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Fifth Column, n. – a group of sympathizers or supporters of an enemy engaged in espionage or sabotage within defense lines or national borders
 


PROLOGUE


Sofia, Bulgaria - March 1941
 
      Bill Donovan bounded up the steps of his private car on the Orient Express.  Although in his fifties, he had the build and vitality of a younger man, and his traveling companions struggled to keep up.  Waiting passengers gawked at the sight: a silver-haired civilian in his Savile Row suit leading a gaggle of British Army officers.  Donovan, his blue eyes sparkling with energy, was clearly in charge.
 
What motivated his haste this time was a chance to relax.  His Bulgarian hosts had arranged for Donovan and his entourage to have their exit visas processed while they boarded the train, avoiding a wait in line.  With a loud sigh, he sat down in one of the plush, wing-backed chairs in the car and dropped his leather briefcase on the floor beside him.  Calling this my private car is nothing but a cruel joke, Donovan thought as his escort of Army and Intelligence officers, almost twenty of them, pushed their way in.
 
      Commodore Cooke, his MI6 liaison, took the chair across the aisle.  Cooke, with his stringy brown hair and sunken cheeks, had the gaunt, ill-fed appearance that Donovan was beginning to think was a requirement for a commission in the British Army.  Cooke produced a battered pewter flask out of his equally battered briefcase and took a swig.  
 
"I'd say we've earned this bit of luxury, eh, Bill?" he said, looking around at the first class accommodations of the famous train.  Two mahogany dining tables filled the forward half of the car.  The rear half, where Donovan and Cooke sat, was set up like the parlor of an English manor house, with thick blue carpeting and red velvet curtains.  A steward came through the car offering ersatz coffee and weak tea – the war's intrusion into the carefully maintained atmosphere of refinement.
 
Donovan grunted in agreement and opened his briefcase, pulling out his diary.  He wanted to record the day's events lest he forget any details to report back to Washington.  On his second trip to Europe as President Roosevelt's special representative, he was in the middle of a frenetic trip around the Balkans.  His mission was to gather intelligence where he could and exhort each nation to resist the Nazis, promising American support and arms.  Today he had met with King Boris, an affable man who had taken four hours to tell Donovan everything he wanted to hear, promising nothing.  Now they were on to Belgrade where Donovan hoped for more concrete results.
 
"Mr. Donovan?"  Cooke's aide stuck his head inside the car.  "Sorry to bother you, sir, but it appears the customs chaps have lost your passport." 
 
Donovan frowned.  "How the hell did that happen?  I handed it right to them."
 
"Don't know, sir, but they insist it's not a problem.  They've called over to the American embassy and a duplicate is being worked up as we speak.  Shouldn't take long."  He touched the brim of his cap and withdrew.  Donovan and Cooke shared a look and shook their heads in disbelief.  Donovan was about to return to his diary when a civilian he didn't recognize entered the car.  
 
One of the Army officers from his security detail got up to challenge the man. 
 
"May I help you, sir?" the stout Scotsman said with his hand barring the way.  Everyone in the car looked over at the intruder.  He was tall and had blonde hair that was almost white, with a thick lock of it falling across his forehead.  Built like a lumberjack, he was dressed in an expensive blue suit with a brightly colored tie.  
 
"I'd like to have a word with Mr. Donovan if I might," he said, smiling.  He spoke American English with a slight accent.
 
"It's all right, Leftenant," Donovan said.  
 
The young officer, motioning to the man to raise his arms, patted him down and nodded.  "He's unarmed," he announced.
 
The man walked down the aisle and bent over close to Donovan's ear.  "I'd like to speak with you alone," he whispered.
 
Donovan looked him over for a moment and said, "I'm sorry to say I don't have much time, we're set to leave any moment, Mr--?"
 
"Priester will do.  And it should take about twenty minutes before they're able to produce your duplicate passport and get customs to process it.  I will only ask for half that time."
 
How the hell does he know about my passport?  
 
Donovan, the retired Army colonel and veteran of the trenches in France, noted that there was something more of the soldier than the businessman in the way Priester carried himself.  
 
"All right, Mr. Priester," he said, standing up.  The two men walked to the door and stepped down onto the platform.  Though the wartime crowd was smaller than in the train's heyday of the Thirties, it was still enough to jam the platform with passengers, well-wishers and porters.  The noise from the throng echoed in the station.
 
Donovan led the man past the last three cars of the train and beyond the edge of the crowd.  He folded his arms, nodded and said, "You have my attention, sir."
 
Priester spoke for exactly the ten minutes he had promised.  Donovan listened and did not interrupt, even though a torrent of questions was running through his mind.  When he finished, "Priester" took his leave and walked toward the crowd on the platform.  Donovan watched him disappear into the mass of people and then stayed for a few minutes more, lost in thought.  Cooke's aide spotted him and caught his attention, holding the duplicate passport aloft and gave him the thumbs-up.  
 
Donovan got back on the train and stared out the window, feeling Cooke staring at him, waiting for an explanation.  He didn't say a word to anyone until they reached Belgrade.
 
 


Ann Arbor, Michigan - April 1941
 
      Angell Hall was one of the oldest buildings on campus at the University of Michigan.  According to cynical doctoral candidates this was precisely why it was selected as the location for nearly every dissertation defense.  The Parthenon-like exterior and steep steps were surely meant to intimidate the weak.  
 
Johanna Falck was not feeling intimidated.  Nor did she have any tolerance for her fellow students who seemed to do nothing but fret about defending their thesis.  Why bother?  Either you are confident in your work or you aren't.  If you weren't after all these years, Johanna thought, you had bigger problems than what building you're in and who doesn't like you.  Johanna didn't have many friends among her fellow students, and that suited her just fine.
 
  She sat in a chair in front of a basement classroom, with her dissertation committee lined up in a row directly opposite, gathering their papers and making final preparations.  She looked around the room, anxious to get started.  The classroom, with its cracked plaster and yellow paint, was small and oppressively hot, even with the row of casement windows wide open.  The old radiators hissed and she could hear pipes clanging in the wall.  She just wanted to get it over with so she could get out of this miserable little room.  
 
Sitting at the end of the row on the committee was her mentor and thesis advisor, Professor Charles Daly.  His flyaway silver hair clashed as always with his impeccable suit, complete with carnation in the lapel.  He gave her a lopsided grin and a conspiratorial wink.  She was glad that she had taken his advice and arrived early so she could relax before they got started.  Let them be the ones struggling to get their things together on time.  She was not glad that she had taken the advice of his wife, Eve. 
 
This past Sunday, as usual, Johanna had dinner at the Daly house.  As she was putting her coat on and getting ready to leave, Eve had handed her a paper shopping bag.
 
"What's this?" Johanna had asked.
 
"It's a new dress, curlers and some makeup," Eve had said, putting Johanna's arm through the handles.  She had held her hand up as Johanna began to object. "I can see right through you young lady.  You think that if you wear those awful schoolmarm dresses and wear your hair like a shrinking violet, you won't get attention for your looks.  Well, it's failed.  Men still notice, trust me.  If Charlie weren't so old and if I weren't such a catch myself, I'd never let you in my house."
 
When Eve struck a model's pose with her roly-poly body, Johanna had rolled her eyes.
 
"Now, they don't let observers into dissertation defenses, but I'll be getting a full report from Charlie.  I expect to hear how stunning you looked, and how those old curmudgeons were too flustered to give you a hard time."
 
As Johanna now sat waiting for the History Department Chair to begin, she was feeling conspicuous and ridiculous in her yellow dress and bright red lipstick.  Standing nearly six feet tall with thick blonde hair that came halfway down her back, she was used to standing out.  Rather than feeling a sense of pride as most women would, she considered it a burden and preferred to be noticed for other things.  Nonetheless, she had agreed to humor Eve.  She had needed help from one of the girls in her boarding house to help her with the curlers.  After a couple of hours, they were able to get a stylish wave in her blonde hair and now she couldn't keep it out of her face.  Yet another reason to get this over with, she thought.    
 
"Shall we begin?" Professor Lowe asked.  
 
Lowe, Department Chair, was notorious for the glee with which he carried out his interrogations, especially when he had actually taken the time to read the student's work.  In direct contrast to Charlie Daly, he was the classic rumpled professor.  His tweed jacket was frayed at the cuffs and his pants were too short, revealing sagging socks.  The fringe of white hair running around his head grew over the tops of his ears and spilled over his collar.  His horn-rimmed glasses had the splayed look of being sat upon one too many times.  
 
      Lowe went through the formalities. "Doctoral candidate: Johanna Falck.  Thesis: 'Putting National Socialism in Context:  An Examination of German Social and Intellectual History.'  Gentlemen, who would like to start?"
 
      Following tradition, Daly went first.  He asked her to state the central thesis of her work and talk about the research she had done, letting her get warmed up before his colleagues started in on her.  After Daly finished, the rest of the committee members began to ask their questions.
 
      The other three men on the committee were polite but asked probing questions about her research, her conclusions and what other historians had to say on the subject.  Lowe, however, kept silent.  He waited until it seemed the others were winding down, and then straightened in his chair.
 
      "Miss Falck," he said, flipping through the pages of her paper, "perhaps you may have heard that I was opposed to your selection of thesis?"  He looked up at her over the top of his glasses.
 
      "Yes," she replied.
 
      "Of course, I was overruled, but I'm still not convinced that your paper is a valid course of study for a doctorate in History," he said, with eyebrows raised, waiting to see her reaction.
 
      "Yes.  What's your point?"
 
      "My point is that you have selected a subject that can not rightly be called history, but rather current events.  How can you, or we, judge the value of your research and your conclusions without the perspective that time and reflection offer? Don't you feel that the currency of the events in Germany prevent just the sort of analysis that can only be done through the lens of the past?"
 
      Johanna suppressed her desire to roll her eyes.  How many times is he going to bring this up?  She and Daly had spent her entire first semester at Michigan arguing this very issue with Lowe.
 
      "No," she replied.
 
      Charlie raised his hands, giving her the stay calm sign.  She ignored him.
 
      Lowe shifted in his seat.  "No?"
 
"No.  As I have said before, many times I might add, it was just that challenge that brought me to this subject.  Placing current events in their proper historical context is not easy, but that's exactly why I chose this topic.  My study of German intellectual history and social trends gave me the background to study National Socialism and the so-called New Germany." 
 
She paused to see Lowe's reaction.  He gave none.  
 
"As I stated in my paper, when I traveled to Germany – Berlin during the Olympics and Heidelberg in Thirty-eight – I made a point of analyzing what I saw in the context of my previous study."
 
"Yes, I think everyone here is aware of what happened to you in Germany."
 
Johanna bristled.  That's none of your goddamned business.
 
"That's neither here nor there," she replied.
 
      Lowe cleared his throat and made no sign that he had heard.  
 
"Let's move on to the substance of your thesis.  You state repeatedly that the general opinion of current scholarship is that there is something innate in the German people making them susceptible to authoritarianism and dictatorship, and that this opinion is wrong.  I find your argument against this to be wholly unpersuasive."
 
      "OK."  Johanna shrugged.
 
"Excuse me?"
 
"Your criticism is vague.  I don't know how to respond to it.  What specifically are you taking issue with?"
 
Johanna tried not to look at Charlie Daly, but she saw him grimace out of the corner of her eye.
 
Lowe had a perplexed look on his face.
 
Bad acting, Professor, Johanna thought.  You'll have to do better than that.
 
Daly cleared his throat.
 
"I think the point Miss Falck is making is that there is nothing innate in their German-ness, speaking of them as an ethnic group, that makes Germans susceptible to men like Hitler, but rather something in their culture."
 
      Lowe raised his pen in the air and said, "That's exactly my point!  You are German, are you not, Miss Falck?"
 
"I was born in Germany, yes. My family immigrated to the US when I was six years old."
 
      "Yes, yes," he replied with a dismissive wave.  "So, as I said, you are German.  But you do not find yourself drawn to Hitlerism.  To the contrary, your vitriol for the man and the Nazis in your dissertation is quite fierce.  Doesn't that contradict your argument?"
 
      Johanna shook her head.  He can't be serious.  
 
"No, in fact I think it proves my argument. You are missing the distinction between German ethnicity, or race, if you will, and German culture.  I am ethnically German, but I grew up in and absorbed American culture, not German.  
 
"People who know Germany say they can't understand how a nation that gave the world Beethoven and Geothe could surrender to totalitarianism.  They should be looking at what else the Germans gave the world.  
 
"In my dissertation I give the examples of Hegel, Herder and Nietzsche, who theorized about the supremacy of the Volk and the Will over the individual.  Hegel was a well-known admirer of Prussian authoritarianism.  I have included several examples from contemporary Germany that I believe show just how much those ideas have been absorbed by German culture, specifically in the Nazi view that the individual is nothing and the state and the race are everything." 
 
      One of the other committee members, a youngish man who had the habit of smiling while he talked, regardless of what he was saying, held up a finger and asked, "While I think you've done an excellent job here, really quite impressive, I do share the concern of the slipperiness of current events.  Since we are talking about a totalitarian society here, how can you be sure that the overwhelming support for the Nazis that you write about is not the result of cleverly staged rallies and the like?"
 
      "That was an issue I planned for before I made my trips.  How to separate pageant from reality?  The truth is that it was not difficult at all.  I traveled quite extensively throughout Germany in '36 and saw no evidence of any opposition to the Nazis.  Quite the opposite.  And of course, when I spent a semester at the University of Heidelberg before the war started, students and professors were united in their enthusiastic parroting of Nazi racial pseudo-science and Jew-hating nonsense.
 
      "Let me put it to you as plainly as I can.  If there was any opposition to Hitler, it was small and is now gone.  Germany voted in the Nazis, handed total control over to Hitler, and is now fervently behind his wars of conquest.  While I left shortly before the attack on Poland, I saw the gleeful demonstrations in the streets after the Austrian Anschluss in ’37 and after Munich in ‘38.  They are all guilty, all sixty million of them."
 
            The questioning continued for another hour.  At the end, Professor Lowe asked her to leave the room for fifteen minutes to allow them to speak privately.  She went to the door at the end of the hallway and opened it, getting a breath of fresh air.  She closed her eyes and felt the strengthening sun on her face, glad to be out of that stuffy room.  The dissertation defense was a stupid ritual and she was happy to be done with it.
 
      Professor Lowe called her in.  She walked back down the hall and into the classroom, hating the contrived suspense.  All of the committee members were standing near the door.  Professor Lowe took her hand and said, "Congratulations, Doctor."  They all came over to congratulate her, except for Daly who waited until they were all gone.  
 
He squeezed her shoulder and kissed her on the cheek.  "That's my girl.  Don't be late on Sunday.  We'll celebrate."
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As she walked to the Dalys' house two days later, Johanna pitied the undergraduates she saw streaming out of the dormitories and boarding houses, busy packing up and going home for the summer.  It was the same cruelty every year: winter in Michigan began shortly after school started in the fall and the first warm spring day came as students left.  They had endured the frigid cold and endless snow, just to leave when the reward for their suffering was at hand.
 
Now, for the first time in six years, she too faced the possibility of leaving.  After studying under Charlie Daly at Smith College and following him to Michigan for her graduate work, she wanted to stay with her mentor.  He was the first to inspire in her a passion for history and he was the one who convinced her that it could be a career.  
 
She had made no secret of her desire to stay in Ann Arbor, but was reluctant to ask Charlie to lobby his colleagues to hire her.  If she was going to get an offer, she wanted it to be because she had earned it, not because of any pull she had with Charlie.  Johanna had applied through the normal official channels, and now she waited.
 
Turning down tree-lined Elizabeth Street, she thought about how much she would miss Sunday dinners if she had to take a job elsewhere.  Since her days at Smith, Charlie and Eve had welcomed her into their family, knowing that she rarely went back to New York to visit her parents. 
 
She came up to the Dalys' periwinkle Victorian with its white gingerbread trim and walked around to the back porch.  Through the door, she could see Eve's short red hair bent over the dining room table, undoubtedly reading final term papers from one of her freshman literature courses.  She opened one of the French doors and went in.  Charlie was at the stove, stirring three pots at once, a crisp white apron covering his Sunday best.  He always did the cooking, once telling Johanna he had learned to cook only after marrying Eve and seeing that his survival depended upon it.
 
Eve looked up, putting down her papers.  "Well, hello, Doctor Falck," she said.
 
"Good afternoon, Doctor Daly," Johanna replied with a smile.  "And to you, Doctor Daly."  Charlie waved one of his wooden spoons without turning around.  Eve got up and embraced Johanna, squeezing her tight.  
 
"We're very proud of you.  And not the least bit surprised that you've done so well," she said, finally letting go. "Come, come, sit down and tell me all about Friday.  Charlie's already given me the summarized version.  I want to hear every detail."
 
Johanna did her best to remember every question asked and every answer given, especially her exchange with Lowe.  
 
"At one point, I thought she was going to jump across the desk and strangle him," Charlie added.
 
Eve laughed and said she should have bought her a more revealing dress to neutralize the famous Lowe Inquisition.  "He wouldn't have been able to look at you, that old curmudgeon."
 
Dinner was served.  When they were all seated around the dining room table, Charlie raised his wine glass and toasted Johanna on her accomplishments, predicting a long, distinguished career in scholarship.  As they ate, Johanna noticed that, while Eve was her usual effervescent self, Charlie spoke little, mostly looking down at his plate.  Johanna sensed that he had something to say and was afraid that it was bad news.  I didn't get the job.  That must be it.  My 'long, distinguished career' is going to have to be somewhere else.  As dinner wore on, she got a sinking feeling in her stomach and decided she couldn't stand the suspense any more.
 
"I didn't get the job, did I?"
 
Charlie started and looked up at her.  "What?  The job?  No, no…I mean, yes, I think you will.  They are sending out the offer letters first thing Monday, and Don Lowe assured me you would be getting one."
 
Johanna was stunned.  She was going to get the job.  Eve grinned at her and kicked Charlie under the table.  
 
"So much for keeping it a secret," she said.  "He wanted you to be surprised when you got the letter.  I told him that was cruel and that he should tell you today."  She patted Charlie's hand.  "Either you're finally listening to your wise wife or senility is setting in.  Given the extreme unlikelihood of the former, I suspect the latter."
 
Charlie looked to Johanna and rolled his eyes in mock exasperation.  
 
Johanna pushed her empty plate away and said to Charlie, "You looked like you were trying to avoid telling me some bad news before, that's why I asked about the job.  I assumed that's what it was."
 
Charlie looked at her for a moment before answering. "I do have news to tell you, but whether it's good or bad will be up to you."
 
He took a sip of his wine, looking to see Johanna's reaction.
 
      "What kind of news?"
 
"I'm going to be leaving Michigan.  Both of us, in fact. This semester was our last.  We didn't want to tell you until you had finished."
 
Johanna looked from one to the other in disbelief.  She couldn't believe what she was hearing.  Neither of them had ever given her an indication that they were unhappy here or had offers to go anywhere else.
 
"I don't understand.  What do you mean you're leaving?  To go where?"  
 
"Do you remember me talking about my friend from Princeton, Len Pollack, the one who works for the State Department?" She nodded.  "Well, Eve and I will be going to work for him.  He is heading up a new group within State called Intelligence Coordination.  I am going to be in charge of the Research and Analysis group and Eve is going to be in charge of recruiting for R&A."
 
"I don't know what to say," Johanna said, shaking her head.  "Why?"
 
"How much longer do you think it will be before we get involved in the war in Europe?"
 
"I don't know.  Not long, I suppose."
 
"And do you think that we should intervene in order to defeat Hitler before he attacks us?"
 
"Yes, of course.  We've had this conversation before, but…"
 
"Well, that's why."  He finished off the last bit of wine in his glass and continued.   "It may or may not surprise you to know that the United States is the only nation of its size and power without a clandestine service, like the British MI6 or the Deuxième Bureau in France.  The Army and Navy each have their own intelligence service, but they are focused on military intelligence.  
 
"The State Department has traditionally collected intelligence from their foreign service personnel stationed in our embassies, but never as a concerted effort, and certainly never in wartime.  In Germany, we don't even have anyone to collect newspapers and rumors.  Neither the War Department's G-2 nor the Navy's ONI is too interested in sharing intelligence with other agencies of the government, and certainly notState.  Len told me once that FDR doesn't think they even tell him everything they know."
 
"The real solution is to have one central clearing house for intelligence to properly advise the President.  Len says there are rumors around Washington that this may happen, but what he is doing at State is a good first step.  We're going to be using every information-gathering means at our disposal and use various experts pulled from academia to analyze that information and supplement it with our own research."
 
Johanna, still stunned by the suddenness of this announcement, admitted to herself that she could see the allure of it.  "It does sound interesting.  I can understand why you would want to do it, especially if you get to have a hand in creating that group."
 
Eve smiled, "We thought you might say that.  That's why we're asking you to come with us."
 
"Me?"
 
"Yes, you," Charlie answered.  "The kind of work you've done these last years is exactly what we're looking for.  Analysis of events in context."
 
"Plus," Eve added, "we thought that, given your personal motivations, you would like to take an active role in defeating the Germans.  A chance to do something for Julian."
 
