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                                      Prologue
                             Location: The Oval Office, New Washington D.C 

                             Time: 1436 Hrs 

                             Date: July 26th, 1944

          I woke up this morning thinking that today would be as normal as it could be expected despite what happened, but I was dead wrong. My name in Jefferson Pendensky, and I work as a supervisor for the N.Y.R.T (New York Reconstruction Team). When I got to work today, my assistant informed me that the night crew found something while digging out the remains of one of the old industrial districts. It turned out to be a journal, along with some bodies, and after looking through the journal, I was certain that it was important enough to get a conference with the new acting President. I hitched a ride with one of the surviving supply trucks and took a two day trip to New Washington D.C. I am here now, and after checking my identity, to make sure I’m not some Nazi on a suicide mission, I’ve been cleared for a meeting with the President.
         ‘’Mr. President?’’ 

  Yes?

  ‘’There is a Mr. Pendensky here to see you. He says he has something important that needs your attention.’’

   ’’ Fine, send him in.’’
I was filled with excitement and a good measure of awe. The President was a man of legend. It was he, and a small team, that took down a whole section of the German defenses that surrounded Washington, allowing the main Rebel army to take control of D.C, and allowed us to retake our freedom. They say he appeared at the main rebel camp one day, saying that he had discovered the key that would guarantee our victory against our Nazi conquerors. He was a hero, and I thought he was deserving of the presidency. There was one thing strange about him though, not one person knew his name. Everyone just called him ‘’Mr. President’’
  I walked into the President’s office and before I could say anything, he started to talk.

  “Mr. Pendensky I presume? I hope your important thing needing my attention is not another request for more workers.’’

  ‘’No I-‘’
  ‘’Because I can’t!! There is way too much damage to the whole country; I need to make sure the most Crucial areas are stable before I can spare any men to helping rebuild the others. What area are you working with?’’

  ‘’New York’’, I said, ‘’but-‘’

  The President cracked ‘’ Don’t get me started on New York!’’ he yelled. ‘’ Do you have any idea how many people I get in here a day, asking when I’m going to send more people in?’’ I actually had a group of idiots come in here yesterday, asking me if they could set up a mine in a rebuilt district being used for housing! For a mine, they said! Because they suspected there was gold, they said! It was unbelievable! Here we are with barely enough food and power to make through the next winter, and here are a group of people, that want to waste valuable tools and time looking for gold. That’s the last thing we need! And don’t get me started about the day before that-‘’
I stopped him before he could go any further, ‘’Mr. President!’’

  ‘’What!’’


‘’I’m not here to ask for more workers.’’ I’m here because I wanted to show you this.’’
I unwrapped the journal, and the President froze. He stared at the tattered book as if it were a snake, and his previous ranting seemed to be all but forgotten.
‘’What is that?’’
‘’It’s a journal, my team found it in one of the old business districts a few-

The door slammed open and two men wearing black suits stormed into the room. One of them tackled me down to the floor, and held me in a chokehold. The other went strait to the President and said, ‘’ The situation is clear Mr. President, are you okay?’’
‘’Yes I’m ok!’’ the President yelled, his face red with rage, ‘’Now get out of here you imbeciles, and do not come in again unless I summon you!’’

The two bodyguards exited the room swiftly, muttering apologies.

‘’ I’m terribly sorry for that Mr. Pendensky. Those two were the last surviving members of the Last President’s staff. I doubt that they would want a repeat of last time. Now, what were you saying?’’

I got up from the floor, winded but uninjured, and resumed what I had been saying, ‘’ My team and I found this journal in a partially collapsed building a few days ago. I have read through the journal, and I think that it would greatly interest you to read this.’’

The President frowned, ‘’Really? Here, give me the journal and let me read through it. For some reason that book looks very familiar to me. “
I gave him the journal, and then he sat in a chair, lit a pipe and started reading.

                Chapter I- My name is Shepherd

                                    Name: Alan Shepherd
                           Rank: Sergeant
                           Serial #: 108935
                           Location: unknown

                           Time/Date: 2043 hrs, May 10th, 1942
   My name is Sergeant Alan Shepherd, and eight days ago, my world was shot to hell. It all started more than a year before that, when the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor. Those Japs caught us with our pants down, we never saw that coming! of course, lots of people, including me, were really enraged about it, we wanted to declare war, go in there, and crack some Japanese skulls. But President Roosevelt, instead of doing that, did exactly the opposite, he ordered we stand our ground and set up defenses. That’s it! Here we are, sitting around, while all of Europe and Asia, From Britain to Bangladesh, are getting their butts Kicked. Last time I heard, All of Europe was under Nazi control, and the Japs had almost all of Asia. Not long after that, I started hearing talk, most of it not good. People, lots of people, were scared. They were scared because they thought the Germans might come after us now. President Roosevelt said that Hitler got what he wanted, but there were skeptics. They said that we were next, and that we should prepare. Most people didn’t listen to them, but some, including me, got some guns, ammo, and supplies. I’m glad I did, because a few days ago, they attacked. 

