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        INTERVIEW PT 1

      

    


    
      DETECTIVE: I realize you’re still upset, Cindy, and that’s perfectly understandable. But I need to ask you some questions, that okay?


      WITNESS: Sure.


      DETECTIVE: Great. Now, there are many ways to begin an interview like this. If you were to ask ten of my colleagues how they’d do it, you’d get ten different answers. Here’s the way I like to approach things. I always ask the most important question first. Then we’ll go through everything methodically. And by the end, we’ll return to that question. Revisit it, if you like. Sound all right with you?


      WITNESS: Sounds fine.


      DETECTIVE: So, here’s that question. Why did he spare you?


      WITNESS: (...) I’m sorry, I’m not sure I understand?


      DETECTIVE: Let me clarify. Out of all the people that Franz Hagen killed yesterday, why did he go out of his way to make sure you weren’t harmed? What made you so special in his eyes, that … sorry, bad phrasing. Why were you so special to him, that he decided you, the only one out of eighteen people, should live to tell?


      WITNESS: No, I understand the question, it’s just … I’m not sure I agree.


      DETECTIVE: Agree with what?


      WITNESS: The part about him killing people. He’s not a murderer.


      DETECTIVE: You still think Franz had nothing to do with what happened? After everything you’ve seen?


      WITNESS: Yes, well … I mean … he’s just not like that.


      DETECTIVE: If I were to ask any of your late colleagues, would they agree, you think?


      WITNESS: I can’t speak for them.


      DETECTIVE: No, of course not. Do you understand how this looks from my side of the desk, then?


      WITNESS: I do, it’s just ... Look, I’ve known Franz for years. He might seem … reclusive, but … he’s gentle.


      DETECTIVE: What was the nature of your relationship?


      WITNESS: There was no relationship.


      DETECTIVE: Didn’t you see each other outside of work?


      WITNESS: Well, yes, once in a while. Is that illegal?


      DETECTIVE: Was it ever in any kind of private setting? Intimate, perhaps?


      WITNESS: Are you asking if we had sex?


      DETECTIVE: I’m asking if you were dating.


      WITNESS: That’s a definite no.


      DETECTIVE: And the sex question? That a definite no too?


      WITNESS: (…) Is this really relevant? I thought we were gonna talk about the accident.


      DETECTIVE: Like I said, we’re doing this in the right order. I’d like to establish to what degree you and Franz knew each other first.


      WITNESS: Well, I’ve known him for … four, no, five years. Ever since I began working at the lab.


      DETECTIVE: Did you know he has a son?


      WITNESS: (...) No.


      DETECTIVE: He does. A teenager from a previous relationship. Fritz Hagen.


      WITNESS: Oh.


      DETECTIVE: So there were things he didn’t share with you, apparently.


      WITNESS: I’m sure he felt it was private.


      DETECTIVE: All I’m saying is, you might not know him as well as you thought you did. So how did you get the job at the lab?


      WITNESS: I applied for it.


      DETECTIVE: Where were you working before?


      WITNESS: A medical firm in Odense.


      DETECTIVE: Were there any kind of admission requirements to get the job at the lab? A test you had to pass, perhaps?


      WITNESS: Not that I recall, no.


      DETECTIVE: Did you have to sign a declaration of confidentiality?


      WITNESS: What? No, why would …? Look, I don’t know what you think this job entailed, but it wasn’t some kind of evil corporation.


      DETECTIVE: No?


      WITNESS: No. I mean, that’s absurd. We didn’t make secret weapons or anything.


      DETECTIVE: What did you make, then? Because, honestly, I’m still trying to figure that one out.


      WITNESS: We didn’t make anything. We collected data. Conducted research.


      DETECTIVE: Data and research on what?


      WITNESS: That’s … difficult to answer.


      DETECTIVE: You’re telling me. The closest I’ve gotten is ... let me read this to you ... “exploration and analysis of different interstellar and multidimensional objects utilizing quantum mechanics and nuclear reactions.” But it almost seems to me like your employers wanted to keep it a secret exactly what was going on.


      WITNESS: That’s not accurate. Everything we did was completely legal and above board. We had regular control visits from the government and … and that’s another thing I wanted to ask you about …


      DETECTIVE: Sure, shoot?


      WITNESS: Why am I talking to the NS now? I mean, what does this have to do with national security?


      DETECTIVE: That’s a good question, Cindy. Apparently, some people higher up thought this attack qualified as a potential threat to our country’s safety and stability.


      WITNESS: Attack? Is that what you think this is?


      DETECTIVE: At this point, I don’t think anything.


      WITNESS: So, Franz is a terrorist now?


      DETECTIVE: It’s interesting you’d pick that word. In your opinion, was what happened an act of terrorism?


      WITNESS: I have no idea. Just like you, I’m still not sure what happened. Isn’t it your job to figure that out?


      DETECTIVE: We’re getting there. Since you’re the only surviving witness, you can see why we’re very interested in talking with you. Hearing your guess as to what happened.


      WITNESS: Well, I mean, couldn’t it all just be a mistake? A malfunction somewhere? A human error or whatever?


      DETECTIVE: I suppose. Honestly, I have no idea how these things work. Nuclear fusion and …


      WITNESS: Fission.


      DETECTIVE: Excuse me?


      WITNESS: Technically, it’s nuclear fission.


      DETECTIVE: Oh. Right. And what was that other thing? … Quantum mechanics. I’m certainly not a scientist, Cindy. So you tell me, could it have been a simple malfunction that caused this whole operation to collapse?


      WITNESS: I’m not exactly a scientist either.


      DETECTIVE: Says here you’re a lab technician. Doesn’t that count?


      WITNESS: (Scoffs) That just means I can shake test tubes and turn on Bunsen burners. I have no idea what we are actually—what we were actually doing at the lab. None of us did. Not even the people with higher security clearance.


      DETECTIVE: But how is that possible? To work in a place for several years, to punch in every morning, to work hard on a project that you basically have no idea about? Please explain that to me.


      WITNESS: It’s really not that different from a lot of other jobs. Does a bricklayer understand the complexity of the building he’s making? Can every gardener explain the natural processes going on in the plants? I simply don’t know what the overall goal with the project was. I just focused on doing my part.


