Exhilaration at Being God of Destruction and Death








Soldiers in close combat often saw the agonized faces of those they killed.  It was some consolation to the bird men who saw the devastation they made below, tattered wrecks of buildings in populated cities but were spared seeing the shattered bodies of men, women and children that were sacrificed on the altars of the gods of war.  There was an abrupt transition of emotions when flying to destroy factories, oil refineries and storage tanks.  There was a cold calculated suppression of pity when you rain chaos and destruction on densely populated areas.  





	As if I was an astral observer I saw myself taking off from Foggia, Italy and setting course toward the designated target.  Three weeks after the Polesti oil field bombings, the Liberator thundered as it lumbered pregnant with the eggs of destruction over the land of the kultur experts toward Schweinfurt, the Nazi ball bearing manufacturing city.





Shielded by a deep and subtle rationale, I concentrated on my destination. I was on a mission to help stop the world from becoming a huge swastika glaring into space, whirling, burning, to the stars.  Can I help stop the crooked cross burning in a nation spread across the continent and then conquer the world?   I cursed those worshipping the bent cross on which millions were sacrificed by the cruel doctrines of Hitlerism. I inwardly screamed at those below me that it should be like a stigma furiously branded on the face, like a birthmark on the supporters of that Teutonic nation so all the world could see.  You beat the Jews forgetting that you called Spinoza, God be-drunken man, and Heinrich Heine, a sick Jew on a Paris bed scribbled the lieder you sing at night in your beer halls.  You who are mingled of a thousand bloods despise a people’s purer than your own.  You want to destroy those footloose folk who from a desert tent have wandered all the countries of the earth, driven like leaves before the fateful wind of malice, greed and every jealousy, forever homeless, forever cursed.  You rulers by bludgeon and knife, hiding beneath the hollow cry of honor.  How often in the deep night has the wheel of sleep been broken and the sleeper forever stilled with a bullet in the brain, more merciful than those that gasp final breaths in the gas chamber.  I awaken from my reverie.  I am over the target and the feeling of exhilaration floods me as the bomb bays open.