At the mention of his name, Johanna looked away and nodded.  Julian Missbach had been a philosophy student at Heidelberg while she was there.  In the short span of a few months, they had become inseparable.  They finished each other's sentences and joked that they could read one another's mind.  It was the only serious relationship Johanna had had.   
 
She found that it was getting harder to remember his face.  When she closed her eyes, she could picture his curly black hair, but his features were fading in her mind.
 
One morning she had walked to his apartment on her way to a lecture, hoping to make him breakfast.  Reaching into a flower box on his window sill, she had pulled out the key he always left for her.  
 
      The door had been unlocked.  Pushing the door open, she had seen Julian's landlady standing amid a mess of papers and books on the floor.  Julian had been arrested, she had told Johanna.  From the look on the landlady's face, Johanna could tell that it was the Gestapo that had taken him.
 
"Yes," she said at last.  "I'm interested."
 
 Charlie went on to explain the details, and when he told her of the other academics that would be working for him, Johanna recognized some of the names and was impressed.  These were some of the best minds from the best universities.  Historians, mathematicians, art history and even literature scholars like Eve.
 
Charlie told her to think about it, but didn't give her much time.  They were renting their house out for the first of June and planned to be in Washington by the middle of May at the latest.  That gave her two weeks to decide whether or not she was going to abandon everything she had worked for in the last six years.  
 
Walking home that evening Johanna thought it over, but couldn't come to a decision.  Everything that she had learned from Charlie Daly over the years told her that she could make a real contribution to the field, coming up with her own ideas and making her own discoveries.  She had balked at the idea of teaching, but he had convinced her that passing on knowledge of the past was the entire point of studying history.  
 
For the past ten years, she had been driven toward that one goal.  After focusing so long on her degree and her career, thinking of nothing else, she now felt completely lost. 
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      Dropping off her dissertation at the printer last week, Johanna had anticipated the satisfaction of presenting the bound copy at the library for it to be catalogued and shelved.  Even though she was sure no one would see it again once it had been lost in the bowels of the stacks, she knew it would be there long after she was gone.  Now, as she walked across campus with it under her arm, she found herself unable to feel happy about it.
 
      Even as a child, Johanna had been stubborn, never wavering when she had made up her mind.  As she grew older, this became the way she gave order to her life.  A life that she thought, as a first act, would culminate in her PhD.  She was happy  her dissertation had received so much praise, even before it was completed.  Now, just as she should have been enjoying her success and setting her next goal, she didn't know what to do.  
 
      The worst of it was that she couldn't separate in her mind what were essentially two issues.  The first was: did she want to go work for this new State Department intelligence group?  Would the work be satisfying and challenging?  Would it be a continuation of her work or a career derailment?  She wanted to say that it would be interesting and it could even be fodder for further research and writing, assuming she went back to academia after the war.  Which led her to the second issue: was she just thinking all of this because it was the Dalys who were asking her?
 
Eve and Charlie had provided her with the kind of family she had always wanted – one of intellectual stimulation and erudition.  While she loved her parents, their German immigrant, working class outlook had chafed her for as long as she could remember.  Books were never a big part of her home life – she had had to go to the public library for that.  Even as a young girl, when her endless questions were answered with blank looks, she knew that the scope of her parents' world didn't extend beyond the limits of their Manhattan immigrant neighborhood.  While her younger brother Freddy had never shared her passion for books and learning, he also had felt something was missing in the Falck household.  
 
For both of them, their rebellion had taken the form of a rejection of all things German.  Each had Americanized their own names, Johanna abandoning the German pronunciation of Yo-hanna in favor of Jo-anna and her brother choosing Freddy to replace his given Friedrich.  They became embarrassed by their parents' thick accents and Old World customs, and avoided the pageants of traditional costume and ritual that would take over the streets of their predominantly German Yorkville neighborhood.  Earning a scholarship to SmithCollege had offered Johanna the escape she craved and the chance to remake herself as Jo-anna, all-American girl, leaving behind Yo-hanna the German immigrant, daughter of Klaus and Elisabeth.
 
She had continued this reinvention at Smith, where she had expected to fit right in with the intellectual inquiry and stimulation of college life.  She was not prepared to feel like she was drowning in a sea of debutantes who sniggered at her accent and cared little for her scholastic achievements.  She worked hard to shed what was left of her girlhood accent, firming up her ws and losing her guttural rs.  She spared what precious pennies she could for a cheap imitation of the shimmering gowns her classmates would wear to campus events.  
 
None of this had worked, least of all after she attended a social organized with the men of AmherstCollege at the end of her first semester.  Even in her not-quite-right dress, Johanna was noticed.  When the other girls saw the attention Johanna was receiving at their expense, they only became crueler in their rejection.  She dismissed them as vacuous non-intellectuals and rejected them.  She vowed never to try to impress anyone who didn't impress her first.
 
Then came Professor Daly's European History survey course.  Teaching at Smith for two years as a favor to a friend, Daly's unique perspective on the subject of history lit a spark in Johanna's mind.  He showed her that the study of history could be more than simply memorizing dates and reading the works of certified and long-dead experts, but could be a chance to develop one's own explanations of events.  For the first time, Johanna felt she had found her calling.  Mathematics, literature and science – all felt like work.  But now, she had the chance to make her own unique contribution and, encouraged by Charlie Daly, she did.
 
Eve and Charlie Daly recognized that Johanna stood out from the crowd in Northampton, not just for her achievements in the classroom, but also as an outsider in the College's social circles.  The Dalys had pursued distinction in their academic careers at the expense of family, and now the childless couple took Johanna in.  While Eve wrote her study of Emerson, Charlie arranged to extend his stay at Smith for two more years.  Johanna had finally found the kind of family she had daydreamed about in her parents’ Yorkville apartment.
 
Now, as she walked across Michigan's main quadrangle with its budding trees and greening grass, she realized that, although she was an adult and should be striking out on her own, she wasn't ready to leave the new family she had known for the last ten years.  She would take the job in Washington.  Her academic career could wait.  
 
Nearing the steps of the hulking Hatcher Graduate Library, she saw two tables manned by students in front of the library steps. One solicited volunteers for Bundles For Britain and the other encouraged homeward bound students to get involved in local chapters of various interventionist groups.  Each handed out copies of articles by Walter Lippmann and others that aimed to convince Americans to support Britain in their fight against the Nazis.  Johanna took one of the articles – one she had already read in Life magazine – as a gesture of support.  It reminded her that there were bigger issues at stake than whether she maintained her relationship with the Dalys or stayed in Ann Arbor to teach German history to freshman.
 
She and Charlie had discussed the European war and Japan's Asian conquests many times in the last few months.  Now, as she thought about it, she felt foolish for not having suspected earlier that he might make this sort of decision.  He and Eve both believed that war was coming to the United States whether anybody wanted it or not.  Johanna agreed, and more important than her career or her personal feelings was the fact that she now had a chance to do her part in the fighting.
 
 
      
 
 


Washington, DC – May, 1941
 
      Washington was already sweltering barely one month into spring.  Outside her apartment building on Connecticut Avenue, Johanna fanned herself with a folded newspaper and waited for the Dalys.  With her hair pulled severely back and wearing one of her usual non-descript dresses, she hoped she would not be so conspicuous standing here on the sidewalk.  It was all for naught.  She heard three wolf-whistles that she tried to ignore and actually saw one passing driver swerve to avoid a parked car he hadn't seen while trying to get her attention.   It didn't take long for her to remember why she didn't like big cities.
 
      Johanna had been surprised how a country at peace could have a capital and government that, to all outward appearances, was at war.  The streets swarmed with men and women in uniform, and single women by the busload were streaming in to the city to find one of the many new jobs.  She had expected to find an apartment of her own, but found not a single one vacant.  There were, however, plenty of girls advertising for roommates wanted.  One of these, a Rita from Maryland, seemed nice enough and Johanna had taken her steamer trunk and boxes of books and moved in to the two bedroom walkup.
 
      As she watched the busy Monday morning traffic for Charlie's black Plymouth to take her to her first day of work, she realized how much the traffic noise and busy streets reminded her of New York.  For the past ten years, she had thought of bucolic Northampton and Ann Arbor each as home, but the sights and sounds of the city gave this place a familiarity, though she had never been here before.  A delivery truck passed by and she suppressed a smile at how the smell of diesel exhaust, of all things, reminded her of her childhood.
 
      The truck passed and Johanna spotted the red wheels and white sidewall tires of the Dalys' car behind it.  Eve waved from the passenger seat.  It pulled up to the curb and she got in.
 
      As Charlie pulled back into traffic, Eve pointed to Johanna's folded newspaper.
 
      "So, what do you think?" she asked.
 
      "Sorry?" Johanna replied.
 
      Eve reached over the seatback and unfolded the paper.  In a gigantic font, the headline read "Hess: I'll Save the World."
 
      "What the hell is this about?" Johanna exclaimed.
 
      Charlie chuckled.
 
      "Rudolph Hess flew from Germany to Scotland on Saturday night," he explained.  "He says he's there to negotiate a peace settlement between Hitler and the British."
 
 
 
      Johanna, Charlie and Eve sat and waited for Deputy Assistant Secretary for Coordination of Intelligence Leonard Pollack in his office.  Pollack's office was a brightly lit corner of a brick office building on E Street.  It was also hopelessly cluttered.  Shelves lined one wall, jammed with books and papers; the desk was buried in drifts of paper that teetered on the edge of an avalanche. 
 
While they waited, sipping over-strong coffee provided by a secretary, Charlie told them stories about his college days, all prominently featuring Len Pollack as his comic foil.  Johanna had heard these stories before, but laughed in spite of herself.
 
Pollack and Charlie had been undergraduates together at Princeton.  While Charlie had continued with a career in academia, Pollack had gone on to GeorgetownUniversity's Walsh School of Foreign Service.  As Charlie told it, Pollack's ambitions for a career in the diplomatic corps were dashed once it was discovered what a gifted administrator he was, thus guaranteeing him a life in the bureaucracy.  Listening to Charlie's stories, Johanna half-expected the young Len Pollack to walk in the door, still the serious twenty year-old scolding his roommate for being drunk during their study session.
 
Instead, when Pollack came into his office Johanna thought he looked like he had split the difference between his twenty year-old self and the sixty-year old man he was.  Tall, with Brylcreemed black hair, he strode into the room, flashing a smile full of perfect teeth as he greeted the three of them.  Johanna smiled when she saw that he shared Charlie's sartorial tastes: his blue chalk stripe suit was crisply pressed with a bright red pocket-square to match his perfectly knotted tie.  As he walked by her, she caught a flash of a gold watch chain draped from one vest pocket to the other. 
 
"Sorry I'm late, meeting ran over.  Five minutes of information takes an hour to communicate, apparently," he said, sitting down at his desk.  He pushed a pile of manila folders aside to make a space.
 
Johanna expected that there would be a few minutes of reminiscing between old friends, but they immediately got down to business.  Pollack leaned over his desk and folded his hands, looking at Johanna.
 
"I know from my conversations with Charlie and Eve that they've given you a pretty good idea of what we're trying to do here."
 
Johanna nodded.
 
"Good."  Pollack waved to a secretary passing in the hall and pointed with a smile to an empty coffee cup in the clear spot on his desk.  "I also know that they've told you how critical this job is, but in the interest of scaring the hell out of you, I want to reiterate it.  The United States of America has almost non-existent intelligence capabilities.  Oh sure, War, Navy and State each has their own information gathering and analysis apparatus, but they all distrust each other and don't share.  The end result is that the President has nobody to pull it all together, make sense of it and give him advice on what to do.  As far as I'm concerned, that's the same as having no intelligence at all."
 
Pollack took a fresh cup of coffee from the secretary with a nod of thanks.  He fished a pack of Chesterfields out of his jacket pocket, shook one out and lit it with a desk lighter that he excavated from one of the piles.
 
"The State Department has had an office of Intelligence Coordination for some time now, but it's strictly for attempting to make some sense out of the deluge of info we get from all of our embassies, diplomats, et cetera.  The job I've been given is to provide more valuable intelligence for Secretary Hull and thus the President.  That's where you come in, my dear," he said, pointing his cigarette at Johanna.
 
"Eve has done an outstanding job of recruiting a handful of people at the top of their fields," he continued.  "You are my Germany desk.  As soon as you leave here, you are going to get your very own broom closet here in the basement and we'll dump an avalanche of reports, transcripts, diaries, rumors and God knows what else on you.  Your job is to make some sense out of it."
 
Johanna pulled out her note book and pen, poised to write.
 
Pollack pulled deeply on his cigarette and exhaled through his nose, sending two jets of smoke to dissipate over the debris on his desk.  A few flecks of gray ash settled on his sleeve and he carefully wiped them off.
 
"What we're looking for is for you to take that mess and give us answers to questions like: what are the Nazis after that they haven't already got?  What do Hitler and his high command think about the US?" he listed, ticking each item off on his nicotine-stained fingers.  "What are they doing to support Fifth Column and subversive activities in the US?  You get the idea."
 
She nodded as she wrote down his instructions.
 
Pollack rummaged through a desk drawer and produced an ashtray.  He stubbed out his cigarette and finished off his coffee in one swallow.
 
"And more than just finding all the needles in all the haystacks, we want you to provide us with analysis.  Give us some historical and cultural context to help make sense of what you find.  We want the same kind of original thinking that you put in your dissertation.  Well done, by the way."
 
Johanna thanked him.  "I'll do my best."
 
Pollack nodded and replied, "I'm sure you will.  I'm also sure you realize that since this is all new, there are no rules, no procedures to follow.  We'll be making it up as we go along and there's a good chance things will be pretty disorganized for a while.  If that doesn't bother you, everything should be alright."
 
"Fine with me," Johanna replied, closing her note book.
 
"Excellent."
 
Standing up from his desk and steadying a leaning pile of file folders, Pollack smiled at Charlie and Eve. 
 
"Well, if she's half as smart as you say she is, this war is as good as won before it even starts.  Which may be sooner rather than later.  Looks like our Navy boys will be escorting British supply convoys before too long." 
 
As they all stood up to leave, Pollack reached out into the steady stream of people passing in the hallway and flagged down another secretary.  He asked her to show Johanna to her office and then pulled Charlie and Eve back into his office and shut the door.  
 
Johanna followed the secretary down a series of hallways and stairwells to what must have been an old storage room.  Some boxes had been stacked up against one wall of the dim windowless room and a desk was pushed up against the other.  A green shaded lamp on the small wooden desk gave the only light, casting deep shadows over everything.  The secretary explained to Johanna that the boxes were full of files and they were her first batch to sort through.  Another would be coming early next week.  Johanna thanked her and the girl went on her way. Pulling the first box off the pile, she put it on her desk and opened it to reveal a mass of papers, books and envelopes.
 
Anyone else might have despaired at the volume of material, but as Johanna began to sort through it she felt that she was truly in her element.  This must be how archeologists feel.  Unearthing bits and pieces and trying to make sense of it all.  She began to think this job would not be at all unlike the one she had walked away from.  When Eve knocked on her door later that day, she looked up and realized that it was five o'clock.  She had completely forgotten about lunch.
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      By the end of her first month, Johanna was no longer afraid that taking this State Department job would be derailing her career.  The work was fascinating and never failed to hold her interest or enthusiasm.  There might even be a book in it someday when she returned to academia.  The thought of continuing on in intelligence work had even crossed her mind.  What she was afraid of, however, was that all of her work was of no use whatsoever.
 
Sifting through this material was like working on a giant jigsaw puzzle – go through thousands of unconnected pieces and a picture begins to emerge.  The problem was that the picture was horribly incomplete and contradictory.  For all of the mountains of intelligence regarding Hitler and his intentions, Johanna realized that much of what the State Department knew about the Nazis was based on little more than rumors and unverifiable second-hand information.  
 
Making matters worse, it was clear from the newspapers that events were not waiting for her to make sense of things.  Hitler had invaded Russia.  Did that make Stalin an ally now?  Not a single piece of intelligence that she had sorted through had hinted at this development.  All German consulates in the US had been closed and a U-boat had sunk an American merchant marine ship.  President Roosevelt had declared "an unlimited national emergency."
 
She was feeling like the war was a deadline for this work, one that was moving up quickly.
 
One day at the end of June, she decided that something must be done.  She left her office and went upstairs to see Charlie Daly and found him in his office at his desk, engrossed in paperwork.  He had obviously added to his wardrobe since arriving in DC – today he could have passed for a British lord in his tweed with yellow and green regimental tie.   
 
She knocked on the open door to get his attention.  Charlie showed a look of consternation that softened when he saw who it was.
 
"Well, hello.  Up from the dungeon I see," he said, waving Johanna to a chair in front of his desk.
 
She handed him the report that she had been preparing, a summary and evaluation of several radio broadcasts given by various Nazi higher-ups.  She sat in silence as Charlie skimmed it.
 
"Hard to believe that lunacy really comes out of their mouths, isn't it?" he said with a wry grin.  "Here's a good one: 'We will not be intimidated by the criminal Roosevelt and his cabal of Jewish intriguers such as the Jew Harry Hopkins.'  I'm sure Mr. Hopkins will be very surprised to learn he is Jewish.  Unbelievable."
 
Johanna leaned forward in her chair.  "Believability is just what I wanted to talk to you about."
 
Charlie steepled his fingers under his chin.  "What's on your mind?"
 
"I know you and Mr. Pollack say that the sources of our intelligence are to be considered reliable.  But doesn't accepting that premise go against everything we're taught as historians?"
 
"I'm not sure what you're getting at."
 
"Let's say you are evaluating a history of the Franco-Prussian War.  Doesn't an evaluation of the author count for just as much as the evaluation of the content?  What if you read the whole book and then discovered that the author was a French general later court-martialed for dereliction of duty during a decisive battle.  Doesn't that throw his account into question?  Wouldn't it make you wonder if his history of that battle was told in a way that puts his own actions in the best possible light?"
 
Charlie nodded, "Yes, of course.  I think I see where you're going with this, but continue."
 
"How can I make assumptions about the veracity of intelligence if I can't evaluate the source?  Even if I suspect the information is false, having every confidence in the person reporting it to me would make me tend to believe it."
 
 Charlie shook out a Chesterfield from a pack on his desk and lit it with a gold lighter, a new habit picked up from Len Pollack.  "I sense a suggestion coming."
 
Johanna made a disgusted face and waved his cigarette smoke away from her.  "Not a suggestion, just a question – do we recruit spies?  Is that just in the movies?  Wouldn't being able to evaluate the source of intelligence help in evaluating the intelligence itself?"
 
"Not necessarily, but it should follow that a trusted source should yield trusted intelligence," he said, switching on a desk fan sitting on the window sill behind him.  He turned it around to blow the smoke out the open window.  
 
"So, is anyone trying to do anything about it?"
 
"The War Department's G-2 and the Navy Department's Office of Naval Intelligence have spies, to be sure.  Probably some very good ones – unimpeachable ones, perhaps.  Unfortunately, they don't do us any good here.  So the real question is: does the State Department recruit spies?  The answer is: not really.  Some spies fall into our laps from time to time, but no active recruitment exists."
 
"That doesn't make any sense to me.  Even if spies don't provide us with any better information than we're already getting, being able to evaluate the intelligence in light of the source would be a tremendous help."
 
"Let me see what Len is doing tomorrow morning, maybe we can talk to him about it.  I'll let you know."
 
Johanna nodded, "OK."
 
As Charlie blew smoke into the fan with a guilty grin, she held her nose and walked out.
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The next morning Johanna and Charlie arrived at Len Pollack's office at seven o'clock, only to find him already at his desk with an ashtray full of cigarettes and a large stack of papers in his outbox.  He was on the phone and he waved them in.
 
"Mmm-hmm. Right. Right. Then just tell him we don't know what we don't know," he said into the receiver and hung up.  "Clairvoyance is in short supply in this business," he said with a smile.
 
Pollack lit another cigarette and after offering coffee he asked Johanna to repeat what she'd told Charlie the day before.  
 
When she finished, he stared at her for a moment and asked, "Charlie and Eve have told me quite a bit about your background.  You were born in Germany, near Munich?"
 
Johanna, confused by the sudden change in subject, nodded.
 
"And you immigrated with your parents and brother when you were six years old."
 
"Yes, that's right, but…."
 
Pollack held up his hand, "Just bear with me for a minute.  Your parents settled in the Yorktown section of Manhattan, a mostly German neighborhood.  Did you and your family get to know many people in the area?"
 
"My father owns a delicatessen.  Many of the people in Yorkville are regular customers.  We did get to know quite a few people, yes.  Why do you ask?"
 
"All in good time.  Did you speak German at home and with your neighbors?"
 
"For the most part, yes."
 
"I notice that you don't have a trace of an accent now."
 
"I worked hard to get rid of it."  This line of questioning obviously had a purpose and Johanna didn't like it where it was going.
 
"Do you think you could pass for a native speaker?"
 
"I went to Germany in '36 and again in '38 for my studies, and everyone assumed I was German, so I guess the answer is yes."
 
Pollack nodded and sat in silence, looking at her.  She realized Charlie was looking at her as well.
 
"You can't be serious," she said, looking from one to the other.  "You want me to be a spy."
 