      DETECTIVE: Which was?


      WITNESS: The chemical components.


      DETECTIVE: Can you be more specific?


      WITNESS: (Sighs) I can, but you won’t understand what I’m saying.


      DETECTIVE: Please try in words I can understand, then.


      WITNESS: Well, my task was to rarify the alloys to a point where the molecular structure didn’t—


      DETECTIVE: Sorry, you already lost me.


      WITNESS: (…) I worked with radioactive metals.


      DETECTIVE: Like plutonium?


      WITNESS: Uranium and thorium mostly.


      DETECTIVE: And what did you do with these metals?


      WITNESS: I made sure they were kept stable.


      DETECTIVE: Sounds like a risky job.


      WITNESS: Not at all. The amounts I worked with were a fraction of what you find in a small nuclear power plant. It was barely enough to cause cancer, even if I hadn’t taken all the proper precautions, which I did. Besides, there were so many safety procedures in place, nothing could go wrong.


      DETECTIVE: And yet it did.


      WITNESS: Not in my department. This wasn’t a nuclear explosion, I hope that much is clear to your people?


      DETECTIVE: Yes, I realize they didn’t find any radioactive … what’s the word, fallout?


      WITNESS: Exactly. Like I said, nothing went wrong in my department. Whatever it was, it happened somewhere else.


      DETECTIVE: Was it in Franz’s department, then?


      WITNESS: (…) I wouldn’t know, but I find it highly unlikely.


      DETECTIVE: All right. Let’s talk about Franz’s job then. What was his responsibility?


      WITNESS: (Deep breath) Franz handled iodine, bromine, silver salts like that. Light-sensitive crystals. That much I know.


      DETECTIVE: And I don’t suppose you know what his task was, speaking in a broader sense?


      WITNESS: Actually, I did. Well, part of it, at least. He developed imagery.


      DETECTIVE: Oh. Do you mean photography?


      WITNESS: No, I’m not talking about that kind of images. The objects he was looking for couldn’t be captured with regular equipment.


      DETECTIVE: And what might those objects be?


      WITNESS: I don’t know, specifically. But stands to reason, it must’ve been something with zero hemispherical reflection.


      DETECTIVE: Meaning?


      WITNESS: Something that doesn’t reflect light back at all.


      DETECTIVE: Uh-huh. So would these objects be visible with the naked eye?


      WITNESS: Probably not. I guess it depends on the distance and the background and other factors.


      DETECTIVE: I see (…) Something’s starting to make sense to me now, Cindy. I’ve been wondering, how would a blind person get a job like this? But Franz’s disability wasn’t really in the way, was it? If he was working with invisible things.


      WITNESS: No. In fact, I’d say it was an advantage.


      DETECTIVE: Interesting. You know, something else is falling into place now. I’m not sure if you know this, Cindy, but we were able to recover and decrypt a file that has details about your profiles. Yours, Franz’s, and everyone else who worked there.


      WITNESS: (...) Really?


      DETECTIVE: Yes. Seems like there had been very careful deliberations before hiring any of you. We still need to look over the profiles some more, but we immediately noticed a few obvious commonalities. Such as how you’re all loners. Hope you don’t mind me using that expression?


      WITNESS: Not at all.


      DETECTIVE: You don’t have any close family, and neither did any of your colleagues. You’re all very introverted, all very private people. One might go as far as calling you socially isolated.


      WITNESS: Those sound more like common traits for the type of people doing this kind of work.


      DETECTIVE: Maybe, but it gets more specific. You all in one way or another were unable or very unlikely to talk about your job. Did you ever consider the fact that two of your colleagues were deaf? One mute and one blind person. Three had been diagnosed as autistics, one leaning towards savant.


      WITNESS: I’m not exactly sure what you’re driving at, Agent Nygaard, but—


      DETECTIVE: I’m driving at the fact that your employers went to great lengths not only to keep what they were doing a secret, but also keep the fact that it was a secret a secret. You follow?


      WITNESS: I do, but … I think that’s a bit paranoid.


      DETECTIVE: Well, if there’s one thing I’m good at, Cindy, it’s recognizing motives. Plans. Non-random patterns. And these profiles, they scream “non-random” at me.


      WITNESS: Okay, so we were carefully selected. I don’t see how that’s different from any other workplace?


      DETECTIVE: But this was not any other workplace, was it, Cindy?


      WITNESS: I wouldn’t kno—


      DETECTIVE: You weren’t making cars or toys or medicine, were you, Cindy?


      WITNESS: (...)


      DETECTIVE: What were you making, Cindy?


      WITNESS: I told you, research.


      DETECTIVE: Research of what?


      WITNESS: I don’t know.


      DETECTIVE: Take a wild guess. What do you use a nuclear reactor for?


      WITNESS: Tons of things. Could be anything from—


      DETECTIVE: Please stop wasting my time, Cindy. Radioactive metals, light-sensitive imagery, objects that aren’t visible, quantum mechanics … what were you doing?


      WITNESS: I don’t know.


      DETECTIVE: I don’t believe you. I don’t believe you don’t at least have a vague notion. Help me understand why seventeen people had to die, Cindy.


      WITNESS: Don’t put that on me. I didn’t—


      DETECTIVE: No, you didn’t kill them. But you sure aren’t helping me figuring out who or what did, either. Tell me, Cindy, what were you making at that place?


      WITNESS: (…)


      DETECTIVE: You look like you’re in two minds, Cindy.


      WITNESS: Can we turn off the recording please?


      DETECTIVE: I’m afraid not. Not unless you want to take a break.


      WITNESS: No, it’s just … I’m not sure I’m allowed to say this.


      DETECTIVE: Like I told you, this is one hundred percent confidential. It will never reach anyone other than me and my colleagues. It’s not like you need to worry about losing your job anyway. Besides, as you may have heard, your employers seem to have left the country without a trace. We haven’t been able to find a single one of them as of yet.


      WITNESS: (...) Okay, listen …


      DETECTIVE: I’m listening?