    The Germans sent their subs first, taking out all that remained of our Navy. It was like a hot knife through butter, we never had a chance. That I saw personally, I lived in a Small house on the East shore. I didn’t get to see what happened next. I ran, as fast as I could, got into my car, which I had packed some supplies into and my gun, then I drove off, just to get away from all the carnage. I stopped to take a break somewhere in the country side and I saw the second stage of the attack. Bombers, hundreds of them, were flying over the whole East coast. The bombs they dropped so many bombs that I could actually see them from here. It was like a Giant black curtain of death. I’m guessing this attack was used on the other parts of the U.S as well. I had hoped that that was the extent of the damage, but I was wrong. I’m currently in a small farm that has been abandoned, and after traveling the countryside for seven days, I’m glad for a rest. I learned from a radio that I found in the barn that the Nazis have taken over the white house, and killed the President. This news was unbelievable to me. We lost the war in less than eight days! Our leader was dead before we really knew what was happening! Now the Germans have taken control of our major cities, turning them into prison camps, and Hitler has rebuilt the White house into a huge fortress so he can control his forces with ease. I have to go, I think I heard something. 

                                                                                                   Shepherd

                Chapter II- The Rebels
                                    Name: Alan Shepherd
                           Rank: Sergeant
                           Serial #: 108935
                           Location: some where in the east coast countryside
                           Time/Date: 0632 hrs, May 23rd, 1942
    It’s been a long time since my last entry. I need to make sure that doesn’t happen again, because this journal might be important later. Anyway, the noise I heard was a band of rebels. They were using the barn as a base, that’s why there was a lot of supplies and military gear. After getting the pulp beat out of me, because they thought I was a spy, they apologized and told me what was going on. I learned that there Is a giant resistance to the Nazis and that hundreds of rebel bands have united to form the U.S.R.A (United States Rebel Army). I Also learned that my new (short tempered) friends were a guerrilla party, and that they were going to raid a nearby German command center. I know how to shoot a gun, so I volunteered to help. Also, I was almost out of supplies, so I could use some help any way.
  0706 hrs- Turns out the command center is an old gas station, but the Krauts have put up Mg42s and barbed wire, so it won’t be easy. I can see about 10 Nazis from here, should be easy. James, our demolition man, is going to sneak in and plant some TNT by the gas pumps, so the Germans are distracted while we come in by their flank and shoot those Krauts in the back. Ok, the team is moving out, I gotta go. 

                                                                                                      Shepherd                                                                       

                 Chapter III- Captured
                    Name: Alan Shepherd
                           Rank: Sergeant
                           Serial #: 108935
                           Location: incarcerated in a New York prison camp
                          Time/Date: 0537 hrs, May 27th, 1942
     I’ve always wanted to go to New York, see the sights. But not like this. The Nazis caught James in the act and shot him. Our leader and the other guerillas went berserk, charging the Germans. I charged forward too, but I was trying to get to James’s body, so I could get the TNT detonator. I was able to get to the body unseen, and I set the bomb off, but when I turned around I saw a German officer aiming at me. The last thing I heard was a gunshot, and then I felt like I was hit in the head by a sledge hammer. I blacked out. Next thing I knew, I woke up in the cell I’m in now. I have a bandage around my head, and under that stitches. I guess that I’m lucky that that bullet just grazed me; it doesn’t seem life-threatening. The prison is a pretty large area. It looks like it used to be some sort of manufacturing facility, which would explain the dim lights and the lack of any sort of decoration. I’ve spent some time walking around, and the place is so secure that an ant couldn’t sneak in here. However, I think I found a weakness in the steel walls; it’s in the shower area. I’m about to be let out of my cell for the morning showers and breakfast, so I’ll double check before I make any plans for escape.
       Time- 0607 hrs I was right! There is an old and rusted panel and it should break if I put my shoulder into it. It also is big enough that I can fit through, but small enough that I think it will take awhile for the krauts to figure out where I went. I need to gather a team so I can get out of here and join back up with the resistance. Also, I have been hearing talk among the Nazis about a message that was received a few days ago, something about a vulnerable part of Hitler’s fortress. I think I might need to take a look in the communications room before I escape, that message may be useful.
       Time- 2022 hrs Okay, I have assembled a team, and were ready to move. I am going to fake being sick, so I can take out the guard when he gets close, then I’ll free some of my fellow inmates. The ensuing riot should allow me to sneak into the nearby communications room, steal whatever papers concerning the fortress there are. After that, I will need to get to the shower area as fast as I can. Also, I have two teammates accompanying me, Chris, a POW like I am, and David, who is trained for wilderness survival. Lets do this. For Freedom!!!!!
                                                                                   Shepherd
                 Chapter IV- Free
                    Name: Alan Shepherd
                           Rank: Sergeant
                           Serial #: 108935
                           Location: an abandoned building in New York
                          Time/Date: 1205 hrs, May 29th, 1942
We made it! The riot worked like a charm. The guards had no idea what had happened, and were panicking. I also got the plans, which show a very weak area of the German defenses. This information is crucial to win this war! Right now David, Chris, and I are lying low in an abandoned apartment about fifty miles from the prison. Our first priority is to find a band of rebels. This will not be easy, because we won’t see the rebels unless they want us to, so we need to be careful. I don’t want a repeat of last time, my wounds are still healing. Then, I’ll need them to take me to who ever is on charge of the U.S.R.A, and give them the information. We need to get moving, the Nazis are still looking for us, and our hideout won’t be safe for long. 
                 Chapters V- A little help
                    Name: Alan Shepherd
                           Rank: Sergeant
                           Serial #: 108935
                           Location: The New York Industrial district
                          Time/Date: 1205 hrs, June 2nd, 1942
    Things are going relatively smooth. We lost David; he was shot by a hidden sniper while we were turning a corner. His death prevented mine, and I am thankful, God rest his soul. We were able to get away from the sniper by using the alleyways. Luckily, after a few days of searching, Chris and I found a rebel camp, and we waited for them to show up. When they did, I told them that we needed to get this information back to their leader as fast as possible. Now, they are taking us across a district in the city that has a heavy Nazi presence. If we don’t get discovered, we will be able to get to a rebel command post, where I can commandeer a vehicle. This will enable me and my team to blaze past the German roadblocks that are in the way of my main objective- the HQ of the U.S.R.A. then we can end this war. We must not fail!
                                                                                Shepherd

