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 This time it was harder. It took me a while to come back to the surface, but 

when I did I burst back into this reality, drawing in a deep breath as if I had just been 

drowning. 

 ‘What did I just witness?’ I asked heavily out of breath. 

  ‘Genesis. That was Genesis Hugo. You were witness to the imbuing of 

mankind, the moment when humanity could clearly distinguish itself from the 

animals, when we became consciously human.’  

 ‘By what?’ 

 ‘A collective human soul, it doesn’t matter where it came from, what does 

matter is in that pivotal moment, the collective human soul was spread out upon the 

observers, but back then there wouldn’t have been too many people there. But as 

we’ve reproduced and spread across the planet, the ‘collective human soul’ has 

been thinned. I mean how many people are on the planet now?’ He paused, at first I 

thought he was just getting his breath but it was apparent he wanted me to answer. 

 ‘I don’t know like six billion?’ 

 ‘Exactly, imagine how rare a perfect soul is in these times. Most of the 

greatest minds in history throughout time have had perfect souls. Martin Luther King, 

Ghandi, they had them and then there are the rare normal folk like me and you, we 

have them. Then of course there are people with no souls. I visited a prison once, for 

research, and I’m sure you can guess what I found.’ 

 ‘Wait, hang on. How can you expect me to believe all this?’ 

 How could he expect me to believe I had gone all the way back to Genesis? 

But I can’t deny I believed him, not one part of me wanted to declare him mad, to get 

up and leave, I was intrigued, and he could tell. It was the only thing that explained 

what I had felt in that moment when the sky darkened, the moment when I was filled 

with warmth. Then the sun came back and everything was just…different. 

 ‘There is something else you need to see, I’m sending you back again.’ 

 ‘When? Today?’ 

 Richard nodded. I didn’t think I could handle it but he assured me I would be 

fine, there was something he wanted me to see to complete my understanding of 

what he was telling me. 
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*** 

 

Arne sat alone in his room at his writing desk. The walls of his room were covered in 

posters that his father brought home for him. ‘Hitlerjugend’ they read. Hitlerjugend. 

Hitlerjugend. All over, covered from the floor to the ceiling, Arne’s role model was 

Adolf Hitler, it was only another couple of years before he could join the HJ and he 

couldn’t wait. 

 Tomorrow Adolf Hitler would be driving through Berlin to gain awareness for 

the speech he was due to perform later in the evening. That was the good thing 

about Hitler; he wasn’t scared to show his face. He loved his people and for the most 

part they loved him, and if they didn’t love him they at least respected him.  

 Arne finished his drawing and took it over to a space on the wall and put it up. 

Taking a step back he appraised his work, he had took his favourite elements from 

the Hitlerjugend posters and created his own. 

  

*** 

 Arne woke up very early the next morning, excitement filling him. Today he 

would get to see Adolf Hitler in person for the first time in his life and he could not 

wait. He sat in his room reading until he heard his mother waking up to start the 

chores of the day and he went down to breakfast. 

 ‘Hitler will be coming through the city today mother.’ 

 ‘Eat your food dear.’ 

 ‘There’s going to be a parade before he comes through.’ 

 ‘Do you have any clothes in your room that need washing love?’ 

 ‘A marching band will go before him signalling his arrival, it will be so fun.’ 

 ‘Arne, seriously now, your food will go cold.’ 

 ‘When can we go down? I don’t want to be stuck at the back of the crowd.’ 

 Arne’s mother sighed, putting down the clothes basket on the table, ‘Arne, you 

know I hate crowds. It will be shown on the television, I don’t have enough time to 

take you down and your father will be working until late this evening.’ 

 Arne’s face dropped, he felt like crying, like screaming at his mother. He had 

been looking forward to this. 

 ‘Well I’ll go on my own then.’ 
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 ‘No you will not and that is the end of it.’ 

 Arne got up and stormed off to his room. He was 10 years old, he wasn’t a 

säugling anymore. He would go to the parade whether his mother liked it or not. He 

got dressed and picked up his coat, slinging it over his arm. Arne’s room looked out 

over the back garden and he sat on his windowsill keeping watch. After what felt like 

an infinite amount of time his patience was rewarded when his mother entered the 

garden to hang the washing out to dry in the cool November air. 

 Arne left with haste, quietly he went down the stairs and when he got to the 

front door he eased it open and slipped away. As soon as he was free from view of 

the house his hurried pace turned into a flat out run. He was putting as much 

distance as possible between himself and his mother so she couldn’t bring him back.   