      WITNESS: (Sighs) We weren’t told not to speak of our work, but … we all knew we shouldn’t. Anyone who did, they’d get the slip the next day. Somehow, they’d always know. I didn’t feel like they were watching me or anything. They were always friendly. The pay was excellent. Benefits, everything. Honestly, it’s the best work environment I’ve ever been in.


      DETECTIVE: They went to great lengths to ensure you were happy with your job.


      WITNESS: Yes, I suppose so. The only thing is … if we asked any questions, or if we became interested in what any of the others were doing … if we spoke to anyone outside of work about what we did … we’d be fired without warning.


      DETECTIVE: This didn’t seem odd to you?


      WITNESS: To begin with, I figured they just didn’t want information to slip out and reach any competitors.


      DETECTIVE: And later on?


      WITNESS: Later on, after I’d been there for a couple of years, I started to suspect they had different reasons for being so cagey. Like I said, I feel certain we didn’t do anything illegal. I don’t even think what we did was dangerous in any way …


      DETECTIVE: Then what?


      WITNESS: (…) It was somehow … weird.


      DETECTIVE: Weird in what way?


      WITNESS: Unnatural. I suspect … I suspect they were trying to make portals.


      DETECTIVE: (…) Portals?


      WITNESS: Yes.


      DETECTIVE: You’ll have to give me more than that. What is a portal?


      WITNESS: An opening in the space time continuum.


      DETECTIVE: Danish, please, Cindy.


      WITNESS: (...) Ever heard of wormholes?


      DETECTIVE: Sure. My ex-wife has this old cabinet in the garage, and the wood is all—


      WITNESS: I’m not talking about that kind of wormhole. I’m talking about … tunnels spanning vast lengths of physical space using very little time. I’m talking about gateways that aren’t … that shouldn’t be usable under normal circumstances.


      DETECTIVE: Okay. I think I follow.


      WITNESS: It’s the only thing that makes sense to me. I think they were testing the waters. They had the photographs taken because that’s a lot less risky than sending anything through. They wanted to … find out what was on the other side, I guess.


      DETECTIVE: So you’re telling me they managed to find one of the … holes?


      WITNESS: They didn’t find it. They created it. I think that’s what the … nuclear reactor was for.


      DETECTIVE: I thought you said it wasn’t really that powerful? And now you’re telling me it punched a hole in space?


      WITNESS: It didn’t punch a hole, it … I don’t even know the words. What I do know is, in theory, it wouldn’t take much power. It’s a lot more to do with knowing the mechanics of it, having the right materials, and … a lot of testing.


      DETECTIVE: Which is what you guys have been doing for the last years?


      WITNESS: I believe so.


      DETECTIVE: And can you tell me why they wanted to create these portals?


      WITNESS: I think they wanted to send information.


      DETECTIVE: Send information where?


      WITNESS: Back in time, probably.


      DETECTIVE: What kind of information?


      WITNESS: Important breakthroughs in the medical field, for instance.


      DETECTIVE: Please clarify that.


      WITNESS: Okay, so ... imagine you could send an email to yourself ten years ago. What would you say to yourself? You’d probably give a heads-up of any kind of trouble that was to come. You’d try and help your past self steer clear, to give him the tools he needed.


      DETECTIVE: Makes sense, I guess.


      WITNESS: Now imagine you could send information back fifty or even a hundred years. And you could send it to whomever you wanted. The government, for instance. What would you warn them about? Global warming, probably. Any human conflicts that could have been avoided. Things like that. And just imagine what we know about cancer treatment now in comparison to a century ago. Think of all the death and pain we could erase from history if we could just tell doctors living back then how to treat the patients.


      DETECTIVE: I see why this would be appealing. But it’s all theory, of course.


      WITNESS: Anything is theory until someone makes it real. And I think they were getting close. I think they were just on the point of a breakthrough when ... the accident happened.


      DETECTIVE: Okay. Back to that. Are you aware that Franz was hearing voices?


      WITNESS: (...) You mean like ... a psychotic person?


      DETECTIVE: “Paranoid schizophrenia,” according to our initial medical evaluation.


      WITNESS: I ... well, I knew he was battling some demons, but I didn’t think it was anything that severe. Voices? Are you sure?


      DETECTIVE: Did you know he kept a recorded diary?


      WITNESS: No.


      DETECTIVE: Let me play you something from a couple of days ago ...
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      FRANZ HAGEN: It’s Monday today. Only two days to go. (Sharp exhale) I feel it all the time now. It’s like a thrumming inside my skull. In the body, too. Like the atmospheric pressure inside my cells are dialed up too high ... (Deep sigh) I’m glad it’s soon over. I can’t go on like this ... I spoke with her again today. It was nice ... No, I didn’t ... I said, I didn’t! I’ve never told her anything ... Because I enjoy her company. Is that so wrong? ... Have I ever given you reason to doubt where my loyalty lies? ... Yes, I told her that, but I was just paying lip service ... No, I don’t really feel that way ... Stop it. Stop asking me that ... Because it makes me angry, that’s why! ... (Heavy breathing, becomes gradually slower) ... Yes, it’s all in place. I just need to go back in tomorrow, and then I’ll call in sick on the day ... Just two more days now. I can’t wait for this to be over ...
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      DETECTIVE: So, Cindy. What do you make of that?


      WITNESS: (...) That ... can’t have been Franz.


      DETECTIVE: Didn’t it sound like him?


      WITNESS: Not really, no ... well, I mean, a little, but ...


      DETECTIVE: The recording has been authenticated. What you heard was Franz Hagen talking to someone only he could hear.


      WITNESS: How do you know? You weren’t there when he recorded it. How do you know someone else wasn’t in the room with him?


      DETECTIVE: There are no other voices in the recording. Like I said, we had it analyzed carefully.


      WITNESS: He could have been talking to someone on the phone. Maybe he had an ear piece.


      DETECTIVE: Come on, Cindy. You’ve been alone with this guy. You know he wasn’t right in the head.


      WITNESS: That’s a very disrespectful way of putting it. Franz had an awful upbringing. He was suffering.


      DETECTIVE: I’m not arguing that. I’m just interested in finding out what he did to cause all those people to die. After listening to this, are you still going to tell me he didn’t do it?


      WITNESS: (...)


      DETECTIVE: Cindy?