Pollack played with the daisy in his lapel and said nothing.  Charlie also sat silent.
 
"I am in no way qualified to be a spy.  Whose crazy idea was this?" she asked.
 
Pollack stubbed out his cigarette in the overflowing ashtray and lit another.
 
      "Actually, it was Charlie's idea," he said.  "That's why he recruited you to work for me."
 
      Johanna turned to Charlie with a quizzical look.
 
      "I thought I was recruited to analyze intelligence and write reports."
 
Charlie shifted in his seat.  "I had you spend the last month looking at that intelligence so you would have exactly the reaction you did in my office yesterday.  If I had approached you with this idea in Ann Arbor, you never would have done it.  I wanted you to see how critical it was that we have someone we could trust on the scene, collecting crucial information."
 
Johanna shook her head in disbelief.  "I'm sorry, I just don't understand.  I don't know how to shoot a gun or send secret messages.  This is insane."
 
Pollack chuckled.  "You would be an agent, not a spy.  There's a difference.  We don't want you to break into Hitler's boudoir and photograph his diary.  Nor do we want you to go slitting throats behind enemy lines.  We want you to do exactly what you did for your doctoral thesis.  Observe and comment.  That's all."
 
Charlie leaned forward in his chair.  "We've arranged for you to accept a job at NYU.  That will just be for show.  Your real job will be to infiltrate the German American Bund.  Then you will…."
 
She interrupted him. "What do you mean 'infiltrate?'  Pretend to be a Nazi and go undercover?  That's ridiculous.  What do those half-wit make-believe Nazis have to do with anything anyway?  I thought the Bund had been dissolved.  Weren't a bunch of them arrested or deported?"
 
"The Bund is a shell of its former self, to be sure," Charlie replied.  "However, there is still a core group of diehards.  Please let me finish."
 
Johanna sat back in her chair and crossed her arms.
 
"The reason we want you to join the Bund is to make certain contacts.  With the help of the FBI, we have determined that many of the Bundists have connections to an organization in Germany called the Deutsche Ausland Institut, the German Foreign Institute.  The DAI is in charge of the return of foreigners of German descent back to the Reich, the so-called volksdeutsche.  And they are charged with maintaining ties with groups outside Germany, such as the Bund.  Lastly, they're a group of researchers like us, providing their superiors with analysis of other nations, especially the US.  We want you to make contact with the DAI and convince them you want to re-patriate to Germany and work for them."
 
This is insanity, Johanna thought.  How can they expect me to pretend to be a Nazi, join a group of jackbooted thugs and then convince them all that I want to live under Hitler?  And even if I somehow succeed, there I'll be – hiding from the Gestapo.  While I do what?  Broadcast coded signals from a cave?
 
Charlie interrupted her thoughts.  "Once you're in Germany, you'll be able to report to us on the activities of the DAI, both in terms of their support for groups like the Bund and other Fifth Column and subversive activities in the US.  We're doubtful that they have anything to do with spying – that's strictly the province of the Abwehr – but we may get lucky there.  Just report on what you see yourself, no need to go breaking into offices or anything like that.  Keep a low profile and send weekly reports."
 
 "I suppose I can understand why you've picked me for the DAI work once I get to Germany.  But I am in no way qualified to work undercover.  Of what use will I be when I get caught, which is sure to happen almost immediately?  They'll probably shoot me.  No, I won't do it.  I'm not a spy, that's ridiculous."
 
Charlie broke back in.  "Remember, we're after you to be an agent, not a spy.  Yes, there may be people out there qualified to be spies, but that's not what we're looking for.  The abilities you showed in your dissertation are what we're looking for.  But more importantly, we don't have time to waste and you're here now."
 
Pollack nodded in agreement.  
 
"And just as importantly, you're a knockout," he said, waiting for a reaction.  He got one.
 
"All right, now I get it," she shouted.  "All of this talk of my 'unique intellectual abilities' is just a smokescreen.  You want me to be some tarted-up Mata Hari, charming information out of Nazis while they ogle my legs.  Forget it.  You can both go to hell."  Johanna was now shaking with anger.  She got up and went to the door.
 
Charlie leapt out of his seat and barred her way out.
 
      "Wait.  I don't think you understand.  Your intellectual abilities are precisely why I wanted you for this job.  But let's be frank, Johanna, whether you want to acknowledge it or not, you're an extraordinarily good-looking woman.  I don't know why you're always trying to hide them, but your looks can serve you well in this job – in this business it's axiomatic.  Men will be too busy trying to flirt with you to be suspicious.  A smile or a glance may be enough to get you out of trouble.  Think of it as an added benefit for your safety and your success."
 
      Johanna narrowed her eyes.  "I've spent too much time trying to be taken seriously for things other than my figure.  No."
 
      Charlie gave her a stern look.
 
      "Johanna, each of us will have to make use of our talents, whatever they may be, for this war.  It is coming, and then there will be more important things to worry about than whether you are being taken seriously as an intellectual.  You need to think about that."
 
Too mad to concede the point, she said nothing.  Charlie stood aside and opened the door.
 
"Think it over.  Take the rest of the day off and meet us back here tomorrow morning."
 
 
 
After eating an early lunch in a nearby automat, Johanna decided to spend the day walking around DC.  While she was eating, a brief afternoon thunderstorm had cooled off the city, offering a rare break from the brutal heat and humidity of early July.  As she left the cafeteria deep in thought, she scarcely noticed the weather.  Walking to the Lincoln Memorial, she tried to make sense of the situation.  How did I get this far so fast?, she asked herself.  Not two months ago I was about to become an associate professor somewhere and spend the rest of my life in classrooms and libraries.  Now, I'm being asked to participate in this secret agent nonsense.
 
She also felt foolish for getting so mad at the suggestion that she use her looks as a tool for the job.  Why had it bothered her so much?  It wasn't exactly true to say that she had struggled to be taken seriously – she admitted to herself that it had never really been a problem.  
 
What was true was that she had always been unnerved by the attention she received, not for any accomplishment, but for her appearance.  Now she felt it all over again and was embarrassed at having blown up over it.  Especially since Charlie was right – war meant there were more important considerations than her pride.  But she still couldn't help thinking it was a mistake for them to send her off as some secret agent.  There had to be a better way for her to help the war effort.
 
That last thought struck her as she saw people near the Memorial carrying bunting and flags in preparation for Independence Day.  The information she was sifting through in her basement seclusion, though sketchy, when combined with the news in the papers and on the radio pointed clearly to war.  The fierce invective from Hitler and his henchmen towards Roosevelt and the US was only getting worse, and American ships were tangling with U-boats daily.  The Japanese seemed to be making conciliatory moves and asking for more talks, but who knew where that would lead.  When the war started, what would her part be?
 
The only alternative she could see was taking the teaching jobs at Michigan.  The problem with that was that she would be far from the war, lecturing undergraduates instead of contributing.  While she had been on the path to do just that up until a few weeks ago, she had now made up her mind that she had to be part of the war effort.  
 
Even though her job at State had just been a ruse, it had shown her just how imperative it was that everyone who could contribute, did.  Johanna had spent enough time among the Nazis to know that they would only be stopped by total destruction and defeat – they would give no quarter and would never compromise.  And just from what she had learned in the newspapers, she knew defeating Hitler would be a monumental undertaking.  Obviously, she could not pick up a rifle and go off to fight, so what would she do?  Whatever makes the best use of my abilities, of course.  But what would that be?  
 
She turned to walk towards the Mall.  Nearing the Reflecting Pool, she stopped with a sinking feeling in her stomach: the best use of her abilities was the job she thought she was doing now.  All the praise she had received on her thesis was for her attempts to analyze current events in Germany as they happened and put them in historical context.  That was what she was trying to do for the State Department, only it had all been a lie.  A lie that had partially worked, she had to admit.  It hadn't taken very long for her to discover the sorry state of American intelligence gathering.  Nor had it taken long to realize that the solution lay in establishing a true clandestine service.  The shock had been at the notion that anyone would consider her as an agent for such a service, not just as another academic analyzing reports from the field.
 
A man's voice caught her attention from further up along the walk.  In shirtsleeves with wispy hair fluttering in the breeze, he was standing on a small platform speaking to a crowd that had gathered around him.  Some applauded and some yelled angrily at the speaker.  Johanna walked over to hear him.
 
As she got closer, she could make out what he was saying.
 
"…and as he prepares to sell our products of war to the British, he has given away freely our most precious commodity – our neutrality!  Haven't enough of our boys died for Britain?  How many more must perish to save her from her own calamities?" he shouted, waving his arms with every sentence.
 
Johanna could see the placard leaning up against the platform.  It said, 'Save America from Roosevelt and the Warmongers: Join The America First Committee.'
 
She couldn't decide whether she thought this man was despicable or ridiculous, but she stayed in the back of the crowd.  As she sat down on a bench to watch him harangue passersby and shout down hecklers, her thoughts returned to her current predicament.  The part of the 'secret agent' job where she worked for the German Foreign Institute and reported on their doings was intriguing.  Being able to witness the Institute's inner workings and having firsthand knowledge of Hitler's Germany during war would allow her to build upon the research she had already done.  Perhaps she would write a book when it was over.
 
The part that made her refuse outright was not infiltrating the Bund.  She had kept her opinions to herself when she had traveled to the Third Reich – everyone had made their own assumptions about her.  She could do it again with Bundists whom she didn't think were likely to be very bright anyway.  Her refusal was based on a fear of being unprepared.  All of her successes in her life so far had come with diligent preparation.  Now she was being asked to risk her life without knowing the first thing about being an agent.
 
But was she really?  She had been so dead set against the idea she hadn't asked about training or what provisions were to be made for her safety.  Could they get her out if she felt threatened?  Would the method of passing her reports be foolproof?  Neither Pollack nor Charlie had tried to convince her that her safety would be guaranteed, but she hadn't exactly given them a chance to.
 
Some in the crowd applauded.  Johanna wasn't hearing the man's arguments anymore; she just saw him as a gesticulating naïf trying to find kindred spirits on the street.  Something he said did stick with her, however.  As he repeated his speech for the third time, one of his questions repeated in her mind:  how many more must die for Britain?  She admitted to herself that when the US joined the war, many Americans would die, maybe millions.  Most would go willingly to fight for their country.  Would she?  
 
She watched the crowd dwindle until the America Firster stepped off his box, put his placard under his arm and walked away.
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"I thought I should give you another chance to convince me," Johanna said the following morning, sitting in Charlie's office.  
 
He sat silent for a moment, fiddling with one cufflink and then the other.  Johanna saw they were two gold elephants with tiny ruby eyes.
 
"Well, this is quite a change from yesterday.  What changed your mind?"
 
"I don't really think it is changed.  I want to do something to help in the war effort if it comes to war.  Even though I think your plan is crazy, I do see its importance.  If you can convince me that I'll be adequately trained and that my safety can be guaranteed, I think I'll do it."
 
Charlie nodded.  "Well, the first thing I should tell you is that in no way can we guarantee your safety.  I think we have a reasonable plan in place to ensure that risks to you are kept to a minimum.  As for training, please remember that there is a real difference between an agent and a spy.  You will not be expected to use weapons, explosives, radios et cetera.  Your job is simply to blend in and report on what you see and hear, with your analysis.  Your training will be a little on how not to draw attention to yourself, a lot on what kind of information we're looking for and how to send us your reports securely."
 
"How will that work?  I'll be in the snake pit with the Gestapo crawling all over." 
 
"Actually, you'll have Thomas Jefferson to thank for that part.  He devised the code that the State Department has been using for the last hundred and fifty years or so.  It's easy to use and tough to crack.  We'll train you on the code, invisible ink et cetera. Nothing complicated."
 
Johanna gave Charlie a wry grin.  "Invisible ink?"
 
"Just because it's a favorite of pulp novelists doesn't mean it's not a serious tool of the trade."
 
She didn't feel convinced, but nodded for him to continue.
 
Charlie leaned forward.  An ignored cigarette was sputtering out in his ashtray. 
 
"I'm afraid I need you to quickly decide whether you're going to do this or not.  I understand your trepidation, but I must tell you this plan is not something we're undertaking lightly.  We desperately need someone on the inside, someone we can trust.  Our preference would of course be to insert you into the German Army High Command or get you hired on as Hitler's secretary or something of that sort, but the consensus is that the Foreign Institute plan is a workable one.  Have you seen the paper today?"
 
Furrowing her brow, Johanna replied, "No…why?"
 
He produced a copy of The Washington Post from a bookshelf and handed it to her.
 
"Front page, upper right."
 
She looked at the paper, searching for the story.  She found it.
 
 


 
22 Espionage Suspects Are German-Born, Hoover Says: U.S. Seizes 29 In Defense Spy Roundup 
 
New York, June 29. -- The arrest of 26 men and 3 women, 22 of them German, on charges of conspiracy to undermine national defense by acting as spies, was announced here tonight by J. Edgar Hoover, director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.
 
Below was another story:
 
Spy Suspect Saw Bombsight Several Years: Norden Inspector Had Access to Closely Guarded U.S. Secret.
 
New York, June 30. – That the United States' closely guarded military secret -- the Norden bombsight -- has for several years been examined by a man now charged with espionage, was disclosed today as three more men were arrested in the Government Nation-wide spy hunt.
 
She handed the paper back to Charlie.  
 
"I don't see what that has to do with me."
 
"What did you think of the news?" he asked.
 
"I guess it's good news they caught them.  Of course it's terrible that they were running around the country for so long," she replied.
 
Charlie shook his head. 
 
"You're missing the larger point," he said.  "Yes, it's terrible that there were, and probably still are, so many German spies in the US.  That's for the FBI to worry about. The big picture here is that when we go to war with Hitler," he pointed a finger in emphasis, "and we will – the chances are good that he's going to have a pretty good picture of our military capabilities, our political situation, our troop dispositions and God knows what else.  We have to know at least as much as he does if we're going to win."
 
They both sat silent for a few moments, Charlie looking at Johanna and Johanna looking at the floor.  
 
"All I can tell you is that I'll think about it," she offered.
 
"Fair enough."
 
 
 
"You knew about this all along, didn't you?"
 
Eve was in her office, conferring with another woman Johanna didn't recognize.   She held Johanna's gaze for a long moment before turning to her guest.
 
"Would you excuse us, please?  I'll call you later."
 
After the woman closed the door behind her, Johanna repeated her question.
 
"So, did you know?"
 
Eve nodded.  "Yes, I knew."
 
"How could you let Charlie lie to me?  He tricked me into putting off my career so I could be part of his plan."
 
 "I didn't 'let' him do anything, dear," she replied.  "It was my idea.  I thought we should wait until we got down here to tell you our real plan for you.  In fact, Charlie was opposed to it from the beginning.  He insisted that we should be up front with you.  I convinced him that if we were serious about wanting you to go undercover for us, we needed to make you see just how dire the need was.  Hence, the deception.  I'm terribly sorry, Johanna, but we thought this would be best."
 
Johanna nodded.  "Well, I'm not happy about it, but I see your point."
 
"Have you made a decision?" Eve asked.
 
"It sounds ludicrous and dangerous, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't see an appeal to it," Johanna replied.  "When I was studying in Germany, I did have a feeling of being on an adventure.  Now that I think about it, it did feel a bit like being a spy.  Surrounded by Nazis, traveling around Hitler's Reich with no one suspecting who I really was or what I was doing there.  Granted the stakes are higher now, but I want to do whatever I can to rid the world of those bastards."
 
Eve smiled.  "I'm glad to hear you say that.  I'm sure Julian would be proud."
 
"I've accepted that I'll never know what happened to him," Johanna replied.  "At least this way I can make them pay."
 
 
 


Berlin
 
SS Obergruppenführer Reinhard Heydrich felt giddy.  Twice this morning his mood had gotten the best of him and he had actually laughed out loud, sitting on the leather couch in his office.  He had been trying to read a report on some administrative blather or another, but had given up after reading the opening paragraph five times without comprehension.  
 
The tall, lean SS General was the head of the Reichssicherheitshauptamt – the Reich Main Security Office.  The RSHA controlled the security apparatus of the SS, the Nazi Party's Praetorian Guard, from criminal investigations to counter-intelligence.  Ten years ago Heydrich had proposed to Reichsführer-SS Heinrich Himmler the establishment of a Sicherheitsdienst, a private security service of the SS.  Under Heydrich's leadership, the SD had become a powerful intelligence agency both within Germany and abroad.  His ambitions had been furthered when Himmler later made him head of the RSHA.  Now he controlled the SD, the Secret State Police – the Gestapo – and the Criminal Police – the Kripo.
 
Heydrich stood up from his desk and walked over to his private bathroom at the opposite end of the dark paneled room.  He stood in front of the mirror, smoothing his brilliantined blonde hair over his high, broad forehead.   Today, he felt sure that his ultimate triumph was at hand.  He would administer the final blow to a longstanding problem.
 
He could scarcely contain his glee when the phone rang.  He darted back over to his desk, listened for a moment and bolted out of his office, leaving the heavy black phone off the hook.  In the hallway he forced himself to stroll leisurely and struggled to maintain an appropriate scowl.  He stopped in front of a door at the end of the hall and tapped on the frosted glass.
 
A dour adjutant in SS uniform answered the door and showed Heydrich in.
 
"You may have ten minutes, and then I must take him to the Chancellery," the adjutant told him.
 
Heydrich nodded and strode through the adjutant's anteroom and into the main office.  It was mahogany paneled, as all the offices of the SS elite were; only this office dwarfed all the others in size and emptiness.  No sign of the occupant's family or interests adorned the walls or the lone bookcase.  All that served for decoration was a portrait of Adolf Hitler on a wall opposite the desk. 
 
Knowing better than to speak without permission, he stopped in front of the massive oak desk and waited.  The man behind it shuffled some papers around on its barren surface.  Heydrich was sure there was no purpose to it, just a tactic to make him wait, as usual.  Finally, Reichsführer-SS Heinrich Himmler looked up at him through his pince-nez and raised his eyebrows in greeting.
 
"Reichsführer, I bring you excellent news," Heydrich said, his normally high-pitched voice rising further with excitement.
 
Himmler said nothing and simply raised his eyebrows again
 
"The old man has finally had it," he went on.  "Canaris has finally done himself in."
 
Leaning back in his chair, Himmler tapped his thumbnail against his teeth, an old habit that told Heydrich he had the SS chief's full attention.
 
"Please get to the point, General, and quickly."
 
"Today the American authorities have announced that nearly thirty men have been arrested in New York on suspicion of espionage.  It is in all the American and British papers.  One article referenced a suspect's involvement with the Norden bombsight, confirming that he is one of Canaris' agents."
 
Himmler removed his pince-nez and closed his eyes.
 
"I fail to see how this constitutes 'excellent news,'" he said in an exasperated tone, rubbing the bridge of his nose. 
 
"Reichsführer, this is our opportunity to bring Canaris down and finally take over the Abwehr.  He has clearly proven his incompetence, giving us the opportunity to convince the Führer to give the SD control over military intelligence.  This is our chance to realize our goal of total control."
 
Himmler put his glasses back on and gave Heydrich his best condescending schoolmaster look, his myopic blue eyes narrowed.
 
"Some people who may or may not be spies are arrested in America, and this is our chance to convince the Führer to abandon his trust in Canaris?" he asked.
 
"Yes!" Heydrich exclaimed.  His earlier feelings of exaltation were beginning to wane as he saw where this conversation was headed.
 
"I don't have to tell you that events in America are not likely to rouse any interest in the Führer.  He sees nothing more than millionaires, beauty queens and stupid music when he looks across the Atlantic.  You were in the room when he said their military capacity was 'of no consequence whatsoever,' were you not?"
 
"Reichsführer, with your help I believe I can convince the Führer that America is more of a threat than he believes.  They are already sending ship after ship of materiel to the British.  Schellenberg's report shows their industrial capacity is ten times what Goering has been telling the Führer.  Ribbentropp's ignorant prattling has convinced the Führer the Americans will never go to war.  What if we can show him that the Abwehr's bungling will only anger the Americans and push them to war?  This must be our opportunity to strike!"
 
  Himmler waved his hand dismissively.  
 
"Whatever the case may be with the Americans, the Führer will not see this as a reason to hand us the Abwehr on a silver platter.  Please do not concern yourself with Admiral Canaris or the Führer's attitude towards him.  I don't wish to hear any more about it.  Is there anything else?"
 
Dejected, Heydrich realized he was getting nowhere.  He said no and quickly took his leave.
 
On his way out of Himmler's office, he clenched his fists at his sides.  What the hell is that shit-stained chicken farmer so afraid of?  He wants to take over the Abwehr just as badly as I do, but always draws the line at Canaris, that fucking old shit.
 
He charged down the hall back to his own office, feeling the anger grow white hot within him.
 
For years, Himmler and Heydrich had been talking about the need to take over all police and intelligence activities in the Reich.  Only the Abwehr remained outside their grasp.  Taking it over would create a truly centralized Security Office and give Heydrich the glory as he swept aside all enemies of the Reich.  As an added benefit, we would be throwing Canaris and his gang of incompetents out on their asses.
 