After about five minutes he slowed down and eventually stopped and leant 

against the trunk of the tree in the park he’d ran into. Arne was in pretty good shape 

but he wasn’t the best runner. Slowly he got his breath back and set off again. 

 Eventually he got closer to the city centre, he could hear cheering and noise 

in the distance but to him it sounded like it was coming from all sides. Arne had only 

ever been into the city centre with his mother and he never paid attention to the 

journey just following his mother, but when he set off he was so sure he knew the 

way. He quickly admitted to himself he was lost, he wandered around for at least half 

an hour and eventually he began to hear the noise of the crowds louder and louder. 

 His excitement boiled up again and he couldn’t hold on any longer. He started 

to run again, turning this way and that but somewhere along the way he must have 

taken a wrong turn because the sound of the crowd seemed to grow distant. Worry 

started to worm its way into Arne’s head. Not only would he not be able to find his 

way to the parade now, but he wouldn’t be able to find his way home either. 

 But then in the distance a family of five left their small terraced house a few 

blocks away, and Arne assumed instantly that they would be heading to the parade. 

They had adults with them: they would surely know the way. He ran after them 

stepping into the road and nearly got hit by a truck. The driver leant out and yelled 

something at Arne, a look of rage on his face, but he ignored it and carried on 

running. 

 ‘Excuse me?’ he asked as the family. 

 ‘Yes?’ the father of the family snapped. 
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Arne chose to ignore the blunt answer and politely asked, ‘Are you going to 

the parade?’ 

‘No we are not. We’re going to a relative’s.’ 

‘Oh.’ Arne looked lost and didn’t know what to say next. The family started to 

walk again but as they did he burst out with, ‘please you have to help me, I’m lost.’ 

‘Give the poor lad directions,’ the mother whispered. 

The father of the family gave Arne directions to the parade and it turned out 

he wasn’t as lost as he thought, just a ten minute walk. He drew closer to the main 

street and the crowd got louder and louder, he turned the corner into an alleyway 

and went down the alley and suddenly he was in the midst of the crowd, they 

seemed to almost spring up out of nowhere. It was positively overwhelming. 

Noise surrounded him on all sides, a sea of colours and he was drowning in 

the depths of peoples pant legs. Everyone was a giant and he was an insignificant 

child. The suddenness of the people took a while to drain from him but when it finally 

did he overcame the choking sense of claustrophobia and broke free of the crowd 

and ended up at the barriers. 

Arne climbed up onto the barrier and peered left and right to see what he had 

missed, to see if he had missed Adolf Hitler, his leader, his idol. At first he couldn’t 

see past the marching entourage but eventually he saw in the distance a slow 

moving vehicle. It gradually grew larger and larger until eventually you could start 

seeing details. The armoured Mercedes glistened in the afternoon sun, clearly 

having been polished for the ceremony. The huge headlamps protruded from the 

wheel arches like eyes. It was a magnificent limousine and what interested Arne 

most was one of its occupants. Adolf Hitler. In the flesh. 

Arne had only ever seen the flickering black and white images on the 

television before, and that grainy picture did nothing to promote the air of power that 

almost exuded from Adolf. The car drew closer and closer and Arne’s excitement 

built and built. And then the strangest thing happened. 

Hitler’s car was drawing up to Arne’s position and as it came parallel with 

Arne, Adolf looked out, sweeping the crowd with a wave, and the crowd as one, 

saluted, arm in the air at an angle. Arne joined in with the salute, but his arm faltered 

and dropped to his side as he locked eyes with Adolf Hitler.  
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Something shone deep within Adolf’s eyes. Arne had never noticed it before 

in any of the images on the posters or on the television set. Hitler’s stare was 

captivating, and something shone out. 

*** 

Arne may not know what he had seen, but I did and it shocked me to my core, 

how can a monster, someone that evil have a perfect soul? 

‘Think about it, as a child he would have been an innocent kid. Little Adolf 

running around. Now imagine he began to recognise the souls of people, even if he 

had no idea what it meant consciously. Think how much it would corrupt someone if 

they were abused or hurt in some way. And the abuser had no soul. Imagine what 

that would do to someone?’ 

I could see what he was trying to say, but I didn’t want to believe it. ‘Hitler was 

a murderer, a butcher!’ 

‘I agree, he was all of those things. But a butcher with a soul? I can believe 

that.’ Richard replied. 

That night I went home and couldn’t help but run that conversation through my 

head, and it is from home I now write this note. A knock came at the door and I put 

my pen down and felt a hand on my shoulder. 

‘Don’t work yourself too hard Dad.’ 

‘I won’t.’ I said as I turned and looked into the dark, soulless eyes of my Son. 