      WITNESS: (Trembling sigh) He lied.


      DETECTIVE: About what?


      WITNESS: What he said in the recording.


      DETECTIVE: Please don’t waste—


      WITNESS: I’m not. I’m saying, he lied to the voices. He did tell me about what was going on.


      DETECTIVE: Oh. I see. So it was you he referred to in the recording?


      WITNESS: Yes.


      DETECTIVE: And ... what exactly did he tell you?


      WITNESS: He called them ... (inaudible)


      DETECTIVE: I’m sorry, can you repeat that?


      WITNESS: He called them “blind gods.”


      DETECTIVE: Who? The voices?


      WITNESS: Yes ... (deep breath) ... Let me ... let me go back and tell you everything.


      DETECTIVE: Please do.


      WITNESS: (...) Because he’s blind, Franz can’t read or write normal letters. He uses braille or Morse code. He’s fluent in both. That’s how he did his work, too. All the information he needed, it was provided to him in one of these two ways. It was perfect, really. What came back was in sound, and he deciphered it with little difficulty. In fact, he—


      DETECTIVE: I’m sorry to interrupt, but I’m not following here. You say “what came back” ... what does that mean, exactly?


      WITNESS: I told you it wasn’t regular photography he was working with. He was sending out signals. Think echo-location. What came back was like an auditory map. His job was to listen for patterns, anything that made sense. He was like a code breaker, really.


      DETECTIVE: All right, I think I follow.


      WITNESS: So, he translated these sounds into meaningful images. It’s something a machine could never do. It would be like asking a calculator to tell you what Mona Lisa’s smile means. That’s why it had to be a human, and Franz has amazing hearing. He could pick out the patterns no one else could have caught.


      DETECTIVE: And what did he find?


      WITNESS: (...) He found ... what they were looking for, I guess. Openings. But ... he found more than that.


      DETECTIVE: Yes?


      WITNESS: I don’t know when it started, exactly. I think it was years ago. Those voices ... these “blind gods” ... they started talking to him through the code. They sent him brief, cryptic messages at first. Then they got more and more clear. Of course, Franz didn’t report any of this. He just stored the messages in his mind. He wasn’t sure it meant anything at first, and the voices were talking to him only. They told him things in confidence.


      DETECTIVE: I’m not exactly sure I understand. Were these voices real? Were they part of the actual information he got back? Or were they all in his head?


      WITNESS: I ... I honestly don’t know. Either could be true.


      DETECTIVE: All right, continue.


      WITNESS: From what he told me, he ... got more and more convinced that these “gods” had chosen him for a special task. He was supposed to carry out a job they couldn’t do themselves. It was something about them talking to him from another dimension. They tried for the longest time to “get through,” but they couldn’t. Not until they reached Franz. In him, they finally found their gatekeeper, so to speak. Someone who could open the door for them.


      DETECTIVE: I see. And that’s what they wanted, these possibly imaginary entities? To be let into our dimension?


      WITNESS: Yes, I believe so.


      DETECTIVE: Isn’t is curious how these voices he claimed to have gotten in contact with, that they were blind just like him?


      WITNESS: I guess so. Or maybe that was why they understood each other. They promised him ... they promised him that once his job was done, he would be able to see.


      DETECTIVE: Let me just ask you something here, Cindy. I’m struggling a little, because ... you knew what was happening. He confided in you all of this. The voices of someone who might not be real. A special task given to him. The job of killing a whole lot of people. Why didn’t you try and stop him? Talk him out of it?


      WITNESS: No, you’ve got it all wrong. I had no idea this was going to happen! And I don’t think Franz did, either. He never told me what he had to do, but he spoke about it like it was something completely harmless. A minor thing, something no one would even notice.


      DETECTIVE: Still, you suspected something wasn’t right. You should have at least warned someone, don’t you think? You could have easily gone to the authorities ...


      WITNESS: With what? I had no idea what was going to happen! You have to understand, all of this, it’s something he let me in on only recently. After we started ... becoming intimate, as you put it.


      DETECTIVE: So you were dating?


      WITNESS: When you played that recording ... it was very different from what he’d told me. I had no idea he was having outright conversations with these ... with whatever was talking to him. From what I understood, he would only pick up something very occasionally. And he himself wasn’t even sure it was real. That’s why he told me about it in the first place. He wanted my opinion. He felt he could trust me. He was afraid he was losing his mind. Please, you have to understand this. Franz was not a monster. He was the sweetest man ... he, he would never hurt anyone. When he started to suspect something was wrong with him, he sought help.


      DETECTIVE: Professionally?


      WITNESS: No, I just told you: He came to me. He couldn’t talk to anyone else, or he’d be fired. And besides losing his job, he’d also lose contact to those who were talking to him. Imagine just for a second, detective, that you were the one getting these messages from somewhere and someone you couldn’t discern. Imagine they told you that something very, very important had to happen, and you were not only the only person in the world who could understand them, you were also the only one who could make it happen. Plus, they would give you the gift of sight, something you’d been longing for your entire life.


      DETECTIVE: I’m sorry, but all of this sounds very suspicious to me. If this was me, I honestly don’t think I would have—


      WITNESS: It sounded suspicious to Franz too! That’s what I’m trying to tell you. He was in two minds all the time—quite literally. The part of him that was ... normal, for lack of a better word ... that’s the part that made him reach out.


      DETECTIVE: And the other part?


      WITNESS: That was ... the part you heard in the recording, I guess.


      DETECTIVE: This makes sense. It’s classic with psychotic criminals, really. They are often in conflict with themselves. They want to hurt someone and they don’t want to. They want to be caught and they want to get away with it. They’re proud of what they did and they hate themselves for it.


      WITNESS: I suppose ... that describes Franz pretty accurately. I just didn’t know he had ... I didn’t know how bad it’d gotten with him. How ... how sick he really was.


      DETECTIVE: And you also didn’t know what this “task” was, the one he claims to have received from the voices?


      WITNESS: No. Although ...


      DETECTIVE: Yes?


      WITNESS: He did mention one thing about it.


      DETECTIVE: Go on.


      WITNESS: He said that ... what he was supposed to do would change the world forever. It would ... oh, God, I can’t believe I’m saying this ...


