”


“You’ll be fine.” Kali acknowledged. “Consider about the scene after the mission’s over.”


“That’s what scares me.  The moment we complete this mission we’ll be sent out again.”


“They wouldn’t want to mess up their two most beautiful spies.  Don’t you?”


“True, considering I am the best.”


“Ha!”


Gene showed up a quarter to eight in his shiny black caddy.  A gleaming silver lining to it along the side, there was more than enough room for them to fit their bags in the trunk.  


“I hope you’ve slept well.  You have a long trip ahead of you today.”  Gene laughed to himself as they sped away.


They arrived at the Landstuhl Mainline at nine thirty.  They had enough time to get their bags checked in and receive their tickets.  There was a burly old man behind the glass ticket booth.  Both woman gave their names and received their stamped tickets.  They all walked towards the loading docks.


“Good luck ladies.  Remember you haven’t had many mistakes, doesn’t mean its time to start having them now.” Gene said proudly.


“You too Gene, take care of the boss!” Kali said.


“I will, don’t you worry Miss Rhinehold.”


“All aboard!” A Conductor let out down the way.


They both entered the train from the rear.  Peering into one of the rooms, Kali could see plush red seats that matched their dresses.  Kara was wearing her blue dress while Kali wore a purple one.  They both searched for their room.  The stub read room 112B.


They could hear the train blowing its whistle as they walked down the isle.  The red carpet matched the tapestries on the walls.  The smell of old wood filled their noses as they approached their destination.  


“Here it is.” Said Kali.  “Not to bad now is it?”


“I like the way it looks Kali, I just hope we get there soon.”


Kali was the first to enter the French doors that guarded the room.  There we initials above the entrance marked LM for Landstuhl Main.  Inside she found two seats facing each other on either side of the room.  They were both red-laced seats with large black LM letters stitched in the middle.  Centered between both seats was a wooden table.  Several years of use brought numerous scuffs and scratches engrained in the wood.


Minutes later they heard a knocking on the door.  Kali opened it to find a young man in a red suit come to take their tickets.  He had an energetic look to him.  His strong German accent protruded from his mouth.


“Welcome to Landstuhl Main ladies! Tickets please!”


Kara handed her stamped ticket to Kali.  Kali turned to her left to give their benefactor his reward.  He smiled afterwards and concluded.


“Thanks ladies.   Have a good trip!”  He closed the door silently and carried on with his duties.


Kara sat gazing out at the passing area.  She envisioned herself looking back at the train from one of the buildings.  She could see the thick ghastly smoke coming from the lead engine.  All the people in the streets were turned to face the sounding whistle as it passed by.  All on the train were looking back with stone faces showing little upheaval.  


Feeling time slip away slowly she started to shift her mind into an imaginary dream state.  Picturing herself in a train bound for Auschwitz, she could smell the entrails of its captive passengers.  An old woman lied almost dead at her feet gasping for air.  


“Please, help me!” The old woman cried out in pain.


“I can’t help you.  I’m sorry.” Kara surged. 



“Please!  You must!  My son is here too.  Please watch over him!  He must survive to tell the tale!”


Kara turned to her right to view the burnt face of teenager screaming in pain.  His voice was raging through her soul like a hellfire fury.  The boy’s clothes were in shambles.  His shirt was covered by a substantial amount of chunky, blood stained pieces.  Down the middle of his blue shirt were several different kinds of mucous entrails.  Still he was screaming from a wound that had been inflicted in his lower right leg.  


“Momma!!  I need you Momma!  Don’t leave me!  Somebody help us!  Please!”


Kara looked all around her and estimated 30 people were all yelling at her from the wooden box they were trapped in.  They were all moving toward her, grasping and moaning for aid.  She was becoming dizzy now, no longer able to maintain her balance; Kara fell and passed out on the train floor.  


“Wake up Kara!  Wake up!” Kali’s voice sounded.


Kara slowly opened her eyes and peered upon a concerned friendly face.  Her head was pounding with the voices from her dream.  A cold sweat had come upon her while she was asleep.  She tried to speak but soon realized her stomach would not permit her to do so.


“You were screaming Kara.  You had kept on yelling I can’t help you I can’t help you.  Just rest for a moment and then you can try to talk.”


Rising to a sitting position with her back upon the chair, she started telling Kali everything she had dreamt about.  The screaming, blood and stench were among the highlights of the story.  Kali looked back in awe.


“I never knew you had such a vivid imagination Kara.  I doubt it will be that bad. You know things are always exaggerated in dreams.  It will almost certainly be all right now.  I wouldn’t worry too much about it.  You’ve got me and that’s a lot more than most people.”


“I don’t feel so good Kali.  I’m going to see if I can lie down for a while longer before we get there.  Maybe these feelings will pass quickly.”