Returning to his office, he shoved his own secretary aside and slammed the door shut.  He stood at the window, staring down at the traffic on Prinz-Albrechtstrasse below.   The heavy rain matched his mood.  A flash of lightning reflected off car windshields as they sped past the SD headquarters building.   Straightening his tunic, Heydrich resolved not to let this opportunity pass him by.
 
If Himmler won't act, I will.
 
He strode over to his office door, threw it open and pointed to his startled secretary.
 
"Get Schellenberg in here!"
 
 
 


9
One week later, Johanna was on a train bound for New York City.  One of Pollack's men had given her a crash course in ciphers, secret writing and message passing.  She had tried to take the training seriously, but she couldn't help feeling like it was all a game.  Overall, the training seemed pretty thin and made her more nervous, not less.
 
Now she opened a dossier on the German American Bund that had been prepared with the help of the FBI.  Much of it she knew from being around the Bund in Yorkville or reading the papers.  Founded in 1933 as the Friends of the New Germany, the Bund was mostly German immigrants who had joined for a sense of community with their fellow countrymen.  Johanna remembered that her mother had written in a letter about her father being a member briefly in the mid-thirties.  He had been involved with the German-American Businessmen's Association when, along with other similar organizations, it had merged with the Bund.  He and many others had quit soon after realizing that the Bund leaders were nothing more than American Nazis.
 
Fritz Kuhn had taken over the leadership of the Bund in 1936, calling himself the Bundesführer.  He styled himself as an American Hitler, complete with his own fighting division, the Ordnungs-Dienst, or Uniformed Service, which he called his SS.  The OD was implicated in various incidents of vandalism and intimidation aimed at Jews.  
 
Kuhn attempted to rally German nationals and Americans of German descent to the banner of race-comradeship and fascism.   He went to the 1936 Olympics in Berlin where he briefly met Hitler for a handshake and a photograph, an occasion which he used to inflate his own importance and influence when he got back home.  The FBI was convinced that Hitler directly controlled the Bund to further subversion and espionage activities in the United States.
 
Johanna flipped through some newspaper clippings that were included in the dossier and saw an article about the Bund with a photograph of Kuhn at a MadisonSquareGarden rally for George Washington's birthday in 1939.  Standing on a stage festooned with swastikas and American flags, he spoke to more than 20,000 about the 'historic opportunity for Aryans around the world to unite with Hitler to defeat the scourge of Bolshevism and International Jewry.'  Later that year he was indicted, convicted of embezzlement and sent to Sing Sing.
 
The public backlash against the Bund had begun with a Jewish boycott of German shops in New York in reaction to the anti-Semitic propaganda of Kuhn.  Soon, Bund rallies began to draw more people protesting than attending.  A hastily written addendum to the dossier stated that the suspected Nazi spies arrested at the end of June all had some connection to the Bund.  Once this had become known to the public, fear of subversives grew to a fever pitch and the police and FBI were flooded with reports of Nazi spies and saboteurs.
 
Following Hitler's invasion of Poland in 1939, most Bundists abandoned the group.  The several camps the Bund had maintained for the recreational use of its members were closed and the silver and black uniforms of the OD became scarce on the streets of American cities.  According to the FBI, there were still a group of committed Nazis who were active in what was left of the Bund.  Johanna was to make contact with this group at the Bund headquarters in the Yorkville section of Manhattan.  
 
Before making any contact with the Bund, she was to meet with her FBI contact for a briefing.  In order to secure FBI cooperation, Pollack had promised them she would report any information relevant to their ongoing subversion and espionage investigations.  When they found out that she was not an experienced undercover agent they balked at the plan, but submitted when pressure was applied from above.
 
Since she was first told of this assignment, her apprehension about going undercover had abated some.  At Heidelberg, she had found that if she kept to herself, nobody would question her too closely.  In essence, her semester at the University had been a dry run for her current task.  In order to get German students and professors to be honest with her, she had had to pretend to be sympathetic to Nazi ideology and found it wasn't hard.  Once they thought she was receptive, she barely had to say a word – they would go on for hours about Hitler's greatness and how he had changed Germany for the better.  She expected it wouldn't be much different with the Bund.
 
The only problem she could foresee was that due to the repeated investigations, arrests and trials of various Bundists, they might be suspicious about government informants.  As concerned as she was about this, Johanna recognized that if she were to be found out by the Bundists, she would likely not be in any danger.  Exposure would just mean the end of her assignment.  It was once she got to Germany that the real danger began.  Failure there could mean a bullet to the head in the middle of the night.  No jail.  No trial.  
 
While everyone was impatient for her to get to Germany and start gathering intelligence, they acknowledged that time would be an ally in gaining the confidence of the Bund and thus the DAI.  As long as it would take, she would live in Yorkville and pretend to be just another German immigrant.
 
After all this time of trying to get away, here I am going right back to where I started from.  While she had written her mother a brief letter stating that she had taken a job at NYU and would be coming back home, she hadn't thought much about how it would be once she got there.  She had only been back to visit a couple of times since she left at eighteen.  Each time Yorkville became more and more alien to her, feeling less and less like home as she shed her German identity and became the American girl she had always wanted to be.
 
To make matters worse, the uneasiness of returning home would be compounded by the role she was to play.  She had to pretend to be sympathetic to the Nazis if she had any hope of infiltrating the Bund.  She would have to maintain this charade all the time, in front of everyone.  Luckily, the few friends with whom she still maintained contact had, like her, moved far away from the old neighborhood.  That left her family.  
 
She felt a pang of guilt at the shame they were certain to feel if they thought she was a Nazi.  Her mother had written repeatedly about how she told everyone in the neighborhood about their daughter the professor.  Johanna regretted that her mother was going to have to face those same people thinking that the girl of whom she had once been so proud had abandoned her home in favor of Hitler and the Third Reich.  She thought her father and brother would be able to deal with the shame by pretending she no longer existed, but that her mother would take it hard.
 
She put down the dossier and watched verdant New Jersey farmland roll past the train window, wondering which was going to be more difficult: infiltrating the Bund and the DAI, or being home again?
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New York City
 
Later that afternoon, a taxi pulled away from the curb on East 89th Street, leaving Johanna standing on the sidewalk in front of her father's delicatessen.  Looking around the neighborhood, she saw that although not much had changed over the years, it still seemed alien to her.  If not for the occasional high-rise apartment building and wide streets, Yorkville could have been in the Aldstadt of Heidelberg, or any market street in any German city.  Everyone passing by on the sidewalk was speaking German, and every shop and office sign was in German.
 
This was the case in almost all of Yorkville.  People called it Germantown or Little Berlin and, like many of New York City's ethnic neighborhoods, it was insulated from the outside world.  German immigrants had been coming here for more than a hundred years, many never leaving the neighborhood or learning English.  It was this insularity that had driven Johanna out.  She didn't want to live with the old ways and saw them as nothing more than pomp and pageantry, not to be taken seriously.  While so many of those she grew up around were proud of being 'hyphenated' German-Americans, she wanted simply to be an American and to be rid of Yorkville.  And now here she was again. 
 
Down the long street Johanna could see the trees of Carl Schurz Park beyond East End Avenue.  Growing up in Yorkville, the park and the Gracie Mansion museum within had always been a favorite spot of Johanna and her brother.  During the summers, Johanna would sit and watch the boats sailing through Hell Gate in the East River.
 
She saw that her father had put up a new sign, a larger one that ran the length of the shop with 'Falck's Delicatessen' painted in heavy black Gothic type.  She could see him through the plate glass window, pulling something out of the meat case for an elderly woman.  He still wore his black mustache in the old-fashioned style, long and twirled up at the ends.
 
Further up the face of the four story red brick building, lace curtains billowed out of a second floor window where her bedroom used to be.  When Klaus Falck first rented the store and an apartment above it shortly after arriving in New York, he planned to buy the entire building when he had saved enough money.  The Depression had put an end to that and keeping the business solvent had become his only ambition.  
 
The bells on the door jingled as someone opened it.  Johanna looked down and saw it was her mother who, for a moment, just stood in the doorway beaming at her daughter.  Elisabeth Falck was not as tall as Johanna, but in every other respect they looked almost identical.  She kept her long blonde hair in a braid, with loose strands framing her face. Even in her middle years she still had the same slim figure she did when she was Johanna's age.  
 
"Hello, Mother," Johanna said as she and her mother shook hands in the traditional greeting.  Over her mother's shoulder she saw her father, now with another customer, look over and nod in greeting.
 
"Come, say hello to your father."
 
The two of them carried her luggage into the store.  Elisabeth saw a customer needing help with some jars on a high shelf and with a smile and a pat on the cheek left Johanna to wait by the door.
 
Standing behind the refrigerated cases, Klaus Falck was still the intimidating presence he had always been.  He was a giant of a man, well over six feet tall and built like a bear. Every Oktoberfest he would entertain the neighborhood children by carrying a full keg of beer like it was a sack of flour.  He was considered an unofficial policeman in the neighborhood, his piercing blue eyes and massive frame extracting confessions and pleas for clemency from many a young scofflaw.
 
He gave change to a customer and came around the counter, wiping his hands on his white apron.  He shook Johanna's hand and asked about her trip on the train and her new job.
 
She had almost forgotten about her 'job' at NYU.  I need to work at remembering my cover story if I'm going to last one minute at this.
 
"Your mother will be starting dinner while I close.  Your brother should be back from his deliveries soon.  Go up now and … get freshened, yes?"
 
Johanna smirked.  "Freshen up, Vati."  His accent had improved quite a bit since she saw him last, but colloquialisms were still a problem. 
 
"Ja, that's what I said, freshen up," he replied.  He reached over to flip the Open sign to Closed on the door and walked back to the counter to tend to his one remaining customer.
 
 
 
That evening, the Falcks sat down to a special meal that Elisabeth had prepared for Johanna's homecoming.  Her brother Freddy's place was set, but he still hadn't returned from making his afternoon deliveries for the deli.  From her father's grumblings, she gathered that his tardiness was a frequent occurrence.
 
That Freddy had stayed on to work for their father was surprising to Johanna.  They both had spoken with equal fervor about wanting to leave Yorkville and strike out on their own as their re-invented selves.  Freddy had never done well enough in school to consider continuing his education, and his ambitions in life varied wildly.  For a time in high school, he was suddenly obsessed with being a soldier.  Then, just as abruptly, he began talking incessantly about being a pilot, which he later dropped in favor of some other plan.
 
The reality of the Depression had then taken over.  Their father was a shrewd businessman and his careful management of the deli had allowed them to stay in business, but at a cost.  One by one, their three employees had been let go and the entire family took on the work of keeping the doors open.  Johanna and her brother both worked long hours after school and on weekends to help their parents.  Ten years later, Freddy was still there.  Johanna couldn't figure out why.
 
Over the weisswurst and eisbein Johanna answered her parents' questions about her imaginary new teaching job at NYU.  Eisbein – boiled pig's knuckle – was definitely not one of her favorites, but it always seemed to find its way into holiday dinners and special occasions.  She managed to eat enough of it to avoid slighting her mother's cooking.  As she was improvising a story about what she was going to be teaching, she could hear the sound of someone bounding up the stairs in the hallway.  Friedrich Falck came in the front door of the apartment with a cardboard box under his arm.
 
The Falck's dining room opened into the living room, giving Johanna a clear view of her brother from where she sat.  Seeing him made her realize just how long she had been away.  The gangly, awkward teenager she saw last had been replaced by a man, but a man with the same boyish face she remembered.  He looks like someone put Freddy's twelve-year old towhead on Vati's body, she thought, getting up to greet him.  
 
She reached out to embrace him, but he took one of her outstretched hands and shook it firmly, saying, "Hello, Johanna."  He pronounced it Yo-hanna.
 
He went around the table and sat down across from their father, who gave him an angry look.  Johanna returned to her seat, still marveling at how much her brother had changed.
 
"Here you are, dear, we saved you some weisswurst," Elisabeth said, pointing to the platter in the center of the table.
 
Freddy heaped what was left of the sausages and warm potato salad on his plate and began to eat, hunched over his food, while Klaus and Elisabeth shared a look.
 
Klaus sat with his knife and fork hovering over his plate for a moment, staring at the top of his son's head across from him.
 
"Don't you want to say hello to your sister?" he asked.
 
"I did, just now."
 
"Don't you want to be asking her how she is doing?"
 
Freddy looked over at Johanna with a sarcastic smile.
 
"How are you doing?"
 
Johanna was taken aback by his demeanor.  She thought that he didn't seem happy to see her.  No, that's not quite right.  It's more like he's not acknowledging that I'm here at all.
 
"I'm fine, Freddy.  How are you?" she asked.
 
"Good" he replied, his attention back on his dinner.  "And it's Friedrich, not Freddy."
 
Johanna must have had a quizzical look on her face when she looked over to her parents because her mother shrugged and her father grunted, shaking his head.
 
"All these years of asking us 'Call me Freddy' and now it is Friedrich again." Klaus said, stabbing a piece of sausage with his fork.
 
Friedrich looked over to Johanna and waved a hand towards their parents.
 
"I thought they'd be happy that I'm rediscovering our German heritage."
 
She offered a wan smile, pretending to understand.  What the hell is he talking about?
 
Elisabeth spoke up.  "We are happy, it just is confusing when, for all these years you and your sister want nothing to do with anything German, and now this sudden change."
 
Everyone ate in silence.  Johanna couldn't ever remember this much tension around the dinner table, even during tough financial times.
 
      "So, Johanna, have you met anyone there at university?" Elisabeth asked.
 
      Oh, no, not this again.
 
      "It is simply not natural," Klaus interjected.  "You are a healthy young woman – you should be making a family and being a wife.  There are plenty of bachelors in the neighborhood.  I will introduce you."
 
      "No, Vati.  That's not necessary."
 
      "She doesn't want anything to do with them because they're German," Friedrich said.
 
      Time to change the subject, Johanna decided.
 
She had been dreading this moment, but decided to get it over with.  If I try to put this charade off any longer, I'll never do it.
 
She cleared her throat.
 
"Speaking of German heritage, does anyone know anything about the Bund?"
 
The clattering of her father's silverware on his plate startled her.
 
"No," he barked.  "We will not discuss that."  He glared at her and then Friedrich.
 
"I'm sorry…I…I don't understand," she stammered, taken aback by his forcefulness.
 
Still not looking up from his plate, Friedrich answered her.  
 
"Vati doesn't want to admit he is wrong."
 
Klaus pounded the table with his fist.  "No!  We will not discuss that!"
 
Elisabeth put a hand on his arm.  Johanna saw the gesture and suspected that there had been many such arguments, and many attempts by her mother to make peace.
 
"Can someone please tell me what's going on here?" she asked, looking at each of them in turn.  Friedrich continued to eat while Klaus stared at the wall, his face red with anger.
 
Elisabeth patted her husband's arm again and answered Johanna in a low voice, "Your brother has been in the Bund several years now.  He and your father argue about it."
 
Johanna was stunned into silence.  Freddy is a Nazi?  It was as if they were talking about someone else; she couldn't make the connection in her mind between her brother and the Bund.  She swallowed hard and forced herself to hide her shock and play dumb.
 
"What is there to argue about?"
 
Friedrich took a long drink of water and leaned back in his chair, arms folded.
 
"Our father insists on being on the wrong side of history.  What is it that he has been telling us for years about why he brought us all to America?   Wasn't it because he was afraid the Communists would take over Germany after the Great War like they did in Russia?  And now that Hitler is actually making a stand against the Communists, by smashing Stalin, no less, Vati is against him.  And worse, he refuses to see the threat to this nation from Jews and Bolshevists, even after they boycotted his business and nearly bankrupted him."
 
Johanna looked over to her father, who looked like he was trying to avoid being baited by his son.  He took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
 
"Do not listen to him, Johanna.  Yes, the boycott hurt, but we were never in any danger of going out of business.  And you," he pointed at Friedrich, "know perfectly well that the Jewish boycott was not aimed at me personally, but at all German businesses because of the gang of rowdies and criminals you associate yourself with.  Nothing else.  All the damned Nazi talk and Jew-hating is what caused it."
 
Friedrich rolled his eyes and avoided his father's gaze.
 
Pretending not to be aghast at what she was hearing from her brother's mouth was just too much.  She wanted to reach across the table and shake him.  
 
I can't say a word, she reminded herself.  If I am going to pretend to everyone that I'm also a Nazi, I can't let on how disgusted I feel right now. 
 
Klaus continued.  "I understood when you first joined, thinking you were just getting back to our German culture and thought it would pass when you saw the Nazis for what they were.   But you never did.  Not even after Poland.  And here we are how many years later?  How many people have they killed taking over Europe?  And now they invade Russia.  Almost everyone else has had the sense to get out of the Bund, even those that still support Hitler realize they are just making a bad name for all the rest of us.  You ask Mrs. Schenker next time you deliver to her, ask her what it was like for Germans here during the Great War.  You mark my words, it will be worse now if, God forbid, America gets in the war."
 
Friedrich turned to his father with a sneer.
 
"Germans were treated badly back then at the hands of the Jews and Bolsheviks, and if we are treated the same now, we should show them we are no longer to be trifled with.  That is why I am in the Bund, so that someone will be left to stand up for us."
 
"Is that what you call frightening old women on the street, 'standing up for us'?" Klaus asked.  "The real reason we are in this position is because Hitler sends his spies and troublemakers to America and we all get the blame.  Look at all those spies they arrested a week ago.  Now when people look at a German, they see a Nazi spy sent from Germany to destroy this country.  You and your friends make it worse, not better."
 
Friedrich acted as if he hadn't heard anything his father had said.  Pushing back his chair, he excused himself to Johanna and Elisabeth, and left the table.  He walked down the hallway and Johanna heard a door slam.
 
 "You see what has become of your brother?" he asked Johanna, pointing down the hall.  "For years it was 'my name is Freddy, I don't want to eat German food, I don't want to go to Weinachtmarkt.'  Now it's the other end.  He never stops talking about how great is Hitler and Jews, Jews, Jews.  If we didn't need his help at the deli, I think I would tell him to leave."
 
Johanna excused herself from the table and walked downstairs to sit on the front stoop.  
 
She had detected a note of anguish in her father's annoyance, and she felt the same.  At first, she was angry at how stupid her brother must have been to fall in with those thugs and idiots.  Now, she was starting to feel sadness, as if the brother she had remembered was dead and had been replaced by this angry, hateful person.  She couldn't imagine how her parents must feel as prominent members of the community having to live with their son the Nazi every day.
 
Watching the evening traffic pass on First Avenue, she sat up with a start.  No, that's not right.  I can imagine how they must feel, and I've been imaging it since I got on the train this morning.  It's exactly how I thought they would feel when I had to make them believe I was a Nazi in order to infiltrate the Bund and get to Germany.
 
She decided then to hide her activities with the Bund from her parents.  One child with Nazi sympathies was bad enough, two would be unbearable.  Her brother was going to be her way in to the Bund and she would make him promise not to tell their parents.  If she was successful and was able to make her way to Germany, she would have to think of something to tell them to shield them from the truth.
 
This is going to be even more difficult than I thought.
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Early the next morning, Johanna awoke in her old bed, taking a moment to remember where she was.  With the exception of a small sewing table in the corner, her mother had maintained Johanna's bedroom exactly as it had been when she left.  A large dollhouse sat on a low bookcase by the window, the dolls where she had left them.  Although she recognized every decoration and piece of furniture, it was as unfamiliar as a hotel room. Swinging her feet onto the floor, she listened for a moment to be certain that everyone had already gone downstairs to open the shop.
 
She peeked out into the hallway and listened.  The apartment was empty.
 
Grateful to have avoided a potential replay of last night's events, she quickly readied herself for her briefing with the FBI.  The appointment had been made for her by Len Pollack before Johanna left for New York.  All she had been given was the address of the FBI's downtown office, the name of a Special Agent Daniel Wexler, and the time – 9 o'clock.  Pollack had described Wexler to her as the Bureau's Bund expert and as someone sure to be of great use to her.
 
Just as Johanna was nearing the door to leave, her mother came in with some hot coffee and a sweet roll wrapped in a paper napkin.
 
"Morgen.  I brought you something to eat from Gutenberg's."
 
"Good Morning.  I'm sorry, I don't have time for breakfast.  I have to go to …the university… for a meeting."
 
"Well, you have to eat something.  You can not start your new job on an empty stomach.  Here, sit down with me," she said, gesturing to the dining room.
 
Johanna could tell her mother wasn't so much interested in feeding her as in having someone to talk to.  She suddenly felt sorry for her, living in this apartment with her father and brother fighting all the time.  Now, all the letters her mother had written to her at school made sense.  At the time, she had resented them as an attempt to prevent her from beginning her life anew.  Now, she realized it was loneliness that made her mother send weekly letters without fail, even when Johanna would go months without replying.
 
"I'm sorry, Mutti.  I really have to go.  We'll talk later, though.  I promise."
 
"All right," Elisabeth replied.  She put the sweet roll in Johanna's hand.  "At least bring this with you."
 
She took the roll and walked out the door, trying not to let her mother see the guilty look on her face.
 