      DETECTIVE: Take your time, Cindy.


      WITNESS: It’s just that ... it gives me chills just thinking about how he phrased it. God, you’re right ... I should have known something was wrong. I should have ... I should have told someone ...


      DETECTIVE: That’s all right, Cindy. Don’t worry about that now. Tell me what he told you.


      WITNESS: (Deep, trembling breath) He said they would come down from above, like angels of death.


      DETECTIVE: (...) Interesting. Let me play something else for you now, Cindy.
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      FRANZ HAGEN: (Yawns) Was a pretty normal day. I got off the bus by Home Depot on my way home, to pick up those new blinds for the bedroom I’ve been meaning to get for a long time. I didn’t feel like putting them up tonight, so I’ll probably do it on the weekend. Yeah, so. Made hot dogs for dinner. Threw out most of them. Appetite’s been spotty lately. Feel like I’m losing weight, but I don’t know. (Sighs) ... What else? ... (Sound of dog barking in background) ... Huh. Neighbor’s dog is at it again. I asked them nicely so many times to keep him in after six, but they don’t care, so ... I’m not even going to bother anymore. Guess I’ll just get used to it. Don’t get how that noise isn’t annoying to them. I mean, they must be— (Static. Silence) ... Yes ... (Voice has changed) ... Yes, I understand ... Six years, six months, six minutes. Got it. No, we don’t need to. I’ve got it all worked out ... Yes, I spoke with her again, but ... No, she won’t be a problem. How many times do I have to tell you? ... (Sighs) ... I’m not being snide, I’m just telling you how it is. You keep pushing me, and I already told you, she won’t get in the way ... Yes, I know. And I will prepare her ... Soon ... Soon, I said. When the time is right ... Because I need her to trust me, that’s why ... Yes, I know what I’m doing ... She has a role to play, too, remember? I need to make sure she does her part ... Yes, it’s necessary ... I know, I know I’m the only one. That’s why I don’t let her in on what’s really going down ... But I need her, I told you that already ... Look, we’ve been over this ... Because, once I’m gone, she’ll need to deliver the message ... You know ... to the authorities ... (Sighs) ... Listen, can we just not do this tonight? I’m tired ... (Silence) ... Okay ... All right ... One more time, and you’ll let me sleep. Deal? ... Great ... In six years, six months and six minutes, the portal will open, and you will enter this world ... (Static. Silence) ... Yeah, so ... (Voice has changed back again) ... Like I was saying, I’m going to give it a go with those blinds and hopefully it’ll help with the room temperature in the morning. I know I shouldn’t complain about having a bedroom facing east, but it does get very warm now that summer is approaching. And that’s another thing, they said on the radio the UV index is crazy, so I’ll probably buy some sunscreen tomorrow ...
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      DETECTIVE: So, what do you make of that, Cindy?


      WITNESS: It’s ... disturbing.


      DETECTIVE: Franz was clearly leading two different lives. He had two different agendas. Wouldn’t you agree?


      WITNESS: (Weakly) Sounded that way, yes.


      DETECTIVE: Now, he also said a few interesting things there. When he was being his ... secondary persona, let’s call it that ... he referred to a female several times. Any idea who that could have been?


      WITNESS: (...)


      DETECTIVE: Cindy?


      WITNESS: I guess it was me.


      DETECTIVE: Interesting. What makes you think that?


      WITNESS: (Sniffling)


      DETECTIVE: I know this isn’t exactly fun for you, Cindy. But we need to get to the bottom of it.


      WITNESS: No, I know. It’s just ... I can’t believe he was ... playing me like that.


      DETECTIVE: Are you referring to what he said about ... let me just read from the transcript here ... “That’s why I don’t let her in on what’s really going down” ...


      WITNESS: I still ... I still believe he didn’t mean for any of this to happen. You can hear it, when he’s not being that ... weird side of himself, he’s completely normal. I mean, he’s oblivious!


      DETECTIVE: That may be true. So what did he tell you, Cindy?


      WITNESS: About what?


      DETECTIVE: About what was going to “go down,” to use his own phrasing.


      WITNESS: I told you, nothing.


      DETECTIVE: Let me just read out these statements ... (clears throat) ... “I spoke with her again ... I will prepare her ... I need her to trust me ... She has a role to play, too ... She’ll need to deliver the message” ... Cindy, are you still going to sit there and tell me he didn’t share any of this with you?


      WITNESS: He didn’t, I swear.


      DETECTIVE: I know you saw him at least two times in a private setting during this weekend. What did you guys talk about?


      WITNESS: All ... kinds of stuff. I mean, the weather ... just, regular small talk.


      DETECTIVE: Can you mention anything specific?


      WITNESS: (Sighs) Let me think. Well, he told me about the blinds, he asked me if I liked them ... and, I told him I wanted to get one of those plastic greenhouses you keep in your window so I can grow some spices ...


      DETECTIVE: Did you discuss work?


      WITNESS: No.


      DETECTIVE: What about the message, Cindy? Did he give you that?


      WITNESS: No, how many times do I need to answer that? I have no message from him.


      DETECTIVE: Let’s say he didn’t tell you. Can you take a wild guess as to what the message might have been?


      WITNESS: I really wouldn’t know.


      DETECTIVE: Let’s talk about the incident, then. You stated in the initial debrief that your day began like any other?


      WITNESS: That’s right. I arrived a little before nine like I always do. I went to my station. No, actually, I went to the cantina first, got a cup of coffee. I hadn’t had my coffee yet.


      DETECTIVE: Do you normally drink your coffee at home?


      WITNESS: I do, yeah. But I was running a little late.


      DETECTIVE: What caused you to be running late?


      WITNESS: Traffic, I guess. No, wait ... I overslept. That almost never happens, but it did that day.


      DETECTIVE: Did you go to bed late?


      WITNESS: No, I went to bed at ten like I always do.


      DETECTIVE: And you slept in your own bed?


      WITNESS: Yes, of course.


      DETECTIVE: Alone?


      WITNESS: Yes!


      DETECTIVE: How’d you sleep?


      WITNESS: (...) Not that well. I had nightmares.


      DETECTIVE: About what?