“Ok, we have another hour before we get there.   I will wake you when we get there.”


“Thanks.”

Loud and long went the horn as they entered the station.  Kara had finally got some decent sleep.  The trip had been a long one, but she felt much better because of it.  

“How did you sleep?” Kali asked.

“Very well,” Said Kara. “I don’t think I’ve slept like this since before the assignment.”

“You’re going to need your strength.”  


Kara nodded as they exited the train.  The station they were at looked like the one back in Landstuhl.  There was something different about this station though.  There was a satire of enlightened welfare around.  Surely the occupants of the station had money, but no taste.  The dullness of the military uniforms was promoted about with great numbers.  Everywhere she turned she saw green uniforms.  

“Right this way Miss Rhinehold.” A voice started.

“Mike Burns?” Kara implied.

“All day and all night Ma’am.” Mike replied.  “What do you say we get underway?  Let me take your bags please.”  His hand brushed up against Kali’s as he took the bag.  This sent chills down her spine as she could feel the muscles and strength running through him.

“Right this way.  I have a conveyance waiting for us.  Forgive me for a lack of comfort, but it’s the only way we’ve been able to evade the locals successfully.”

As the merry group exited the station they saw a short green jeep.  The markings U.S. Army had faded while the jeep looked as it had many years of use.  

“Just toss your things in the trunk there.  It’s going to be a bumpy ride.  I suggest you use your seatbelts.  You never know what we could come over.  One thing we know for sure though, whatever they can throw at use, we can take.”


They took off down the road away from the station.  The low roar of the engine excited Kara as she gazed over the passing surroundings. The sun was directly above them now.  Assembly lines of droplets were popping off of their heads.  Truly it had gotten hotter since they had left in the morning.  

“What I wouldn’t do to be back at the café.” She thought to herself.  She had always eaten there with plenty of refreshments.  Kara imagined Pierre walking around aimlessly outside awaiting for her irreplaceable smile.                 
Sighing deeply brought her back to her quickening reality of baking heat drenched in sticky sweat.  She knew that her life was going to be temporarily suspended pending the outcome of the following events.  Still she pictured herself on the end tier of the event.  She viewed thoughts of shaking Mikhail’s hand after completing the mission.  She entertained the idea that an office to her wouldn’t be such a bad idea.  She had always envied the nameplate on the front of Mikhail’s door.

~

“Almost there.” Burns called out.  “Be sure not to make any enemies while you are here.  Most agents don’t take well to sarcasm and open ideas.  They want the war and nothing else.”  

“Thanks for the warning Mike.” Kara said.

“From here on in its Sergeant Burns, ok?  Time to start working on your values.  Remember, strong values make a strong soldier.”

“Yes Sergeant!” Kali Sounded.


Ahead of them lay a big blue bridge.  As they drove over this metal monster, Kara peered down into the river below.  She could see movement in the water like bodies of some sort.  They were wearing black gear with webbed feet.  There were so many of them!  She imagined that they were all swimming down the river back to Cologne.  A strong feeling in her stomach came over her like she didn’t belong here.  She sighed and looked up at the sign in front of them.  It read: 

“  CAMP STEINBERG

  LTC Ronald Snyder   

      SGM Thomas Payne  ”

“Welcome to Camp Steinberg.” He announced.  “I will drop you off at your quarters.  The rest of the night is yours to pound around and find out where everything is.  You will find appropriate attire for the formation tomorrow at 0600.  Be there at least 10 minutes prior.  There is no tolerance for late agents to formations.  Rules are posted and strictly enforced.  Please remember that you are guests at our beloved post.  Training will be terminated for those that cannot pick up the slack.  Any questions?”

“Will there be any liberty passes during the training?” Kara Said.

“Only when explicitly authorized by facility personnel.  Any questions?”  Burns waited.  There was no response.  “Then I will see you agents tomorrow at 0550.”

Kara and Kali quickly exited the jeep and got their things from the rear.  Where they were located was well within the limits of the post.  There was a log cabin in front of them.  It looked as if it had never been used.  The sidewalk was clear of debris and the door handle gleamed from the way the light hit it.  A bright light shinning on a little brass knob.  

    Opening the door they revealed bunk beds with green mattresses.  There were white spreads with green blankets on top of them.  There was an eerie look to the room without any of the beds made.  The room was to say the least spotless, but the warmth had been sucked out.  Behind the blankets and sheets black packs lied out.  It too had been stripped of its belongings.  There were clothes, hygiene products and camping gear beside it.  It struck Kara with awe that such a dull effect would be used to deteriorate their agents’ abilities.  She knew she would have a difficult time negotiating the course, but now that she was there she felt more relaxed.  