 
 
Dan Wexler was not what Johanna had expected.  Although the only FBI agents she had ever seen were in movies, the images of chiseled jaws and J. Edgar Hoover's forthright heroes had stuck with her.  When Wexler walked into the small meeting room where she was waiting, her first impression was that he must be an accountant.   He was of medium height, with dark, thinning hair and undistinguished features.  His adequate suit and plain tie had the look of being worn every day.  She thought he was the type of person you would always recognize but could never place. 
 
The room was cramped enough with just the table and two chairs, but now with Wexler in the room, Johanna was starting to feel claustrophobic.  This must be an interrogation room, she thought as he took his seat.  If whoever designed it intended to put people on edge, he has succeeded masterfully.
 
Wexler didn't offer his hand to Johanna or introduce himself until he sat down and opened a manila file folder on the small rickety table between them.  
 
"I'm Special Agent Daniel Wexler," he said without looking up.  "I've been asked to brief you on the German-American Bund."  He flipped through a few sheets in his folder.  "You are Johanna Falck, working for the State Department."
 
He looked up at her with an expression that told her he did not want to be here.
 
"I thought you were supposed to be some college professor," he continued.
 
Johanna immediately felt herself getting defensive.
 
"I've just been awarded my PhD and I'm taking a sabbatical of sorts to help with the war," she replied.
 
"What war?" he asked, with eyebrows raised.
 
"The European war.  For when we get in it, I mean."
 
"When, not if?"
 
"Yes, I believe when."  Is this a debate or a briefing?
 
"So, just out of college.  How old does that make you, then?" he asked, flipping through his file again.
 
"I'm twenty-nine."  She re-crossed her legs and folded her hands in her lap in an attempt to portray a patience she was not feeling.  Now I know why we're meeting in an interrogation room.  What exactly is the point of this?
 
"Mmm hmm…twenty-nine," he murmured.  Looking back up at her, he folded his arms and squinted at her like he was trying to divine her answers before he asked the questions.  "So, what experience do you have working undercover?"
 
"Well, none, actually," she replied, trying to affect an air of casualness to deflect his condescension.
 
"Mmm hmm.  So what makes you think you can infiltrate the Bund and spy on them?"
 
"I'm confident I can figure it out as I go along."  She paused and reminded herself that she was probably going to need the FBI's help.  "With your assistance, of course."
 
"Yes, well…it would seem that I'm being ordered to do just that.  My superiors are quaking in their boots at the notion that FDR is going to create some new super spy agency, and they want to make sure they protect their turf.  I personally couldn't care less, but here I am just the same.  Their panic means I have to waste my time with you."
 
Johanna said nothing and kept her face as passive as she could.
 
"I don't mean to be rude.  I'm sure you're very eager to do your job.  It's just obvious that you are in no way qualified to do it.  So, if you foul it up with the Bund, I'm the one that's going to have to pick up the pieces.  You can think that if you wear a pretty dress and smile and flirt with those rats, they'll fall all over themselves to let you spy on them.  They might – who knows.  But being pretty won't keep you from getting caught."
 
She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from reacting.  What an ass.  I was wrong, he's not even an accountant, he's a petty bureaucrat.
 
Wexler seemed disappointed that she wasn't rising to the bait.  He folded his hands on the table and began to lecture as if to a child, looking over Johanna's head at the wall behind her as he spoke.
 
"Yes, well.  The Bund.  Most of their membership has either been deported, arrested or just dropped out.  All that's left are the real die-hards.  That doesn't mean that the threat from them has passed, however.  Most of the Nazi spies we have rounded up – the Harbor Spy Gang and the Duquesne ring this year and the Rumrich ring back in '38 – were connected in some ways with the Bund.  We suspect that the spies and subversives that are still in the country, when we catch them, will prove to have similar ties.
 
"The Bundists are undoubtedly taking their orders from Berlin.  This is evidenced by their leader's trip to see Hitler during the Olympics as well as the various members that have gone back to Germany since being found out.  We're not looking at the Bund quite as closely as in past years, since most members left after Hitler invaded Poland.  They couldn't stand the heat anymore and didn't want the additional scrutiny of the Bund to interfere with their espionage and subversive activities.
 
"An idiot named Gerhard Kunze is their Führer now that the old one, Fritz Kuhn, is in Sing Sing where he belongs.  Their headquarters are on East 85th Street, but it's just Kunze and his lackeys plus a couple of secretaries there.  Mostly, what's left of the Bund meet at the various beer halls and restaurants of Yorkville.
 
"They used to have a sizeable uniformed division, the OD, that got dressed up in their Nazi uniforms and marched all over the place, but they're pretty much gone now.  NYPD has arrested a bunch over the years for painting swastikas on synagogues and beating up Jews on the street.  They were a nuisance, these Storm Troopers, but it's the ones who don't go parading around the city that we're concerned with.  We've arrested hundreds of Nazi spies, but there are probably at least that number still here, many hiding out in Yorkville.
 
"So, if you come across anyone you think is a spy, don't do anything.  Just call me, I'll take care of it.  All, right?"
 
Johanna nodded.
 
Wexler took a conspicuous look at his watch.  "Well, I've got to be going here in a minute.  So tell me, why did you leave the cushy world of college life for this?"
 
What do you care?  "I thought I told you.  I wanted to do my part in the war effort.  My advisor recruited me to work for the State Department in intelligence."
 
"Yes, I know.  It just seems odd to me that they would want to send someone with no experience in undercover work and no experience in intelligence to go spy on the Nazis.  A German, no less."
 
Ah, so that's it, she realized.
 
She pointed at the papers in front of Wexler.  "As you probably know from your file there, I am, in fact, an American not a German.  I immigrated when I was six."  She paused.  "Besides, isn't 'Wexler' German, too?"
 
He looked back down at the file and shuffled the pages, avoiding her gaze.  "Yes, Wexler is German, but the first Wexlers that came to America fought in the Civil War."
 
For a moment she felt like she had scored a point in this verbal sparring match.  "Do you have any other questions?"
 
"No, no more questions," he said, looking up with a superior grin.  "I'll be keeping an eye on you." He paused.  "You and your brother, that is."
 
Johanna chafed at the inference.  "What's that about my brother?"
 
Wexler chuckled.  "Come on, what do you think we are, a bunch of fools?  This is the FBI!  Of course we know your brother is a Bundist.  We've got a file on him as thick as a phonebook.  Lucky for him we haven't caught him at anything more serious than goose-stepping around in that uniform of his."  At this point he leaned forward and pointed his finger in Johanna's face.  "And that's important for you to remember, we haven't caught him yet.  If it turns out that he's a spy or a subversive and you are in any way protecting him or aiding him, Cordell Hull and all the lawyers at the State Department won't be able to save you."
 
With that, he gathered his papers and left.
 
Johanna sat by herself for a moment, shaking her head.  Well, that was a complete waste of time.  Not only did I get accused of being connected to Nazi spies, but that "briefing" was nothing that I couldn't have found for myself in back issues of The
New York Times.
 
She left the FBI office and retraced her steps down hallways and stairwells.  Walking out the front door of the colonnaded US Courthouse into Foley Square, she blinked in the bright sunlight.  As much as she chafed at Wexler's tone and his line of questioning, she had to admit that he was right on a few key points.  She was inexperienced and it was a crazy idea to send someone with no undercover or intelligence experience into the Bund and then to Nazi Germany.  As much as she was worried about doing a good job and not getting caught, Wexler had simply irritated her to the point that she felt forced into putting on a show of confidence.
 
As she walked up Centre Street looking over her shoulder for a cab to hail, Johanna put Wexler and the FBI out of her head and tried to concentrate on her next steps.  Her brother was obviously the best entry into the Bund.  She decided to talk to him about it as soon as possible.  The key would be to act curious and ignorant of the Bund and Nazis.  She only hoped that her acting skills were up to the challenge.
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Back at Falck's Delicatessen, Friedrich was standing beside the door, leaning against the wall and smoking a cigarette.   There was a slight breeze, just enough to make the July heat bearable, that tugged at the hem of Friedrich's stained white apron.  The sidewalks were busy with young mothers shopping, old men strolling and businessmen in a hurry.  Johanna dodged the busy traffic to cross the street.
 
 She walked up to her brother, grateful for her good luck in finding him alone.
 
"Hi, Freddy," she said in the friendliest tone she could muster.
 
"I told you, it's Friedrich," he replied, looking away.
 
"Right, sorry.  It just takes some getting used to."  She moved aside to let a young woman with two children in tow open the deli door.
 
"Well, get used to it.  I don't see what's so hard about calling me by my real name."
 
She decided to take a different tack.  Casual friendliness was clearly going nowhere.  Get right to the point, Johanna.
 
"So, that was quite a scene at dinner last night.  What is it about the Bund that gets Vati so riled up?"
 
He looked at her out of the corner of his eye.  "What do you mean?  You know about the Bund, don't you?"
 
OK, now we're getting somewhere.
 
She clasped her hands behind her and leaned up against the wall next to him.  A man with an overflowing briefcase under his arm tipped his hat to her, two fingers on the brim of his gray fedora.  She smiled and turned to her brother.
 
"Sure, I know they're a German social organization and that they've been involved with politics somewhat, but that's about it.  What would make Vati so mad?"
 
Friedrich flicked his cigarette butt into the gutter and turned towards Johanna.
 
"'Involved in politics somewhat?'  You really don't know?"
 
She affected a puzzled look.  "Know what?" 
 
He thrust his hands into his trouser pockets and laughed.
 
"About Hitler and National Socialism, that's what!"
 
"Well, sure.  I know about Hitler and I've read about the war some, if that's what you mean."
 
Friedrich shook his head in disbelief, rubbing his chin.  Johanna saw his scar and remembered when he had tripped going up the stoop, opening up a cut just under his chin.  He was five and she was eight.  Johanna had fainted when she had walked downstairs and seen the blood spilled all over the steps.
 
"What the hell kind of a German history professor are you?  You don't even know about the most important man in German history!  Haven't you been there?"
 
"Yes, but I studied history, not politics.  My dissertation was about…historical aspects of German society."
 
He laughed again, the same humorless, jagged laugh that had chilled her the night before.
 
"You've spent time in the New Germany, seen all of Hitler's great works, but you don't know anything about the Nazis.  OK.  What do you want to know?"
 
"Everything, I guess.  What is it the Bund stands for that would make people so mad?"
 
"First of all, 'people' aren't mad about anything the Bund says or does, it's Jews and those who allow themselves to be fooled by Jews that are mad.  All we do is stand up for the Aryan, the rightful master of the world, who is under attack by international Jewry and Communists, which are essentially the same thing.  Hitler has launched a war of self-defense against the Jews and Communists, and of course they don't like that their time of ruling over us is over.  That's all."
 
He pulled another cigarette out of his shirt pocket and lit it.
 
"As for Vati, why he falls for Jewish propaganda is beyond me.  They boycotted the deli and now he bows down and asks for more."
 
Johanna did her best to appear sympathetic.  Pretending to be ignorant of the Bund and the Nazis wasn't so hard after all.  What was taxing her acting abilities was hiding her sadness for what her brother had become.
 
"Some people think that we're un-American or something.  They just don't see that what Hitler is doing for Europe needs to be done here.  FDR is just another tool of Jews and Bolsheviks and they all need to be dealt with just like their European counterparts.  We're American patriots, not traitors or spies."
 
He took a long pull on his cigarette and exhaled in a quick blast of smoke.
 
"Did you know that I wanted to move to Germany?" he asked, ogling a young woman walking by.  She seemed lost in her thoughts, but when she noticed his stare she quickened her pace.
 
Johanna didn't have to pretend to be shocked.
 
"No, I didn't.  When was this?"
 
"A few years ago.  You know about the volksdeutsche repatriation program?"
 
She did.  It was administered by the Volksdeutsche Mittelstelle, an organization with close ties to the German Foreign Institute.  She decided it was better to profess ignorance.
 
"No, what's that?"
 
"It's where the German government paid for ethnic Germans living all over the world to emigrate and rejoin the Reich Germans
in the Fatherland.  I had filled out all the necessary paperwork and gotten the right approvals, but Vati wouldn't let me go."
 
Again, she donned her most sympathetic look.  While her brother was talking, she noticed an older woman shuffling down the sidewalk.   She had white hair piled into a bun and was pulling a wire grocery cart with several impatient people behind waiting for an opening to pass.  She turned to Johanna and gave a brief angry look; it took her a moment to realize it was meant for Friedrich.  She searched her brother for any sign that he had seen the woman but he didn't skip a beat, his gaze fixed on the pavement in front of him.  Does she know him?  Is he recognized on the street because of his Bund association?
 
"What do you mean, he wouldn't let you go?  You're an adult, can't you do as you please?" she asked, recovering her composure.
 
He kept his head down and puffed on his cigarette.  "It was during the Jewish boycott.  He had to fire Helmut Frank – remember him from church?  He was Vati's last employee, and he needed both Mutti and me to work or the deli would go under.  I told him I didn't care, I wanted to be a part of Hitler's revolution, but Mutti begged me to stay.  She cried and carried on, so I stayed.  Stupidest thing I ever did."
 
  Johanna had a hard time imagining this new Friedrich softening over his mother's tears.  She was growing tired of listening to him, and wanted to tell him he was a soft-headed fool and a stupid bigot.  She hoped it wouldn't take long to get into the Bund's good graces and go off to Germany.  There she would be surrounded by sixty million Nazis just like her brother, but at least none of them would be a formerly sweet, quiet boy who would beg her to play board games on rainy Saturdays.
 
She stepped away from the wall and wiped the dust from her hands.  "So, I'd be interested in learning more about the Bund.  Are there meetings or something where I could come and learn more?"
 
For the first time since she had been back, he seemed genuinely happy and nodded vigorously.
 
"Absolutely!  We can have dinner with some friends of mine.  We can tell you all about it and answer any questions.  Maybe this weekend."
 
Johanna didn't want to endure one more day of this than she had to.  
 
"How about lunch?  I don't have to be at the university until tomorrow.  Is it too short notice, or can you arrange it for today?  I'd really like to meet these friends of yours.  I…I think you have some interesting ideas.  But listen, don't tell the folks, OK?"
 
 
 
Walking the four blocks to Café Zeppelin with Friedrich, Johanna began to worry that things were going too easy for her.  Friedrich was not the least bit suspicious about her sudden interest in the Bund or her desire to meet with them right away.  He had simply gone upstairs to make some phone calls and came back down a few minutes later, telling her it had all been arranged.
 
She had to prepare for the possibility that his friends would not be so easily fooled.  After all, if what Wexler had told her was true, they were under constant surveillance and might be wary of a newly interested outsider, assuming them to be government informers.  She hoped that being Friedrich's sister would be enough to assuage their concerns.  That hinged, of course, on her brother's being a trusted member whose loyalties were unquestioned.  After listening to his ranting, she suspected that was probably the case.
 
As much as she hated the idea, she was prepared to play the giggling idiot, smiling whenever difficult questions were asked and playing dumb.  It wasn't like she cared about their opinion of her.  She expected that the picture of an empty-headed blonde with no knowledge of politics was one that Friedrich's fellow Bundists were ready to believe.  Even if he had already told them about her PhD.
 
Neither of them said a word on the walk over, Johanna deep in thought and Friedrich chain smoking.  While she wanted to be well-prepared for this lunch, she was equally intent on not engaging her brother in conversation any more than necessary.  Standing on the corner waiting for the light to change, Johanna saw the café across the street on York Avenue.   Its huge white storefront with "Café Zeppelin" in jaunty script angled up the front made it stand out among the bland brick buildings up and down the street.    
 
The café was a popular spot in Yorkville, serving German beer and traditional fare.  Even though Johanna had never wanted to eat their food, the sounds that came pouring out of its windows and doors had always made her feel like she was missing something.  The first time she could remember being impatient to grow up was when she was walking home after an afternoon of sledding in Carl Schurz Park.  As she was passing the café, a couple had walked out a side door followed by a blast of music and laughter that faded as the door swung shut.  To her twelve-year-old mind they looked glamorous and happy, both in fur coats and arms tightly wrapped around one another as they stumbled down the street.  Whatever was happening in there, she had thought, it was something she couldn't wait to be a part of.
 
The reality was much less than she had hoped.  Compared to the late-night crowds she remembered, lunch was a tame affair.  As they walked in, Johanna saw only two tables occupied among more than twenty.  Looking around she noticed that the spare interior was not the sparkling ballroom she had imagined on that January evening.  The boards of the rough wooden floor curled upwards at the edges, catching her heel as she entered.  A well-worn bar shaped like a horseshoe jutted out into the middle of the dark room, with a solitary bartender standing idle behind it.  Various photographs of the old country hung at different angles on the walls.
 
At a table next to a curtained window a large-bellied man in a white suit was deep in conversation with a much younger woman.  What little light came in sparkled off the man's many pieces of gold jewelry – rings, cufflinks, wristwatch, tie clip, and lapel pin.  Tiny reflected gold flashes lit up the plump face of his companion as she paid rapt, wide-eyed attention to him.  Friedrich appeared to know the man and walked over to his table.  Johanna waited by the door and was unable to hear what they were saying.  They seemed to be greeting each other in a very business-like manner, Friedrich inclining his head in a curt bow as they shook hands.  
 
A signet ring flashed on the man's little finger as his hand went up to smooth pomaded black hair and then down to adjust a red rose in his lapel.  He did this several times as they spoke.  Johanna looked over at the other occupied table and saw three men all looking at her.  She assumed they were the Bundists.  Whatever she was expecting them to look like – Hitler mustaches, swastika armbands and jodhpurs— Friedrich's friends did not live up to the picture in her mind.  Her first reaction was that none of them looked like they belonged together.  
 
One seemed like he was Friedrich's age or younger and was painfully thin with severe acne covering his face and neck.  In the middle of the group was a man who looked like he was in his fifties and was perhaps a schoolteacher or a clerk.  He wore an ill-fitting suit whose jacket couldn't seem to close over his paunch and he had a ragged mustache that covered his upper lip.  The third Bundist was actually quite handsome, she thought, possibly in his thirties and with an athletic build.  His prematurely graying hair was close-cropped on the sides and he wore a yellow short-sleeved shirt that showed off his thick arms.  
 
Friedrich came back over and introduced Johanna to his friends.  The one with the acne was Max Schlosser, the older one was Hans Richter and the muscular one was Carl-Heinz Kohl.  Johanna's fears about them accepting her were quickly erased.  They seemed to fight with one another to tell her all about themselves, their supreme importance in the Bund and the Nazi movement as a whole.  As it turned out, Richter was indeed a schoolteacher – of what he never said; Schlosser was an unemployed factory worker and aspiring actor; and Kohl was a stevedore on the Brooklyn docks. 
 
It soon became clear to Johanna, after she suffered through two hours of listening to Nazi clichés and slogans, that none of these men had any of the importance or influence that they pretended.  From what she could gather, the Bund, abandoned by its membership and divested of its camps and retreats, had been reduced to a small core of fanatics that did nothing but agitate amongst themselves and hold poorly attended rallies.
 
Johanna lied about remembering a phone call she had to make.  As she went to leave, Kohl escorted her to the door and invited her to the next Bund meeting on Friday night at Ebling’s Casino.  He then asked if she would go to dinner with him after the meeting.  She left, trying not to run out the door.
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Johanna was surprised to see a large crowd gathered around the entrance to Ebling's Casino.  She hadn't expected the Bund's Friday night meeting to be so well-attended.  As she got closer she saw that while there were quite a few people going inside for the meeting, most of the crowd was there to protest.  There were a few placards, one reading "Stop the Fifth Columnists and the Nazi Trojan Horse!" another referring to the un-American nature of the Bund and its members.
 
Johanna squeezed through the crowd, holding her hand up to hide her face from the protesters as she went in the front door.  Ebling's Casino had always been a popular spot in the Bronx.  Her parents had often brought her and Friedrich to see German singing groups.  It had since become a popular meeting place for the Bund.  The small façade that faced the street opened up into a large hall inside, row upon row of chairs lined up in front of the wide stage decorated with red, white and blue bunting.  Long swastika banners hung from the ceiling, waving in the streams of fans.  
 
There was no place to hide in this open hall, so Johanna selected a seat off to the side where she hoped the shadows would cover her.  She sat down and looked around at the hundreds of people – men, women and children – that were milling around and finding their seats.  As was her experience in Germany, these American Nazis were remarkable only in their sheer ordinariness, hardly Goebbels' Aryan supermen or the sneering sadists from the movies.  
 
After a few minutes, she heard applause from the back and turned to see the crowd stand up as one.  She got up and strained to see what was happening.  
 
Coming up the center aisle she could see the top of an American flag with a German swastika flag right beside it, both bobbing with the stride of the color guard.  Over the noise of the cheering crowd she could hear the steady beat of boots marching.  As the marchers came up the aisle she could see they were the gray-shirted Ordnungs-Dienst, the Bund's Storm Troopers.  She felt instantly transported to Germany.  As a student at Heidelberg, she had seen many such marches – the SA, SS, Hitler Youth and other uniformed branches of the Nazi party had regular ceremonies in the town squares all over Germany.  The Bundists had recaptured the mood perfectly.  
 