      WITNESS: (...) I can’t ... remember. Something about ... eyes in the sky, I think. Like a giant face looking down at me. It’s very murky, I might not recall that right.


      DETECTIVE: And you saw Franz the day before? You went to his place?


      WITNESS: I did.


      DETECTIVE: You stayed over late, didn’t you?


      WITNESS: I wouldn’t say that. I told you, I was in bed by ten. We just had dinner and a glass of wine, and then I went home.


      DETECTIVE: At any point during the meal, did you notice anything strange about Franz?


      WITNESS: Strange, how?


      DETECTIVE: Did he act differently? Distracted? Remember, at this point, he must have had worked everything out and ready to go. From what I can gather of his plan, the only thing he thought he needed was to give you this message.


      WITNESS: I don’t know what to tell you, he was being himself the whole time.


      DETECTIVE: What about you?


      WITNESS: What about me?


      DETECTIVE: Did you feel like yourself the whole time?


      WITNESS: Of course I did. I mean ... I had a brief spell of dizziness right after the meal.


      DETECTIVE: Tell me more.


      WITNESS: There’s nothing more to tell. It was just one of those moments where the world spins around itself. It was over in half a minute or so.


      DETECTIVE: Could the wine have brought this on?


      WITNESS: (...) No.


      DETECTIVE: You look very thoughtful, Cindy.


      WITNESS: Yes, well ... it’s funny you should ask, because I remember thinking I only had one glass of the wine, and that wouldn’t have been enough for me to feel dizzy. I had just eaten, so my stomach wasn’t empty, either. And it was just a regular red wine.


      DETECTIVE: That’s interesting. What could have caused the spell then?


      WITNESS: I don’t know. It felt almost like vertigo, to be honest.


      DETECTIVE: Huh. But it subsided again?


      WITNESS: It did. I didn’t think any more of it.


      DETECTIVE: Right. Well, let’s get back to the next morning. After getting your coffee, you went to your station?


      WITNESS: I did. That’s when I ... that’s when I saw him ...


      DETECTIVE: For the record, “him” being your coworker, Steffen Holsten?


      WITNESS: Yes. He was ... dead. I ... I dropped my coffee. (Breath becomes uneven)


      DETECTIVE: I know it’s not pleasant, but can you describe what seems to have caused your coworker’s death?


      WITNESS: He, uhm ... he had his skull caved in. Like something heavy hit him.


      DETECTIVE: Like someone bashed him over the head with a blunt instrument?


      WITNESS: I’m ... not sure someone could have done that. It looked more like a big rock had fallen on him.


      DETECTIVE: But the building was intact, wasn’t it?


      WITNESS: It was, at least in this room.


      DETECTIVE: And there were no weapons or anything else lying around?


      WITNESS: I didn’t notice.


      DETECTIVE: Then you entered the ... what was it ... reactor room?


      WITNESS: Yes, that’s where ... we’re only allowed when they run one of the live tests.


      DETECTIVE: And why did you go in there?


      WITNESS: I saw the door was ajar. It couldn’t close, because ... well, there was an ... an arm lying on the floor ... oh, my God … (gasps for breath, sniffs)


      DETECTIVE: The arm had been torn off, hadn’t it?


      WITNESS: (Whimpering) Yes. It was ... it was a woman’s arm ... I could tell from the nail polish ...


      DETECTIVE: What did you see when you opened the door?


      WITNESS: I saw ... all of them.


      DETECTIVE: Your coworkers?


      WITNESS: I believe they were all there. I mean, I couldn’t tell for sure, because of the way they ... oh, dear God ... (breaks into sobbing)


      DETECTIVE: I realize this is painful, Cindy. You’re doing great. Just a few more questions. We’ll skip any graphic details. Just focus on what I’m asking you.


      WITNESS: (Sniveling) O-okay.


      DETECTIVE: Was anyone in there still alive at this point?


      WITNESS: No. I don’t believe so.


      DETECTIVE: What about the equipment, was it damaged?


      WITNESS: Yes. The reactor, it had broken down.


      DETECTIVE: How could you tell?


      WITNESS: It was smoking. Part of it was still burning. The metal was all sooty.


      DETECTIVE: What could have caused this?


      WITNESS: I have no idea. An overload, I guess. At least in theory.


      DETECTIVE: You said earlier there were strict safety procedures in place. Does this mean a reactor breakdown like this must have been caused by a manual override? Or by someone purposefully damaging or sabotaging it?


      WITNESS: (...) I suppose so, but ... I can’t see how that would—


      DETECTIVE: What else did you see in the reactor room, Cindy?


      WITNESS: Well, the roof was ... broken open. I could see the sky.


      DETECTIVE: And you said this looked to have been caused by some sort of explosion? Did it happen when the reactor broke down, you think?


      WITNESS: It could have been.


      DETECTIVE: You saw Franz too, didn’t you?


      WITNESS: (...)


      DETECTIVE: Didn’t you, Cindy? He was there?


      WITNESS: (Whispering) He was.


      DETECTIVE: What was he doing?


      WITNESS: He was ... he was typing something.


      DETECTIVE: You mean he was using the terminal connected to the reactor?


      WITNESS: Yes. His back was turned, but I ... I believe that was what he was doing.


      DETECTIVE: You stated earlier that Franz could only handle information in either braille or Morse code. Is that correct?


      WITNESS: Yes.


      DETECTIVE: Was this keyboard with braille letters?


      WITNESS: No, it ... it was a regular keyboard.


      DETECTIVE: So, how could Franz be typing on it? Much less, how could he see what was on the monitor?


      WITNESS: (...) He, uhm ... his eyes ... oh, God ...


      DETECTIVE: You saw his eyes?


      WITNESS: (Speaking very low) Yes, when I called for him, he ... he turned around ... I almost couldn’t recognize him ...


      DETECTIVE: How so?


      WITNESS: (Deep breath) Franz wasn’t blind anymore. He looked right at me. His eyes ... they were blue. Like the sky.


      DETECTIVE: Franz was born blind, Cindy.


      WITNESS: I know.


      DETECTIVE: He underwent gene therapy right after birth to try and fix it. It didn’t work. The doctors concluded nothing could help him.