                 Chapters VI- Lost
                    Name: Christopher Stone 
                           Rank: Private 

                           Serial #: 98734 
                           Location: I don’t know 
                          Time/Date: 2.35, June 5th, 1942
   My name is Christopher Stone, Chris for short. This is the journal of a Sergeant Alan Shepherd. How can I explain this? Here’s what happened. Shepherd and I were following a team of rebels, so that we could give their leader something, plans, I think. A while ago, we were walking around the remains of some old building, when I heard shots, and an explosion. Next thing I knew, Alan yelled for me to get down and I was shoved to the ground. We had stumbled upon a small German campsite and we had to retreat into an old novelty store. One of the 6 rebels was down, and the Nazis were closing in on our position when I heard a Whoosh sound. Then there was a deafening explosion, and I was hit in the back of the head by something heavy. When I came to, I found a few of my team members huddled around a small fire and I saw that the entrance that we entered through was caved in. I asked them where Shepherd was, but all I got were sad stares and silence. Then I knew that the worst had happened. Sergeant Alan Shepherd, who saved me from certain death, was dead. I looked around, not believing, but all I found was this journal near a pile of rubble. Alan was nowhere to be seen. I also looked for a way out but there is none, the only way out that I can see is across the room, but the roof caved and there is no way to get to it.  I hope that someone finds this journal, because it tells the amazing story of one man who sacrificed it all, trying to be free again.

I’ve got one more bullet left in my gun and I don’t want to die slowly in this place. God forgive me.
                                                                 Christopher Stone 
                                     Epilogue

                             Location: The Oval Office, New Washington D.C 

                             Time: 1321 Hrs 

                             Date: July 26th, 1944

The President put down the book and turned to me.

‘’Son, this is a very, very important thing. This book, the story it tells, will be an inspiration for generations to come’’

‘’I know, Mr. President, that’s why I brought it to you.’’

‘’I’m glad you did, the D.C reconstruction team is almost done rebuilding a historical museum, and I can assure you that this will be the first new addition’’

‘’Thank you, Mr. President’’

I walked out of the President’s office and was about to close the door behind me when he spoke
‘’Hey, Pendensky!’’

‘’Yes, Mr. President?’’

He walked up to me, smiled, and said,

‘’You don’t need to call me Mr. President any more Jeff.’’

‘’Then what am I to call you, sir?’’

His smile got wider,’’ My name is Alan Shepherd, and I thank you for finding my journal. 
‘’But, how-

‘’Do you know why nobody knows my name? It’s because I didn’t know either. That blast knocked me cold, as well as David, and when I came I was in the hospital of the rebel command center. I had no idea who I was, and I had forgotten everything that had happened before the explosion. I found the plans in my pocket, and I remembered how important those papers were and where I needed to go, but that was it. Now that I have read this journal, my journal, I remember every thing. I thank you, Mr. Pendensky, for allowing me to regain my life, and I can assure you that you will be properly rewarded. But we will take care of this later, right now I have something extremely important to do, so come back later.’’

‘’B-but,’’ I stuttered, ‘’how-‘’

He closed the door before I could say anything, and I walked in a daze back to my ride home. 
What would have happened if we lost World War 2?
        The year is 1942. The Japanese have already bombed Pearl Harbor, but instead of action, then US government decided to hang back. Now, the Forces of Hitler, the Nazis have swept America, and its once great cities are bombed out buildings that now serve as prisons for all who oppose him. This is the story of Alan Shepherd, a retired Soldier who has been caught up in the war, and all he can do is run. But when he discovers a document that could lead to the toppling of the German opposition, Shepherd becomes a man on a mission, whose failure would result of the eradication of all innocent life, and the end of freedom as we all know it.