As the color guard passed her row, she could see the OD members go by in their black pants, gray shirts and shining jackboots.  While the thought of Nazis always evoked images of thuggish behavior, these spectacles always evoked the same feelings in her:  how could anyone be taken in by this mindless pageantry?  At the rallies she witnessed in Germany, she noted that their effectiveness seemed more due to the banners, uniforms and torchlight parades than from anything the speakers were saying. 
 
Now she was witnessing the same phenomenon happening again.  Looking around, she saw the beaming faces of the crowd, each of them bursting with pride at the sight of the OD.  She suspected that this display of Nazi solidarity was what gave people the idea that all Germans were Nazis.  It certainly solidified her own feelings on the subject.  If it was correct that most Bundists were naturalized Germans, it would tend to prove her contention that German culture was the root of Hitlerism, not ethnicity.  It would be an interesting side note to work with the Bund to investigate this further.
 
The color guard deposited their flags in a stand by the podium and the OD filed to the front, sitting down together in front of the stage.  The applause began again as one of the OD members got up and ascended the stage.  Johanna leaned over to the woman in front of her and asked who the man was.
 
Acting angry at the intrusion, the young woman turned to her and said, "That's Gerhard Kunze!"
 
Gerhard Kunze, the "Bundes Führer", took his place at center stage.  Only his head could be seen over the podium which was obscured by a large block swastika cutout painted to look like it was bursting from the ground.  Johanna thought that Kunze looked like an overweight veteran squeezed into his old boyhood uniform.  The black collar on his OD uniform cut into his flabby throat and sweat plastered his hair to his forehead.  The applause died down and everyone took their seats.
 
"Racial comrades, I come here tonight to speak to you about the future of our beloved Volksbund," he began, wiping his forehead with a white handkerchief.  Johanna was surprised that he didn't have a trace of a German accent.  Could he be an American?
 
"Like our Aryan brothers and sisters in the Fatherland, we are under attack from all sides by the Jew and his collaborators.  As many of you know, we have suffered another grievous blow at the hands of our conniving enemy.  The state of New Jersey, in an obvious abuse of its power, has forced us to shut down CampNordlund."
 
With that, angry shouts went up from the crowd.  Kunze raised his arms to quiet them.
 
"I know…I know.  The town of Andover and the state of New Jersey have harassed us to the point where we can no longer serve alcohol in our camp restaurants or proudly wear our uniforms on our own property.  They have followed the lead of their fellow criminals in Yaphank, New York, where our beloved CampSiegfried has lain abandoned these last two years.  Please be assured that we will do everything in our power to reverse these injustices and reopen both Nordlund and Siegfried."
 
He paused while the crowd responded, punctuating their applause with the Nazi salute.
 
"In the meantime, Else Waalen will lead a committee to re-establish our youth programs at another location.  
 
"I have a few other items to discuss with you before we move on to the discussion of the Bund's finances.  First, in today's Herald-Tribune Fiorello LaGuardia…," he looked up from his speech to smile at the audience.   "…the Communist mayor of New York…," he continued, to laughter, "has proclaimed that he doesn't confuse 'good German-Americans with the Bundists.'  Well, Comrade Mayor, let me remind you that there are no 'German-Americans', there are only Germans living in America!"
 
Again, the crowd erupted in applause.
 
That strange remark confused Johanna for a moment, but she decided it must be some reference to the volksdeutsche concept.  The applause died down and Kunze continued.
 
"Speaking of collaborators, I also have a message for our Jew-in-Chief, Frank D Rosenfeld," he said to hoots of derision from the assemblage.   "And it is also a message for all of you and our racial comrades throughout the nation.  As the war-mongers in Washington push for us to fight against the Fatherland in their battle for survival, we are told we must register for the draft.  We are told that we must be ready for when the Jews and Communists finally dispose of our cherished neutrality and we are forced to war.  I tell you now, and urge you to repeat this to all Aryans across this country, obey the law and register, but when you are called, the needs of Germandom demand you refuse induction!"
 
The crowd response was tepid.  Kunze began to shout.
 
"Do not be enslaved and forced to fight your racial comrades!  Stand by Hitler so that we may never be the pawns of Jews or Bolsheviks ever again!"
 
The smatterings of applause grew slightly louder, but it was clear to Johanna that most didn't share his conviction.  That's odd, she thought.  I wouldn't have expected these Germans to be so uneasy at the idea of defying American authority.
 
Kunze continued in this vein, returning to the safer ground of ridiculing District Attorney Thomas Dewey for "persecuting" former Bundesleiter Fritz Kuhn and mocking Martin Dies, a Jewish Congressman who had spearheaded investigations of the Bund by the House Un-American Activities Commission.
 
After Kunze's speech was over, he briefly attended to the business of the Bund's finances.  It was clear that the organization had serious money problems.  Most of the discussion centered on new and creative ways to raise money now that all of their advertisers had left the Bund newspaper and former Bund leader Kuhn's legal expenses had emptied the treasury.
 
At the conclusion of the meeting, everyone rose to sing the Nazi anthem – the Horst Wessel song – and the Star Spangled Banner.  In the shadows, Johanna shook her head at the incongruity of the two anthems, an irony clearly lost on all present.  As the last refrain came to an end, she began to look around for her brother.  She wanted to get an introduction to one of the higher-ups to seek membership, but she couldn't see Freddy.  She cursed her bad planning.  Expecting a small turn-out, she opted to go by herself to avoid being seen with Friedrich and his friends.  Not wanting the evening to be a waste, she made her way to the front of the ballroom.
 
Winding her way through the streams of departing people, members blocking the aisles in conversation, she found herself standing next to the stage.  An OD man had his back to her and was speaking to three elderly men who were nodding enthusiastically.  Johanna excused herself and asked the white-haired man nearest her who she could talk to about joining the Bund.  All four men turned to smile at her, and she saw with a start that the OD man was Kunze himself.
 
"Well, hello, my dear," he said with an obsequious bow and a smile.  "I believe I can help you with that.  Will you excuse us, gentlemen?"  
 
With that he offered his arm and escorted Johanna to the first row of seats.  When they had sat down, his pleasing demeanor promptly disappeared.
 
"Will you please tell Mr. Dewey that no number of pretty girls will fool me into letting down my guard?  It's really quite insulting," he said with a glare.
 
Johanna felt her heart begin to pound in her chest.  She gave him a baffled look.  "I'm sorry… I…I don't follow you."  Have I blown it before I've even begun?
 
"Please, I have lost count of how many agents have been sent to spy on me and the Bund.  You are neither the first, nor, I'm sure, the last.  Good night."  He stood up and started to walk away.  Johanna saw the success of her mission leaving with him and grabbed his elbow.  He turned around with an angry look.
 
"No, wait, I'm not with the police, or whatever you're thinking.  I'm Friedrich Falck's sister.  He said I should come tonight…"
 
"Oh!" he interrupted.  "I'm sorry, you should have said so."  Kunze's broke into a smile again, and his friendly demeanor returned.    He sat back down and leaned in close to Johanna.  "So, Friedrich, yes, he's a good man.  What did you say your name was?" 
 
"Johanna."
 
"Ah, Johanna, the pleasure is all mine," he replied, leaning in even further to kiss her hand.  
 
You're right about that part, she thought, forcing herself to smile back at him.  She could smell the mustiness of his uniform as his eyes roamed over her body.  Let's get on with this.
 
"Yes, so, I was wondering what I'd have to do to join," she said, sliding away from him.  He seemed to sense her lack of interest and adopted an officious air, as if he was rejecting her and not the other way around.
 
"Yes, yes.  Come to our office, 175 East 85th Street, on Monday.  Fill out some papers, pay your dues and you can join.  Simple as that.  Now, if you'll excuse me."  He inclined his head formally and stood up.  He walked over to a young freckled OD man, flanked by what must have been his parents, flushed with pride.  They all posed for a picture.
 
Johanna went for the exit, wanting to leave while she could still hide herself in the crowd.  Outside, the heat had gone down with the sun, a welcome relief from the stuffy ballroom.  A lone protester remained on the sidewalk, holding a sign with a bloody finger drawing a swastika.  She turned to hail a cab and ran right into Agent Wexler.
 
He caught himself from being knocked into a lamppost. 
 
"Oh!" she exclaimed.  When she recognized him, she eyed him suspiciously and then looked around.  As much as she didn't want another go-round with Wexler, she was more concerned about being stuck here where someone might see her milling around with Bundists.  "What are you doing here?" she asked in a low voice.  
 
He chuckled in that way that had so infuriated her the other day.
 
"I'm attending a spelling bee.  What do you think I'm doing?  It doesn't take much detective work to read a sign that says 'Bund Meeting, Ebling's Casino, Friday' and then connect the dots."  He tipped his straw Panama hat back and squinted at her.  "So, what did you think of your man Kunze?"
 
All Johanna wanted to do was to get away from the Casino and these Bundists, and most especially Wexler.  She reminded herself to cooperate with him.
 
      "He's contemptible.  I can't think of anything else to say about him."
 
      "Mmm hmm.  So, where's your brother?" he asked, with an exaggerated look around her.
 
She struggled to keep calm. "I don't know –I came here by myself."
 
"Really? And how did your first foray into undercover work go?"
 
      Johanna savored the moment before she answered as casually as she could, "Fine.  I'm going on Monday to fill out the paperwork."
 
      He squinted even more.  "Paperwork?"
 
      "Yes, paperwork," she said, grinning.  "Membership paperwork."
 
      Johanna's grin broke into a full smile as Wexler tried to hide his surprise.
 
      "Hmmmph.  Interesting," he mumbled, looking out into the traffic.  "Well, I'll be keeping my eye on you."  He jammed his hands into his pockets and turned away from her, surveying the crowd.
 
      Johanna hailed a cab and couldn't help smiling the entire way home.
 
 
 
      As part of her official cover as an NYU adjunct professor, either Charlie or Pollack had somehow persuaded the university to set aside a small office for Johanna on campus.   Whether by design or by chance, they had assigned her a fifth floor space in the MainBuilding overlooking Washington Square.  Sitting at her empty desk by a single tall window, Johanna looked out onto the park and felt guilty that she had been given this no-doubt coveted spot, considering how rarely she would be using it.  So far she had only been here once to pick up her State Department paycheck, mailed to her in care of the history department.   
 
      Today she was finally getting around to calling Charlie Daly after being in New York for so long.  Her last instructions from Eve and Pollack had been to check in with him regularly, since she reported directly to him and was his responsibility.  
 
      Her office had a chair with a missing arm and a black telephone sitting atop a small, old desk with stuck drawers.  She had been sitting at that desk for almost a half an hour, staring out the window at the people in the park below, her hand on the phone.  Finally, she picked it up and dialed Charlie's office.
 
      A secretary picked up after one ring and asked her to hold.
 
      While she waited, Johanna thought about what she wanted to say to Charlie.  She would start with a quick summary of what she had accomplished to date: she had made contact with the Bund, attained membership and attended a few meetings.  No one in the Bund seemed the least bit suspicious of her, probably because of her brother's association.  She had broached the subjects of the DAI, volksdeutsche repatriation and returning to Germany, but it seemed that Kunze was the only one who would be any help and she hadn't yet been able to get another audience with him.
 
She had come to the most critical part of the Bund-infiltration portion of her assignment.  Without the help of the Bund, it was unlikely she would find another way into Germany.  She knew that the Bund had been heavily involved with the DAI and other volksdeutsche organizations.  When she met with Kunze she would make a point of asking about Walter Kappe, a former Bund press secretary who had since gone on to head the America Desk at the Foreign Institute.  She was sure there must be many others with similar ties, but Kappe was the man everyone thought would be her best bet.
 
So far, everything had been going well, much to Johanna's surprise.  In the last few days, however, she had become more concerned about the second half of this assignment: going to wartime Germany.  The papers had daily accounts of massive British bombing raids on German cities.  RAF Bomber Command had been battering Cologne, Hamburg, Mannheim, Bremen and other major cities.  Nothing she had seen mentioned Stuttgart, where the DAI was located and where she was headed if everything worked as planned.  If the British penetrated further into Germany, she could find herself in real trouble. 
 
This fear and her concerns about eluding the Gestapo drove her call to Charlie.  She was afraid that the brief training she had had at the hands of the State Department would not be enough to keep her alive and free.  Moreover, she had decided to quit worrying about it and take charge of her own fate.  She was confident that taking her time with the Bund would be successful, but time was not a luxury she would have once she got to Germany.
 
A muffled noise came out of the phone as someone picked up the other end.  Charlie picked up, sounding doleful.  When he heard Johanna's voice, his tone brightened.
 
 "Well, hello hello.  And how is my favorite super-spy?" he asked.
 
She recounted her experiences with the Bund and her work at getting Kunze's help in repatriating to Germany.  She told him she was confident that if she took her time, she would be successful.  Leaving out her brother's involvement, she said none of the Bundists seemed the least bit suspicious of her.  Charlie praised her efforts so far and said that he was pleased.  She didn't respond to the compliments and got into the real reason for her call.  
 
Charlie sympathized with her concerns about the dangers of being in a country at war as well as the danger posed by the Gestapo and the Nazi police state.  He also agreed that some more thorough training would be in order before she went off to Germany.  She was about to breathe a sigh of relief when he delivered a shock.
 
"Unfortunately, it's out of my hands now."
 
He explained that the rumors of the President creating a centralized intelligence agency were true.  Just the day before, he had signed an Executive Order creating the Office of the Coordinator of Information, naming William Donovan as the head.
 
"I don't know Bill Donovan personally," Charlie went on to say.  "But Len knows of him and says he's top notch.  He's been FDR's personal intelligence advisor for some time now and has been the President's official representative with the British and on some trips around Southeastern Europe.  The COI, as it's being called, is taking over most of the intelligence gathering and analysis functions from the War Department, the Navy and State.  There's still much bureaucratic wrangling to be done as to who does what, and Hoover's working hard to keep everything he's got under the FBI, so things may take a while to shake out."
 
Johanna felt her mouth go dry.  "What does that mean for me?" she asked.
 
"You've been reassigned to COI effective immediately. I just learned it myself.  I was on the phone with Len when you called."  She heard a slight pop as he took a pull on his cigarette.
 
"So, what does that mean for what I'm doing here?  Is this mission still on?"
 
"According to Len it is.  Sorry, but that's all I know.  Len doesn't know what's going to happen to him or to Eve and me.  We're still in wait-and-see mode.  He said to tell you that you'll be contacted soon by someone from COI, so I'd stick around your NYU office there as much as possible until then."
 
Charlie promised to call if he heard anything new.  Johanna hung up and then almost fell on the floor, trying to lean on a chair arm that wasn't there.   She grimaced as she righted herself.  
 
Well, that's about as apt a metaphor as I could have come up with.  Every time I think I've got a handle on things, I get knocked off balance.  First I think I'm headed for a life of books and teaching, then I find myself abandoning my life's work to go to Washington to help with the war.  Just when I get used to that idea, I find out it's all a lie and they want me to pretend to be a Nazi and make my way to Germany so I can be a secret agent.  I say okay, I'll do it, and just as I think I'm getting somewhere, now this. 
 
I hope someone can tell me what the hell is going on and soon, because I am losing my patience.
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Johanna decided not to waste her time with the Bund until she heard from the COI.  She spent the next few days holed up in her office with some books she had been meaning to read.  One afternoon, she took the opportunity to see what all the fuss was about and caught a matinee of Citizen Kane at the City Theater in Greenwich Village. 
 
Apart from the uncertainty, these last days had not been unpleasant.  Her brother was keeping his promise not to say anything to their parents about her Bund involvement.  She was able to avoid him most days.  Her parents went about their usual business, asking few questions about what she did all day, which was just as well.  Their lack of interest had always irked Johanna when she was younger, but now it was a blessing.
 
She had moved the desk over so she could sit next to the open window, positioning herself for the breeze.  New York was in the clutches of what the newspapers were calling the "Killer Heatwave" and it was already well over ninety degrees and not yet noon.  She sat reading Antoine de Saint-Exupery's Wind, Sand and Stars with a wet cloth draped over her neck.  The story of his escape from the Libyan desert was the perfect complement to the summer heat.
 
There was a knock at the door.  At first, she didn't know what to do.  She thought maybe she should pretend there was no one here; after all, this office was supposed to be empty.  She put the book in her lap and listened.
 
The knock came again, this time louder, more insistent.  She heard the sound of a throat clearing.
 
"Dr. Falck," a man's voice said.  "Are you in there?"  
 
She had been so absorbed in her book that she had forgotten she was supposed to be waiting for COI to contact her.
 
"Just a minute!"  She put the book and wet cloth on the desk and did her best to straighten herself up.  
 
Opening the door, she saw a man in a full three piece suit, a Derby hat in his hand.  Even in the extreme heat, he didn't have a bead of sweat on him.
 
He held out his hand and introduced himself.  "Hello, Dr. Falck.  My name is William Stephenson.  I am a friend of Bill Donovan.  Shall we take a stroll?"
 
Johanna walked silently alongside Stephenson through WashingtonSquarePark, waiting for an explanation.  They came up to a park bench in the shade and they sat down.  
 
"So, you're to be part of our little family, I take it?" Stephenson asked.
 
"It would seem so.  May I ask – who are you?"
 
"As I said, my name is William Stephenson.  I work with Bill Donovan, now the Coordinator of Intelligence."
 
"I notice that you said 'work with' and not 'work for.'"
 
He smiled.  "Indeed I did.  As for my employer – all in good time.  For now let me just say, with all those ships of supplies and arms soon to be bound for Britain, you didn't think we'd just sit at home, waiting for the postman to ring, did you?"
 
"Ah," she replied, nodding.  "I see."
 
"Not yet, you don't, but we'll see to that."  He handed her a business card.  
 
It said "William Stephenson, Room 3603, 630 5th Avenue, NYC."
 
 "Are you British?" she asked. "You don't have an accent."
 
"Canadian," he replied with a wink.  "A subject of the His Majesty the King just the same."
 
He stood up and tipped his hat to her.  "Would you please meet me at the address on that card first thing tomorrow?  Say, eight o'clock?"
 
 
 
Coming out of the elevator on the twenty-fourth floor of 630 5th Avenue in Rockefeller Center, Johanna saw only a windowless door with "Room 3603" in gold lettering on it.  
 
She walked over and tried the knob.  It was locked.  
 
Before she had a chance to knock, the door opened and a matronly receptionist with a British accent greeted her and showed her in.
 
The simple wooden door opened up into the largest office Johanna had ever seen.  As far as she could see there were row upon row of desks and filing cabinets with what looked like hundreds of men and women typing, conferring, talking on the telephone and walking back and forth. 
 
Following her guide into the maze, she asked if they took up the entire floor.
 
"Two floors, actually.  We have over one thousand people working here," she answered without turning around.
 
"One thousand people doing what, exactly?"
 
She smiled at Johanna over her shoulder.  "I'm afraid you'll have to ask Mr. Stephenson those sorts of questions."
 
Eventually, they came to a row of doors marking small offices against an outer wall of the building.  They walked halfway down the row, and the receptionist deposited Johanna in front of one of them.
 
"Go on in, dear," she said and continued on her way.
 
Johanna opened the door and saw William Stephenson and another man sitting at a small table.
 
Stephenson introduced the other man, a tall thin Briton similarly over-dressed for the weather.  His name was James Brotherton and he had a briar pipe clenched between his teeth.   He had a sunburned ruddiness to him.  His complexion made Johanna think of his face as an apple, with the pipe as its stem.
 
Johanna closed the door behind her and skipped over the pleasantries.  She had many questions, and she wanted answers from somebody.
 
"I'd say I've had more than my fair share of cloak-and-dagger in the last twenty-four hours, Mr. Stephenson.  First, our cryptic conversation yesterday, then this mysterious office of a thousand people doing God-knows-what.  Would it be presumptuous of me to ask for an explanation?"
 
Stephenson chuckled.  By the look on his face, Brotherton seemed embarrassed by her impudence.
 
"Certainly not Miss Falck.  Excuse me – Doctor Falck" Stephenson answered, offering her a seat.  "You have been vouched for by all the proper people and you are part of the team now, so please allow me to fill you in.
 
"As I said yesterday, I work closely with Bill Donovan, your new boss and newly named Coordinator of Intelligence.  We, however," he waved his hands to indicate the operation outside, "are not COI.  This is the New York office of British Security Coordination.  BSC is the British government's Secret Intelligence Service outpost here in the States.  We are the center for anti-Nazi activities in the Western Hemisphere.  
 
"This means ensuring the safe passage of your Lend-Lease materiel across the Atlantic to Great Britain, frustration of Nazi subversion and espionage, et cetera.   At the top of the list of the et ceteras has been persuading you Yanks to get into the intelligence game for real.  Now you have the COI, huzzah huzzah, and we are to assist Mr. Donovan in any way we can.  Enter Miss Johanna Falck.
 
"Donovan was expecting that the COI would be solely concerned with research and analysis, propaganda, subversion and the occasional commando operation, not espionage.  I have prevailed upon your President and Mr. Donovan to take on some of these activities from the Office of Naval Intelligence, the War Department's G-2 section and the State Department.  The State Department has never been particularly comfortable with espionage, what with all their 'gentlemen do not read each other's mail' rubbish, so they gave it up straight away.  ONI and G-2, we still have some work to do.  And that," he added with a clap of his hands, "is the story about how you came to us."
 