      WITNESS: (...)


      DETECTIVE: What do you think made Franz able to see, Cindy?


      WITNESS: (Swallowing) I have no idea. I just know he saw me. For the first time. There was ... surprise in his eyes. But also warmth. Kindness.


      DETECTIVE: Did he say anything to you?


      WITNESS: (...)


      DETECTIVE: Cindy?


      WITNESS: He said ... that I wasn’t supposed to be there.


      DETECTIVE: What do you think that meant?


      WITNESS: That he didn’t ... want me to see any of it.


      DETECTIVE: So you agree this all looks an awful lot like Franz orchestrated the whole thing? He planned it all out, executed it, caused the reactor to blow up, killing everyone in the building, and on top of all of this, he drugged you the day before so you would sleep in and get to work too late to get in harm’s way. Because he needed you to deliver a message.


      WITNESS: What? No, that ... that’s insane.


      DETECTIVE: To me, it makes perfect sense. What’s the message, Cindy?


      WITNESS: I keep telling you, I don’t know! Don’t you think I would say if I did?


      DETECTIVE: Honestly, I think you’re still protecting him. I still think you don’t consider him guilty.


      WITNESS: I’m not ... sure anymore.


      DETECTIVE: What did he do after you confronted him?


      WITNESS: He turned and ran. That’s the last I saw of him.


      DETECTIVE: And that’s when you called for help?


      WITNESS: No, they just arrived. Someone nearby had seen the smoke.


      DETECTIVE: Do you have any idea where Franz Hagen might be now?


      WITNESS: No. Honestly, I don’t.


      DETECTIVE: And you pledge to the fact he’s made no attempt to contact you in any way?


      WITNESS: He hasn’t.


      DETECTIVE: (Deep breath) Well, we’ve reached the end of this interview, Cindy. And as you may recall, I said at the beginning I was going to ask you that first question one more time. Do you remember what it was?


      WITNESS: Sure. You asked me why he spared me.


      DETECTIVE: And what would be your answer now?


      WITNESS: (...) It’s simple. I saw it in his eyes. He spared me because … he loved me.


      (Knock on door, door opening)


      ASSISTANT: I’m sorry to interrupt, John.


      DETECITVE: No problem, Tom. We’re just wrapping up. What is it?


      ASSISTANT: They, uhm, just got back from tech. That last piece of the audio diary, remember? The one with the static parts?


      DETECTIVE: Yeah?


      ASSISTANT: It’s ... it’s a little weird.


      DETECTIVE: How so?


      ASSISTANT: Well, they believe they found someone else talking on the recording.


      DETECTIVE: Really?


      WITNESS: (Gasps) I told you. He wasn’t crazy!


      DETECTIVE: Did they get an ID of this second voice?


      ASSISTANT: That’s just the thing ... they, uhm ... they tried ... they have been trying all day, actually, but ... I don’t know, they said the recording must’ve been damaged somehow, because ... well, they can’t get it to match up. From what I understood, there’s no digital imprint of the voice. Like, at all. It’s like it shouldn’t be on there. But once they fiddled with it and dialed it up or whatever, they found ... I mean, you can clearly hear it.


      DETECTIVE: Okay, so ... what did the person say?


      ASSISTANT: I don’t think it was a person. At least, not one person. It sounds like there are many people talking over each other, it’s ... it’s hard to explain.


      DETECTIVE: You’re talking in riddles, Tom. Can you please just get to the point?


      ASSISTANT: I think it’s easier if you just had a listen.


      DETECTIVE: Sure. Play it.


      ASSISTANT: (Hesitantly) I’m not sure ... maybe you’d want to listen to this on your own to begin with?


      WITNESS: (Scoffs) He doesn’t want me to hear it. Because it probably proves that Franz wasn’t schizophrenic after all. That someone forced him to do it.


      ASSISTANT: No, that’s not it. It’s just ... a little disturbing to listen to, that’s all.


      DETECTIVE: I’m sure Ms. Andersen can handle it. Please, play the recording, Tom.
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      (Static)


      FRANZ HAGEN: He... hello? Is it you?


      (Pause, more static)


      FRANZ HAGEN: Are you here again? I can’t ... I can’t hear you ...


      (Static subsides)


      UNKNOWN: (Distantly) Close your eyes, Franz.


      FRANZ HAGEN: What?


      UNKNOWN: (Louder, more clearly) Close your eyes, Franz.


      FRANZ HAGEN: O-okay.


      UNKNOWN: Do you see?


      FRANZ HAGEN: I’m not sure what ... you want me to see?


      UNKNOWN: Concentrate, Franz.


      (Static, recording clicking, silence)


      FRANZ HAGEN: (Whispering) Yes ... Yes, I see them now ...


      UNKNOWN: Do you, Franz? Do you really? All of them?


      FRANZ HAGEN: Yes, clearly. I see her and ... there are two men there, also. A big buy. Somber face. Heavy heart. He’s a policeman, I think. And a skinny guy, standing by the door.


      UNKNOWN: Describe the room for us, Franz.


      FRANZ HAGEN: There’s not much there. A table. A few chairs. They’re seated in front of each other, her and the policeman.


      UNKNOWN: Do you know where we are, Franz?


      FRANZ HAGEN: At a precinct, I guess.


      UNKNOWN: And do you know when we are?


      FRANZ HAGEN: (...) A few days from now.


      UNKNOWN: That’s right. Now, about that message to the authorities ...


      FRANZ HAGEN: She will deliver it. I told you already. There’s no need to kill her. Please.


      UNKNOWN: Calm down, Franz. No need to get riled up just yet. We went over this. We just have to make sure the message gets through. You understand that, right?


      FRANZ HAGEN: Right, I ... I guess so.


      UNKNOWN: You’re all insignificant in this, Franz. You, her, everyone. You’re all specs of dust in the great infinite. You know that, don’t you? Or have you forgotten?


      FRANZ HAGEN: No. I understand.


      UNKNOWN: Please say it, then.


      FRANZ HAGEN: (Deep breath) We are nothing. None of us. We bow and tremble before you, our blind gods. You are almighty, your will is supreme and you will have your way.


