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â€¦ Unfortunately I lived at a time
when girls were still girls â€¦
Â Â Â Â Â Â 
Amelia Earhart

Part I
Before the Storm
1
In 1933 an ex-convict with one testicle was catapulted to the leadership of the German people. He had been catapulted by his senile predecessors and at once set about transforming the lives of his nation's populace by providing uniforms and a new symbol. The senile predecessors wondered why their protÃ©gÃ©, Adolf Schicklgruber, ranted and raved.

Adolf became more widely known as Hitler and, as the Uniforms began their Master Plan to annihilate Jewish businesses, Friedrich Kranz became impotent. To the men at his flying club the fact that he was a great Austrian industrialist meant nothing when all had gathered under the shower taps. In recent days a ritual had developed. One by one they would file out, disgusted. On this particular day he knew his disfigurement, shared also by ancestors like their Saviour, had become a special feature. Soon he would be banned from these premises and more appropriate showering facilities would be arranged for his race by the Uniforms.

Rich, educated Jew: he could fly aeroplanes and he could make aeroplanes, but the man with one testicle had cut off his capabilities. In 1937, after four years of growing terror, he would travel away from his blonde wife and brown children, trusting the Uniforms to leave them unscathed.

Friedrich Kranz, too frightened to know his own sex any more, boarded one of his last remaining aircraft, hoping that England, of all places, would bring back his virility.

*

â€˜No-one wishes to confront a maniac. We put these people away from time to time. In Germany they become heads of state.'

Interruptions, all in condemnation, blurred the man's words.

â€˜Has any one still living ever seen the likes of his assortment of scum running a country?' Sir Henry Cobb was also ranting and raving.

In the Commons he had become known as Valerie Cobb's father, due to the activities of his unmarried daughter. She had set up an air joyride service and now lived in a hut with another woman on a circus caravan site in his Norfolk constituency. Polite folk felt ill at ease with his talk, and most people preferred listening to Neville Chamberlain and to Hitler's admirer Joe Kennedy.

â€˜In the space of one generation, we have lost a proportion of our male population fighting a race obsessed with Wagner.'

Gallery visitors half-listened and half-glanced at their newspapers, surreptitiously peering at the photograph of the disaster that had struck in America the afternoon before. Members of Parliament argued over Hindenburg's successor, and the press got excited about the doomed airship named after everyman's senile Wagnerian.

â€˜Does the Right Honourable Gentleman seriously consider the German people a threat?'

As laughter rang through the halls, Cobb felt the same tightening in his chest as during weekly rows with Valerie. He gave up.

â€˜Pinning your hopes on a war â€“ because your little girl wants to fly in it?' Tim Haydon, Member for Suffolk North,
made a ritual of grabbing Cobb after debate. He was a bachelor fascinated by others' manifestations of solitude. That Valerie shared her solitude with another woman meant she was alone. It had become somewhat of an obsession.
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