Johanna was mildly interested in the background information about BSC and COI, but after only two months in government service, she was quickly losing all concern for bureaucratic minutia.
 
"All right, I think I understand.  Now, can you tell me how what you just said affects what I've been doing for the last two weeks?"
 
 "You will continue on your assignment to infiltrate the DAI via the German-American Bund.  We are here to assist you in that, primarily in terms of training for when you get to Germany.  It just won't do for you to get snatched up by the Gestapo before you can make yourself useful, now will it?"
 
"I couldn't agree more," Johanna replied.  
 
"Right.  So our first priority is to get you some real training, no more amateur hour.  That's where James here comes in."
 
Brotherton cleared his throat.  "We'll get started right away.  You will spend the next two weeks with me, learning encryption, message passing, general evasion techniques et cetera," he said in a gravelly voice, pausing to puff on his pipe.  "If you apply yourself seriously, you just might live to see us put Hitler's head on a pike outside the Tower of London."
 
 "I'll let you two get started," Stephenson said with a wink.  
 
With that, he left, and Johanna began her training, courtesy of the Secret Intelligence Service branch of MI-6.
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For the next two weeks, Brotherton gave Johanna much of the same training as MI-6 agents operating in Occupied Europe.  First, a crash course in secret writing.  She spent three days practicing using passages from novels as encryption keys to encode messages.  Though time consuming, it didn't take long for her to get the hang of converting the letters in the text and messages into numbers, adding them together and then converting the resulting sums back into letters.  
 
Once those lessons were completed, she learned how to use a mixture of headache powder and alcohol to make invisible ink.  She had laughed out loud at the strangeness and simplicity of this technique.  It seemed more appropriate for secret tree house clubs than for a clandestine service.  She practiced encoding messages and then writing them in invisible ink on the back of innocuous looking grocery lists and receipts.  Taking her completed work, Brotherton showed how they use vaporized iodine to make the writing reappear.
 
Following the classroom work, Brotherton took her out onto the streets of Manhattan to practice passing messages.  He explained that COI and MI-6 would assign her to a courier already operating inside Germany.  All she would have to do is meet the courier at a planned time and place and he would take her reports and transmit them back to COI.
 
"It is critically important that you maintain that schedule with your courier, whether you have a report to submit or not," Brotherton told her.  "He is your lifeline to us.  If you ever fail to show, we will assume that you have been captured, arrested or worse."
 
"And then what?" Johanna asked.
 
"We will do our best to get you out."
 
"That seems awfully vague."
 
"Yes, it does."  
 
She took the point.  If caught, she was on her own.
 
At Brotherton's request, Johanna had selected one of her "reports"—an article from the Saturday Evening Post that she had encoded and written in invisible ink on the back of an envelope.  Before leaving the BSC office, she had donned a light jacket and placed the envelope, folded up, into a front pocket. 
 
Walking down Fifth Avenue with Brotherton, Johanna waited for the day's lesson to begin.  At a corner, standing in the crowd waiting to cross the street, she felt someone brush past her.  The light changed, and they crossed.  Brotherton stopped on the opposite curb.  He turned to Johanna and grinned.
 
"Here endeth the lesson," he said.
 
Johanna stared at him, uncomprehending.  "Sorry?"
 
"You have just passed your first report to your courier."
 
She felt in her pocket.  The folded envelope was gone.  
 
That man who bumped into me, she realized.  Out of her peripheral vision, she had only noted that it was indeed a man, but beyond that she had no idea who it could have been.
 
Seeing the look on her face, Brotherton nodded.  "Yes, the fellow in the red tie."
 
He turned and waved to a man standing down the block who waved back and then disappeared into the crowd.
 
"I never saw him."
 
"With any luck, that is exactly how your German friend will operate.  You will go for a stroll in some public place, the more crowded the better.  Your message will be in an accessible pocket and your courier will snatch it out like old Fagin himself."
 
Johanna, with movies and dime store novels as her only guide, had expected something more complicated.  This sounded perfect.
 
Brotherton continued.
 
"We will practice that a few more times, but today I wanted to focus on something more difficult and more important.  If you are ever found out, the first sign of trouble may be one you'll never see.  I intend to make sure that you do.  Any competent counter-intelligence officer, once he has identified a spy or subversive, will first follow the suspect for a time to see where he leads.  You must become an expert at detecting a pursuer.  It will be your canary in the coal mine."
 
He took her on a walk around midtown Manhattan, teaching her to stop now and then in front of plate-glass windows to see anyone that might be watching her.  He showed her how abruptly crossing the street and reversing direction can identify a tail or help to elude one.  Most of the time Johanna spent with Brotherton was on tail detection and evasion.
 
 
 
At the end of the two weeks, Johanna was back in the conference room at BSC's offices.  Brotherton and Stephenson were comparing notes on Johanna's progress.
 
"Well done," Stephenson told her.  "Are you satisfied with the training you have received here?"
 
"Yes," she replied.  "Leaving aside that I don't know what I don't know about being an undercover agent, I feel reasonably confident."
 
"That's about as good as can be hoped for.  How have things been going with the Bundists?"
 
"Pretty well, I think.  I was able to gain their confidence fairly easily, and I joined without anyone appearing suspicious.  The last week or so I've been trying to get an audience with Gerhard Kunze, but no luck so far. He seems to be my best bet for finding a job with the Foreign Institute and getting a ticket to Germany."
 
Stephenson nodded.  "Good.  Now it's time to pick up the pace."
 
"How do you mean?" she asked.
 
"Tomorrow the FBI is going to have a mass roundup of Nazi spies in the New York City area.  You are going to be one of them."
 
This had never been part of Charlie's plan.  "All right…then what?"
 
"You will be brought to jail, briefly, quickly arraigned on charges of espionage and released on bail.  Don't worry about the details, we have them all worked out.  Immediately upon your release, you are to go to the Bund and tell them you need to leave the country and wish to immigrate to Germany, being a good volksdeutsche and all.  Enough Nazi spies have been through the Bund in one way or another that this should not be unfamiliar to them.  We know that Kunze has maintained contact with Walter Kappe, the former Bund press agent now with the Deutsche Ausland Institut,
the German Foreign Institute.  You will beg, cajole and cry your way into having Kunze arrange employment for you with Kappe as well as transportation to Germany."
 
Johanna ruminated on this for a moment.  "It sounds like a good idea, I suppose, but it's rather sudden."
 
"Indeed it is.  Time is of the essence.  We are shipping hundreds of thousands of tons of war materiel under Lend Lease, much of it now at the bottom of the Atlantic thanks to U-Boat attacks.  We are convinced that German spies and Fifth Columnists here in the United States are a large part of the problem, transmitting shipping information, convoy timetables and the like.  We are equally convinced that the DAI play a major role in this.
 
"While we do not want you to take unnecessary risks by performing overt espionage, we believe that if you are able to wheedle your way into the American desk of the Foreign Institute, you will be in a position to tell us exactly what they are doing.  Do you understand?"
 
Not for the first time, Johanna found herself having to consider a plan she thought suicidal at best.  Not for the first time, she agreed to it.
 
"I'll do my best."
 
Through a cloud of pipe smoke, Brotherton said, "We know you will.  You'll be just fine.  We will be in touch with you right up until the moment you leave for Germany."
 
Just then, the door opened and a man Johanna didn't recognize walked in.  He had close-cropped silver hair, impossibly blue eyes and wore an expensive-looking suit.
 
"Sorry to interrupt," he said.  "I heard you all were in here, so I just wanted to drop by and say hello."
 
He smiled at Johanna and offered his hand.  "Bill Donovan.  How do you do?"
 
"Oh!" she exclaimed, standing up to introduce herself to President Roosevelt's Coordinator of Intelligence.
 
"Yes, Dr. Falck, I know all about you.  I think you're incredibly brave to be taking this on, and I want you to know that we're all very grateful and proud.  We will be anxiously awaiting the fruits of your labor."  He nodded to the two MI-6 men and left.
 
"See, there Dr. Falck, you are known at the highest levels," Stephenson said with a wink.  "Now, off you go, you've got a big day ahead of you."
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Johanna was beginning to think that she had made a serious mistake.  
 
For the last month, she had taken things with the Bund slow and worked at her own pace, getting comfortable in her new role.  It had been surprisingly easy – even fun.  Going off to Germany and having to worry about Nazis and the Gestapo seemed so far off as to be not quite real.  Now everything was out of her control and she would have to deal with the dangerous reality of Hitler's Germany, and soon.  
 
As she dressed and prepared to join her family for breakfast, she admitted to herself that she had been too eager to accept this assignment without fully weighing the risks.  Had she been arrogant to think that she could figure it out as she went along?  Maybe foolish was the right word.  Her training at the hands of the British had gone well; would it be enough?  She considered backing out, but reminded herself that there were people taking greater risks under worse circumstances.  Resigning herself to going through with it, she decided to put her worries out of her head and do her best.  
 
Right now, her immediate concern was that her plan to keep her parents ignorant of her "involvement" with the Bund was about to collapse.  She couldn't tell them the truth, of course, so she would have to let the cover story stand.  They would think that both of their children were Bundists and Nazis, as would everyone in the neighborhood, all of their customers and all of their friends.  She couldn't see any way out of it.  Looking in the mirror, she took a deep breath and went out to breakfast.
 
At the dining room table, her family was engaged in their morning ritual – studiously ignoring one another.  Once Johanna sat down, her mother used her as a focal point to try to spark a conversation.
 
"Johanna, how is work going?"
 
"It's fine, Mother, thank you," she answered as she helped herself to some eggs and potatoes.
 
"I thought teachers have the summer free," her father said around a mouthful of bread.
 
Johanna stifled her impatience.  This was at least the fourth time they'd had this conversation.  She was getting tired of lying.
 
"Yes, Vati, I told you, I'm busy doing research.  When classes start up again in September, I will be teaching also, but I have plenty to keep me busy until then."
 
She was beginning to regret not waiting to leave until they had all gone down to the deli, as she had been doing these last few weeks.
 
Just then there was a loud knock at the front door.
 
Klaus got up from the table with a curious expression and walked to the door.  He asked who was there.
 
"FBI.  Please open the door."
 
Klaus and Elisabeth both glanced over at Freddy with exasperated looks on their faces.
 
"Now what have you done?" Klaus asked him in a stage whisper.  He opened the door.
 
Two men in gray suits and fedoras walked in holding up their identification.  One of them had red hair poking out from under his hat.
 
"I haven't done anything!  Go bother someone else!" Freddy shouted as he got up from the table and walked towards the FBI agents.
 
The red haired agent held up his hand as a command to stay away.
 
"What did he do?" Elisabeth sighed.  
 
Klaus walked towards Freddy, his face reddening.  The second agent, a slight man with a pencil mustache shook his head and barred the way into the dining room.
 
The red-haired agent looked at Johanna.
 
"Johanna Falck?" he asked.  She nodded.
 
"I'm Special Agent Walter, FBI.  You're under arrest for suspicion of espionage and violation of the Smith Act of 1940 for advocating overthrow of the United States Government.  Come with us please, miss."
 
He put his hand on her arm and she stood up.  Her parents each had looks of shock on their faces.  Friedrich looked confused and seemed a little disappointed that they weren't there to arrest him.  
 
"There must be a mistake here," Klaus said.  "Johanna couldn't possibly be involved."
 
As he placed handcuffs on Johanna and walked her to the door, Agent Walter turned to Klaus.
 
"Mr. Falck, your daughter is a known member of the German-American Bund and has been caught on film committing acts of espionage and subversion against the United States in service of Germany." 
 
The two agents walked Johanna out the door.  She didn't know if the FBI men were aware of their role in establishing her cover, so Johanna kept silent, hoping that Stephenson had indeed taken care of the details.
 
The three of them walked out of the building where a black Ford was waiting by the curb.  The agent with the mustache opened the rear door and waved Johanna in.  Thankfully, Walter had cuffed her hands in front of her, so she was able to maneuver her way in.  The door closed and she was sitting in the backseat next to Dan Wexler.  He had a peevish look on his face.
 
"Good morning, Miss Falck.  It would seem that the gods have cursed me to waste my time with you for all eternity," he said as the other two agents got in.  The red haired agent sat at the wheel and, seeing Wexler nod, started the car and pulled away from the curb.
 
Johanna was in no mood for any more of Wexler's shabby treatment.
 
"I'm sorry you were the one picked for this.  Trust me, it was not my choice." She didn't try to hide her contempt for him.
 
"Oh, wasn't it?" he asked with a smirk and a wink.
 
She turned away from him to look out the window.
 
"Don't be ridiculous."
 
"Yes, well, we're both on a fool's errand today then, aren't we?" Wexler laughed.  The two men in front joined in.  
 
Johanna pegged them both as sycophants and rolled her eyes.
 
Wexler explained that they were taking her right to court where they would expedite her arraignment and bail.
 
"Although it would be a shame if we lost your paperwork along the way wouldn't it?"
 
She glared at him, knowing that he was powerless.  This entire charade had been conceived and ordered high above him, and she knew it was the source of his ire.  He could threaten, but he was no more than a bystander at this point.  Seeing in her eyes that his bluff had been called, Wexler lost interest in the conversation and looked out the window at the busy morning traffic.
 
 
 
The entire court experience was a blur.  At the US Courthouse in Foley Square, Wexler took Johanna up to the FBI offices where they had first met.  There she was booked, fingerprinted and photographed just as if she were a real criminal.  Wexler placed her at the head of the line and quickly shuffled her along the process.  As a clerk at a typewriter asked for her name and address, she could hear German-accented English from all around her.  She remembered that her arrest was part of a larger operation to capture real Nazi spies.  During the short time she had been in the central booking area, she had gotten a good look at several of them and was struck by their ordinariness.
 
After making a circuit of the booking area, Wexler rushed her downstairs to a crowded courtroom and introduced her to a man who said he was her lawyer.  She forgot his name immediately.  The lawyer pulled her over to one of the two long tables in front of the judge's bench and told her to sit.  Bright sunlight streamed in through the tall windows directly on her face.  Shielding her eyes, she was able to make out three men sitting at the opposite table.  One of them stood up and began speaking to the judge.  Johanna caught among his rapid-fire words mentions of her name and something about espionage and the Alien Registration Act.
 
Her lawyer replied with equal speed, declaring her innocence and requesting bond.  The three of them discussed numbers, the judge banged his gavel and the clerk read the next case.   
 
She was free to go.
 
 
 
The cab pulled up to the curb on East 85th Street.  Johanna paid the fare and got out.  Her next step was here, at the Bund headquarters.  She wondered if word would have gotten to them that there had been a roundup of suspected spies and that she had been one of them.  She collected her thoughts and entered the narrow stairway, climbing to the fourth floor.  If it was true what Wexler had said about Bund involvement with Nazi espionage, wouldn't Kunze know who all the spies were?  If he didn't believe that she was indeed a German agent, she would have to improvise.  She hoped that the goodwill her brother's name had generated for her would continue.
 
At the top of the stairs was a door with "Deutsche-Amerikanischer Volksbund" stenciled in black letters on the frosted glass.  Johanna opened it and walked in.
 
A young brunette with too much makeup sat at a desk, smoking a cigarette and looking out the window.  The Bund headquarters had clearly seen better days.  Piles of old magazines and newspapers were on the floor and a fan with a frayed cord sat useless in a window.  The entire suite was one room wide and four deep, each office opening onto another one behind it.  The only remaining secretary sat in the outer room, like a guard with a typewriter.  Seeing Johanna walk in, she sat up like she was snapping to attention.
 
"Oh, hi!  I know you, don't I?" she asked with a dull expression.  A big spot of lipstick was missing from her lower lip, smeared off onto the end of her cigarette.
 
"I'm Johanna Falck.  Is Mr. Kunze in?"
 
"Oh!  Hold on a minute, okay?"  She crushed her cigarette on the sole of her shoe, threw it in the trash and scurried to the door of the next room.  Johanna heard her open two more doors, sounding like she was making her way to some private sanctum.  She heard muffled voices and then footsteps.
 
Gerhard Kunze came out looking like he had slept in his clothes and just woken up.  The ends of his shirt collar poked up at odd angles and his hair was sticking straight up.  The secretary returned to her desk and began reapplying her lipstick, looking over her mirror at Johanna.
 
"Hello, Miss Falck.  I spoke with your brother just a little while ago.  I was going to offer my help, but you don't seem to need it."
 
She did her best to appear nervous and helpless, rightly guessing that he would fall for even a poorly acted damsel-in-distress routine.  
 
"Mr. Kunze, is there somewhere I can speak to you in private?  I don't know what to do, I'm afraid I'm in terrible trouble."
 
"Yes, of course, dear girl," he said, his interest perking up.  He tried to smooth his hair, with no success.  "Please, this way."  
 
He showed her through the two middle rooms, each with furniture and boxes piled in a jumble.  The back room was his office. The desk looked like he had bought it secondhand from someone with a houseful of cats; each leg had been scratched beyond repair and several long gouges marred the surface.  A rumpled, sagging cot in the corner confirmed Johanna's suspicions that he had been asleep.  The two windows, looking out onto a brick wall three feet away, let in almost no light.  It smelled like cigarette smoke and greasy food.  She wondered if he lived here.
 
Opposite the desk was a blue couch with stuffing coming out of the arms.  Kunze pushed boxes of pamphlets off it onto the floor and offered her a seat.  His chair gave a loud creak as he sat behind the desk.
 
"So, you obviously don't need a lawyer, otherwise you wouldn't be here now."
 
"No, I was able to call a friend at the NYU law school to help me," she lied. 
 
"It's good to have friends.  May I ask, what were the charges?"
 
She told him.
 
"I see.  And are you guilty as charged?"
 
Johanna, hoping to add to the drama and string Kunze along, paused before answering.  
 
"Yes."
 
"Hmmph.  What exactly have you done?"
 
She waited again.
 
"I'm afraid I can't discuss it."
 
Kunze's raised his eyebrows.  There, I've got him, she thought.  
 
"Can't discuss it?  And why would that be?" he asked, leaning forward with interest.
 
"I'm under orders not to discuss it with anyone, even you."
 
"Orders from whom?"
 
Johanna felt her dramatic juices flowing.  She glanced at the open office door and whispered, "Orders …from our friends."
 
Kunze jumped out of his chair and closed the door.  He sat down next to Johanna. 
 
"Our friends?  Does that mean Berlin?"  He waved his hands.  "No, no, you can't tell me of course.  I understand you can't talk about it, whatever it is, but I'm sure it must be very important.  Please let me know what I can do to help, anything."
 
He looked as eager as a schoolboy.  At this instant, Johanna's picture of him as a dangerous threat disappeared.  
 
He's just a pathetic clown.  He dresses up in his Nazi costume and shouts and marches, but he's really just a pitiful pretender.  He's probably been dreaming of this moment since he joined the Bund.  She decided this was his central weakness and she seized upon it.
 
Warming to her role, she thanked him.
 
"I appreciate that.  I must tell you that under no circumstances can I allow the FBI to interrogate me or put me on trial.  What I have done and what I know is too important.  Too important to the Fatherland."
 
Kunze nodded vigorously.  He didn't seem to think it odd that the FBI would have released her without having already done their interrogations.
 
"There is only one way for me to avoid the FBI finding out what I know," she continued.  "I have to leave the country."
 
Kunze nodded.  "Yes, of course."
 
"I want to rejoin the Fatherland, naturally, but it is very difficult to go there right now, for obvious reasons.  Even if I were to find some way in, I would need somewhere to live, somewhere to work.  These things I couldn't arrange on my own.  I would need help from someone there."
 
"Hmmm."  Kunze appeared lost in thought.  "Why can't you just use your 'friends' to help you?"
 
"Because I was never in direct contact with them.  I worked for a man here in New York, and he was arrested yesterday also.  He's the only one that knows about me, and it would be too dangerous to try and contact him."
 
"Ah, yes, it would be.  Yes, too dangerous."
 
I need to make this seem like it's his idea, she reasoned.
 
"I've heard a lot about the Deutsche Ausland Institut in Stuttgart," she continued.  "Apparently they have an America section there where scholars do research for the government.  I think that sounds very interesting."
 
Bolting across the room, Kunze began opening and closing drawers in his desk, muttering, "Yes, yes, yes."
 
He produced a small notebook and held it up with a triumphant look.
 
"I know just what to do.  Have you heard of Walter Kappe?"
 
Johanna feigned ignorance.
 
"He was a very important man in the Bund a few years ago – our propaganda chief.  He is now in Germany," he said, pausing dramatically, "in charge of just that America section at the Foreign Institute!"
 
She did her best to act surprised.  "Do you know him?  Do you think you could arrange it for me to go to Stuttgart?"
 
"Of course, I know him, of course.  Yes, let me get in touch with him and see what I can do.  How much time do you have before you have to be in court again?"
 
That was a good question.  Johanna didn't know.  Was she even required to follow through with it if she was still here?  Would the police come looking for her if she didn't? 
 
"Two weeks," she guessed.
 
"All right, we'll see what we can do."
 
Johanna got up to leave and Kunze came over looking like he wanted to console her.  As he tried to get an arm around her, she squeezed out the door, thanking him over her shoulder.
 