      UNKNOWN: Exactly. And in our divine power, we have decided to give you ... what?


      FRANZ HAGEN: (Voice trembling) The gift of sight ...


      UNKNOWN: So long as you follow through with what’s expected of you.


      FRANZ HAGEN: (Whispers) I’ll do it.


      UNKNOWN: Good. Now, the message, Franz. Tell her, so she can show them.


      FRANZ HAGEN: (Hesitant) But ... how can she hear me? She’s in the future ...


      UNKNOWN: Time isn’t what it seems, Franz. You of all people should know that. Wasn’t it you who found us from beyond time and space?


      FRANZ HAGEN: Yes. All right ... the message is—


      UNKNOWN: Address her properly, Franz. Be polite.


      FRANZ HAGEN: Of course. (Swallows) Cindy ... I’m sorry for what had to happen. By now, you probably think I’m ... a monster ... I know you must have heard terrible things about me. I also hope you know they aren’t ... accurate.


      UNKNOWN: Careful now, Franz.


      FRANZ HAGEN: I’m just trying to explain it to her ... Please, Cindy ... I need you to do me one last favor ... I know I have no right to ask you this, but it’s very important ... it’s the only way I can make sure that you ... that no harm will come to you.


      UNKNOWN: Good, Franz. Now, the message.


      FRANZ HAGEN: Yes. Cindy, please tell the man sitting in front of you ... please tell him that exactly six months, six days and six minutes from the time of the incident, something else will take place. A world-wide event. It will be terrifying and awe-inspiring and glorious all at once. It will be the end and the beginning. It will turn everything upside down. Those who think they see the truth will see no more. And those who have been living in the dark will get to finally step into the light. And they will see, Cindy. They will see everything. I don’t know where you’ll be when it happens, but I hope you’ll be safe, Cindy. I really do. I wish I could be there with you, but—


      UNKNOWN: Wrap it up now, Franz.


      FRANZ HAGEN: All right. Cindy, please tell the policeman, that ... (brief static, voice morphs, becomes deeper) ... in six months, six days and six minutes ... (heavy breathing, voice doesn’t sound human anymore) ... the sky will break!


      (Recording ends abruptly)
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      DETECTIVE: All right. Was that all, Tom?


      ASSISTANT: It was. Damn, did you notice the lights blinking in here right at the end of it?


      DETECTIVE: Yeah, we should have someone change the bulbs. Now—


      ASSISTANT: And wasn’t it crazy what he described? I mean, it was like he saw this room, right?


      DETECTIVE: Thank you, Tom. Please leave us alone again. Now, Cindy ... Cindy?


      ASSISTANT: Hey, what happened to her?


      DETECTIVE: Cindy? Are you all right?


      (Sound of chair being pushed back)


      DETECTIVE: Cindy? Can you hear me?


      ASSISTANT: Shit, what’s going on with her? Why’s she just sitting there? What’s wrong with her eyes, man?


      DETECTIVE: Cindy? Please say something ... Talk to me!


      ASSISTANT: Is she ... is she blind?


      WITNESS: (Takes a raspy breath)


      DETECTIVE: I think she’s having a seizure of some kind. Go get help, Tom.


      ASSISTANT: Fuck, look at her skin. It’s turning all gray!


      DETECTIVE: Go get someone, damnit! Call the medics!


      ASSISTANT: Right!


      (Sound of door opening)


      ASSISTANT: (Distantly) Hey! Someone! Need a medic! Interrogation room 3! Hurry up!


      DETECTIVE: Cindy? Can you hear me? I’m going to lie you down on the floor now. Please, just stay calm. You’ll be all right, I promise ...


      WITNESS: (Inarticulate grunt)


      DETECTIVE: Just keep breathing, Cindy. I’m trying to help you. Cindy, let go of me. Let go, Cin—


      WITNESS: (Animalistic roar)


      DETECTIVE: (Choked) Damnit, Cindy ... Stop that!


      (Sounds of scuffle, table being pushed aside, thuds from bodies falling down)


      WITNESS: (Snarling, growling)


      (More grabbling, grunts of exertion, heavy breathing)


      ASSISTANT: All right, I called for a ... Fuck, John, what’s going on in here?!


      DETECTIVE: (Through clenched teeth) Help me, goddamnit! She’s trying to—she’s too strong, I can’t hold her off! (Cry of pain)


      ASSISTANT: Stop that! Stop biting him! Jesus! She’s gone insane!


      DETECTIVE: No! That’s my gun! Cindy, don’t—


      (Loud gunshot)


      ASSISTANT: (Cries out shrilly) I’m hit! I’m hit! Fuck, my arm!


      DETECTIVE: (Roars out)


      (Sounds of repeated punching)


      WITNESS: (Grunts with annoyance, snarls with anger)


      DETECTIVE #2: John! What the hell? Oh, my God ...


      DETECTIVE: Else! I’ve got her! (Panting) Find something to sedate her with! Now!


      DETECTIVE #2: Put down that gun!


      DETECTIVE: She can’t hear you! And I can’t hold her much longer! We need to—


      (Two loud gunshots)


      DETECTIVE: No! For Christ’s sake, Else! (Heaving for breath)


      (Sounds of struggling ends, animalistic grunts cease)


      DETECTIVE: Damnit, you shot her, Else ...


      (Voices in the background, shouting inaudibly, running footsteps)


      DETECTIVE #2: I had to, John ... she had your gun, she was going to ... oh, God ... you’re bleeding ...


      DETECTIVE: (Still out of breath) Yeah, she bit me ... Tom all right?


      DETECTIVE #2: I ... I have no idea, I just saw them take him away ... he was clutching his arm ... Holy hell, will you look at her face, John? What ... what happened? Did she take something? Poison, or ...?


      DETECTIVE: (Getting breath under control) No. I looked at her the entire time. We were listening to the recording, and suddenly she just ... Jesus Christ ... it was like she heard something that set her off ... I don’t know ... damnit, she got me good.


      DETECTIVE #2: You need to see a doctor, John. Come with me.


      (Footsteps leaving ... voices in the distant ... recording ends)


      
        ***


        
          Hope you enjoyed this prequel.


          If you haven’t begun the series yet, you can do so now via the link below.
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