Coming into the outer room of the Bund headquarters, the secretary plopped down in her seat, clearly rushing back from her eavesdropping position.
 
Good, Johanna thought.  The more Bundists that know about this, the better.  If it turns out that Kunze is not as well-connected as he portrays himself to be, I might need someone else's help instead.
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      For the next two weeks, Johanna decided to keep a low profile.  She worked in the deli, helping her mother with stocking shelves, waiting on customers and sorting through the paperwork.  She denied her complicity in any spying or subversive activities, and that seemed to satisfy her parents.  Their confusion seemed to be about why Johanna was the one singled out, and not Freddy.  No one was more confused about that than Freddy himself, who seemed jealous of his sister's legal problems.  He cornered her several times in the back storeroom to ask details about what the FBI said and did and who else had been in court with her.      
 
      Klaus and Elisabeth had been American citizens for almost twenty years, but Johanna thought they still seemed naïve about how things worked here.  She was loath to take advantage of this, but she did nonetheless.  Telling them that the FBI was persecuting her because she was German and a professor of German history, she was able to plant a seed of doubt that perhaps the anti-German hysteria from the Great War had indeed returned.  This lie made her feel guilty for the deception and at the same time embarrassed by their gullibility.  Johanna told herself that someday she would be able to tell them the truth, and that it would make up for the lies.  
 
Freddy, however, was more than willing to believe in an anti-German conspiracy.  He railed on and on about the Jewish vendetta against the Bund and German-Americans for "exposing their plan for world domination and Aryan subjugation."  He only stopped when their father found errands for him to run or made other busywork for him.  None of this succeeded in stopping Freddy's tirades –he only restarted them whenever Johanna was around.  She finally was able to shut him up when she announced her decision to immigrate to Germany in the volksdeutsche program.
 
Freddy's jealousy turned to bitterness.  He refused to speak to anyone and shot angry looks at Johanna every chance he got.  Klaus withdrew even further into sullenness and anger, while Elisabeth wept and tried to persuade Johanna to stay.  She tried to convince her that they would do whatever was necessary to clear her name.  Why would she want to leave and go to Germany, didn't she know it was dangerous?  She could be killed in the bombing.  Why would she want to live under Hitler and his awful cohorts?
 
This proved to be Johanna's hardest acting challenge yet.  She pretended to be resolute in her decision, saying that leaving the United States was the only way she could escape persecution.  She said she was going to work at an institute far away from the fighting and British bombs.  After a few days, her mother's pleading became less tearful, and the Falcks reverted to their usual silent dinner tables and the tension of things unsaid.
 
One day, Freddy came into the small office in the back of the deli, where Johanna was busy looking through invoices.  He had an angry look.
 
"You need to go to Bund headquarters.  Everything is set."
 
 
 
This time, the Bund's offices looked like they must have when the group was in its heyday.  Everything had been put away, no more piles of newspapers or boxes.  Each of the inner offices was clean and organized, furniture placed just so.  Kunze's office no longer looked lived-in.  The cot was gone as were the bad smells.  A small, round table had replaced the threadbare couch, a table at which Johanna now sat with Kunze and a man he introduced as Herr Reiss.  Reiss was a rather pale and doughy man who exuded self-importance.  He wore a pince-nez which compounded his imperious bearing by forcing him to literally look down his nose on everyone in order to see them through the thick lenses.
 
He greeted Johanna in heavily accented English, quickly reverting to High German while he explained his presence.
 
"I am here on behalf of the Foreign Institute in Stuttgart.  I have been sent to tour the United States, giving speeches to German groups, keeping them abreast of events in the Fatherland.  I understand from Mr. Kunze that you have found yourself in some trouble."
 
Johanna nodded and briefly explained her "situation," including the part about her mysterious middle man. 
 
"I see.  So you have no actual contacts with Abwehr or anyone in Berlin?"
 
"That's right," she replied.  "Just my contact here in New York."
 
"I also understand that you are a professor of German history.  What would you say your field of expertise is?"
 
She thought carefully, and gave Reiss a sanitized version of her dissertation, leaving out all the Nazi-related content, and focusing on the social and intellectual history portions of it.  The discussion quickly turned into an interview of sorts; Reiss asked her about her research experience and her plans for a career in academia.  He explained that the Foreign Institute had many functions, from performing research on various groups of Germans living abroad, to writing news articles and pamphlets for distribution to volksdeutsche around the world.  In addition, there was an organization called Kameradeschaft-USA, a collection of Germans who had lived in America who joined together to keep contact between the Fatherland, the Nazi party and Germans still in the U.S.
 
Johanna told Reiss that she would be very interested in working for the DAI, if she could contribute to research about the United States, especially with Kameradeschaft-USA.
 
Reiss asked her to wait outside while he conferred with Kunze. 
 
She went out to the reception area, where the secretary was either busy at work or busy putting on a show for Reiss.  Johanna suspected the latter.  A full ashtray and an open makeup kit were half-hidden under a newspaper on the desk and the speed of her typing slowed when she saw Johanna come out.  
 
A succession of opening doors and nearing footsteps sped the secretary's typing back up.  Kunze and Reiss walked out, Kunze looking like he was escorting royalty—a beatific smile on his face and an obsequious bow ready for every one of Reiss' utterances.  
 
Reiss put on his hat and handed Johanna a slip of paper.  On it was written "Pier 14, 9 am."  She looked up to catch his eyes roaming over the front of her blouse.  He flushed and rushed out the door, wishing her luck.
 
 
On her way back home, Johanna stopped at a phone booth.  She pulled Stephenson's card out of her purse and dialed the number.
 
Answering on the first ring, a woman's voice announced in a crisp British accent, "UK Passport Control."
 
Johanna asked for Stephenson.  The woman said he was unavailable.  "Who's calling, please?"  
 
She gave her name, and the receptionist asked if she would like to leave a message.
 
"Yes, I would.  I….um…wanted to tell him that my arrangements have been made.  For my trip, I mean."
 
She heard a low chuckle at the other end.
 
"Yes, dear, I'll tell Mr. Stephenson that your passage to Germany has been secured.  Has everything been arranged with the DAI?"
 
Johanna laughed in spite of her embarrassment at the awkward cloak-and-dagger routine.  
 
"Yes, I think it has."
 
"Wonderful.  Please come down to the office for six o'clock tomorrow morning."      
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      After Johanna waited nearly an hour in one of the small meeting rooms at BSC's office, William Stephenson came in.  He apologized and gave her a hasty rundown of the final details.  He handed her a copy of Hemingway’s A Farewell to Arms to use as her code book, explaining that she was to use the first full paragraph on the even numbered pages as her encryption key, going from one to the next for each report. On a small chalkboard, he wrote the time and place of her courier rendezvous and told her to memorize the information.  He reiterated that she should not be in any danger, but if she failed to meet with the courier, they would do their utmost to get her out.  Johanna nodded, knowing that it was likely a lie.
 
He gave her a quick pep talk, telling her he was confident she would be fine and that he looked forward to reading her reports.  As quickly as he had come in, he was gone.
 
The meeting room had a telephone, and she dialed Charlie Daly's number.  She told him what had happened and that she was off to Germany the next morning.
 
"Well, good luck, Johanna, I know you'll do fine," he said.  "And I have some good news: Eve and I have been reassigned to COI.  They've moved the entire Research and Analysis group over intact, so I'll still be the one in charge of your operation.  If you have any problems, I'll be there to take care of you, your 'handler' if you like.  If there's anything you need while you're over there, just stick it in your written report and I'll do my best."
 
She was reassured that he and Eve would be looking out for her, and she told him so.
 
"Now, remember, you go there, do whatever work they give you and report only on what you come across in the normal course of the day.  Do not, under any circumstances, put yourself at risk by trying to steal any papers or go snooping around anywhere you don't belong.  If this DAI and Kameradeschaft-USA are what we think they are, you should be able to provide us with plenty of good information on their support of Fifth Columnists, anti-American propaganda and the like.  
 
"Most importantly, however, is anything you can get that tells us what they think about our military capabilities, our political situation and what their plans are to try to subvert our government or military from within in the event of war.  That's your primary focus, okay?"
 
Johanna said she understood.  Charlie promised to keep close tabs on her the entire time she was in Germany.  The one question still unanswered was, when would she be able to come home?  It was also a question unasked –Johanna knew anything they told her would be just to placate her.  She would just have to figure that out later, hopefully when British – or maybe even American – troops invaded Germany and passed her way.
 
Charlie put Eve on another extension and they all said their goodbyes, the Daly's repeating that she would be fine and not to worry.  She hung up, hoping to see them again.
 
 
 
Despite the early hour, Pier 14 was packed with passengers and well-wishers.  Cargo nets dangled from cranes high above the crowd and lines of passengers headed up the long gangplanks of the two ocean liners that loomed overhead.  There was a somberness to the crowd, a palpable sense of heading into a war zone that overshadowed the excitement of traveling or returning home. 
 
There was no one to see Johanna off, a fact which made her feel relieved and depressed at the same time.  Her mother had cried when she left this morning; neither her father nor brother was anywhere to be found.  Telling herself that someday she would be able to redeem herself by telling her parents the truth was no comfort. 
 
  Leaving her luggage with a porter, Johanna prepared to board.  Standing alone in line, making her way up the gangplank of the Stockholm, Johanna knew that this was a preview of what was coming.  She would be alone, both in the knowledge of who she really was and what her true purpose was, but also if things went wrong – she would have no one to rely on but herself.  She wondered if experienced spies and agents had those same worries, even with their experience and training to fall back on.  Despite the assurances of Stephenson, Brotherton and the Dalys, she knew that she would be making it up as she went along and hoping for the best.
 
After a long wait, she came to the top of the switchback gangplank where a purser in a neat blue uniform was checking tickets and the passenger manifest.  Johanna didn't have a ticket; technically a fugitive from justice, she couldn't appear on the passenger list.  Kunze had explained the method by which numerous other Bundists and German agents were smuggled aboard passenger liners.  She gave her name to the purser along with the note in Reiss' handwriting.  The purser pretended to look at the manifest and nodded.
 
"Stateroom Six-Oh-Seven-One," he whispered.  "Deck Six, aft."
 
She glanced over to the Hudson River beyond the prow of the huge ship, seeing a coal barge and some sailboats outlined against the cliffs of New Jersey.  
 
I hope I get to see this again, she thought, and turned back to the open doorway.  She stepped aboard and officially became a stowaway bound for the Third Reich by way of Sweden.  
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Berlin – September 1941
 
The Tiergarten district of Berlin got its name from the giant park that dominated it.  Formerly a hunting preserve for Prussian nobility, it now served as an urban oasis, particularly for those who could afford to have a horse boarded at the park's stables.  Every morning, riders could be seen cantering through the grassy fields or walking in pairs on the stone-dust paths that wound through the park.  
 
The park stables were in a long, low barn in a clearing with white fenced paddocks on all sides.  Admiral Wilhelm Canaris inhaled deeply as he entered the barn; the unique scent – manure, shavings and hay – and the sound of horses snuffling in grain buckets or munching hay relaxed him before he even put a foot in a stirrup.  As always, his beloved gray Arab mare, Motte, was tacked up and waiting for him in crossties while a groom picked her hooves.
 
Seeing Canaris walk in, Motte nickered to him and bobbed her head, rattling the chains of the crossties.  He rewarded her with an apple from his pocket, cooing in her ear.  The groom finished with her hooves, unhooked her halter and put on the bridle.  Canaris took the reins.  Outside the barn, he maneuvered Motte over to a wooden mounting block.  At just over five feet tall, Canaris was embarrassed at having to use the block like a child, so he did it quickly.  With one bounding step, he climbed the block and mounted the horse.
 
SS Standartenführer Walter Schellenberg called out to Canaris from behind the barn, where his chestnut Hanoverian gelding nibbled what little grass sprouted up among the dirt patches.  With a swing of his leg, Schellenberg mounted his horse from the ground and rode over to meet Canaris.
 
"Hello, Schellenberg," Canaris replied.  
 
Every morning, Canaris and Schellenberg met for a ride through the park before going to their respective offices.  To the casual observer, the two men made an odd pair – the short, middle-aged Canaris with his silver hair and bushy eyebrows next to the tall, dark and youthful Schellenberg.  To the informed, their pairing would have seemed preposterous.  
 
Canaris was the head of the Abwehr, the intelligence branch of the armed forces, and represented the conservative military tradition of the Prussian elite.  Schellenberg was the quintessential National Socialist – joining the SS in college and getting caught up in revolutionary fervor, then rising to the rank of deputy director of the Sicherheitsdienst in his thirties.  In charge of the counter-intelligence arm of the SD, which operated under the Reich Central Security Office (RSHA) of Reinhard Heydrich, Schellenberg's organization was at constant loggerheads with the Abwehr, as was the entire RSHA.  Each group distrusted the other and thought their opponent's work best suited to their own agency.  Some said Abwehr and SD agents spent more time on plots and counter-plots against each other than they did against the enemy.
 
As befitting two experts in the field of espionage, however, each man cultivated a rapport with the other as the best means of pre-empting intrigue.  Begun as a wary liaison between rivals, their relationship had grown into a genuine friendship.
 
The baking heat of September in Berlin had already taken hold this morning, and soon both horses and men were drenched with sweat as they trotted through the park.  Slowing to a walk, Schellenberg pointed to a shady spot off the path and suggested they rest for a moment.
 
Under the trees, the two horses began feeling the ground with their lips, looking for errant blades of grass, and swished their tails at the flies.  The two men discussed the prospects for success in Russia, shared gossip and laughed over Himmler's most recent astrological obsessions.
 
Twisting a braid in his horse's mane, Schellenberg turned serious.
 
"I don't have to tell you that Heydrich has it in for you.  He has made it his life's work to get control of the Abwehr and create his 'greater Schutzstaffel' where the SS controls all," he said.
 
Canaris chuckled.  "Nor do you need to tell me that it gets cold in Moscow."
 
"I think Heydrich has gone mad over it.  I don't mean obsessed, I mean absolutely mad."
 
Canaris knew Heydrich, his next door neighbor, very well indeed.  He considered the head of the Reich Main Security Office cold and ruthless.  Mad would imply a passion that, for Heydrich, only existed where other men's wives were concerned.
 
"If you have something to tell me, Schellenberg, why don't you say it?"
 
Schellenberg hesitated, absently scratching his horse's withers.  "Heydrich has hatched a plot he is convinced will bring you down."
 
Canaris heard of such plots on a daily basis, none of them concerning him in the least.
 
"I see.  A plot."
 
"Don't misunderstand me – this is not another case of faked photographs or charges of smuggling Jews out of the country.  This is serious.  If it succeeds, you will have real trouble.   If it fails, it could be the casus belli for the Americans to enter the war."
 
At the mention of Americans, Canaris perked up.  He had long believed that Hitler's underestimation of their industrial capacity to make war could be his ultimate undoing.  This was a war of economies, not just of militaries.  He had helped Schellenberg prepare his report to the Führer on just that issue.  Hitler had laughed and Reich Marshall Göring had suggested that Schellenberg see a psychiatrist.  Canaris considered American force to be the deciding factor in the war if Hitler, Ribbentrop and all the rest of those fools were stupid enough to draw them in.
 
"Very well, you have my attention."
 
Schellenberg detailed the plot and explained his own central role in it, recounting the objections he had raised with Heydrich to no avail.  He suggested a plausible explanation for Canaris' knowledge of the plot so as not to implicate himself, and proposed a course of action to foil it.
 
When Schellenberg finished speaking, Canaris stared off into the distance, shaking his head.
 
"Don't worry yourself about it, my dear Schellenberg.  This nonsense doesn't change anything.  It merely accelerates the inevitable – the end of Germany."
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Stuttgart
 
Johanna stirred a simmering pot over a gas ring on her kitchen counter.  Upon her arrival in Stuttgart, her new employers at the DAI had arranged for her to move right in to a flat in a pleasant walkup near the Schillerplatz.  When the landlady had let her in, Johanna had been surprised to find the three-room flat furnished and decorated.  It was as if the previous occupants had gathered but a few of their belongings and left.  After she found some photographs and clothes at the bottom of a bureau drawer one day, she suspected that was exactly what had happened.  Since then, she tried to put it out of her mind, but she felt like she was living with ghosts.  
 
She blew on the steaming spoon and sampled her potato-and-onion creation; it was bland and watery, but it would have to do.  This soup and the two loaves of rye in the breadbox would have to suffice for the next few days.  
 
Even after more than a month of living with rationing, Johanna still had trouble managing her meals to make meat and fresh vegetables last.  Potatoes and scraps would be it until the next coupon book.  The rumors were that the occupied countries were enduring harsher rationing so that Germans would not have to do without.  Johanna believed it – bottles of French wine and wheels of Dutch cheese tempted her from store shelves, but conscience would not let her take them.
 
Sitting back down at the table, Johanna resumed writing this week's report.  Today was Friday, so she had to finish the report and encode it in time for her rendezvous with the courier tomorrow.  This would be her fifth report passed to the courier, whom she had never seen, each pass occurring without incident.  It seemed that her good luck had followed her to Germany; everyone she had met at the Foreign Institute had been very accommodating and unsuspicious.  While she had many paranoid moments of imagining Gestapo agents on every street corner, so far her mission in Germany was proceeding smoothly.  Just as they had with the Bund in New York, all her fears subsided and she was able to focus on the task at hand.
 
The DAI was the central repository for information about ethnic Germans, volksdeutsche, living abroad.  The DAI chose Stuttgart in the 1920s due to its reputation as a "foreign city" – most German émigrés came from Stuttgart or the surrounding Swabian region.  After the National Socialists took power, they remade the DAI to serve the racial theories of the new regime, and its charter became one of studying Aryans around the world in the context of the "master race" and the role of the Nazi party among these "Foreign Germans."
 
Johanna reported all of this background information to COI in her first report, knowing that none of it was new.  Over the last few weeks, however, she had found some things of interest.  The men and women who worked at the DAI were reputable scholars, now in the service of Nazi ideology.  She found that, although the DAI was indeed a major point of contact for the Bund in the U.S., the scholars were contemptuous of the "American pretenders."  For almost five years, the Nazi leadership had ordered the DAI not to provide any more than token support of the Bundists after the repeated investigations and bad publicity had made them a liability.  They were limited to pamphlets, newspaper articles and the occasional propaganda tour.  
 
While Johanna hadn't heard or seen anything specific about the DAI's support of subversive activities, it became clear to her that this support had existed in the first few years after Hitler's rise to power.  Discussions about the Bund with her fellow scholars revealed that the government had directed the DAI to spend much money and time trying to rally the foreign Germans to the cause of National Socialism and their racial theories.  
 
It soon became clear to the experts in American volksdeutsche, however, that the German-American community largely saw themselves as Americans of German descent, not "Germans living in America" as the racialists preferred.  This coupled with the amateurism and bombast of Bundesführer Fritz Kuhn and the negative attention he drew to the "New Germany" image Goebbels was portraying, spelled the end to Berlin's support for the American Nazis.
 
Johanna wondered what the FBI would make of this information.  Everything Wexler had told her about the Bund belied a conviction that they were taking orders from Hitler, and were ready to perform the same subversive activities in the U.S. that had led to the disasters of Austria and Czechoslovakia.  She hoped it would strengthen the hand of law enforcement to know that the American Nazis were being left out in the cold by their more dangerous German cousins and that no additional support would be forthcoming.  
 
The ease with which she was operating and the value of the information she was reporting back to COI made her glad she accepted the job.  She seemed safe and felt productive.  Whatever the success she had had so far, however, she considered the report she was working on now to be her first major contribution to American intelligence gathering.  
 
Assigned to the America section of DAI, Johanna had worked with another naturalized American citizen named George Brochoff, an expert in political science.  Brochoff was a bookish man in his fifties with salt-and-pepper hair and goatee.  With his help, Johanna was able to learn the job of being a scholar at DAI.  
 
Initially wary of Johanna as a potential usurper, Brochoff had quickly warmed to her.  At first, her colleagues at DAI seemed just like the fanatical Nazi students and faculty at Heidelberg, repeating the same racial theories and anti-democratic slogans.  And with their pride at the stunning successes of Hitler and his military, Johanna thought they were insufferable.  She planned to keep to herself to avoid accidentally giving herself away, but mostly out of revulsion.  Her conviction that all Germans were Nazis, or at least passively submitting, only intensified.  
 
Brochoff, however, gave Johanna a glimpse that there was something else besides "ein Volk, ein Reich, ein Führer" uniformity among her DAI colleagues.  He told her who to avoid, who was a notorious plagiarizer and the like.  One day this past week, as they ate lunch in the cafeteria, he had tutored Johanna in what he called his key to happiness at the DAI: the "path of least resistance."
 
He said that as the war ground on, Abwehr and SD intelligence personnel were tasking DAI scholars to assist in military and political intelligence analysis at the expense of their "Ausland German" work.  In his case, he said he had been asked on numerous occasions to help prepare reports on American military capabilities and industrial capacity.  
 
Every time, he had been ordered to rewrite these reports, omitting portions that referred to things like the ability of American industry to rapidly convert into a war machine.  On another occasion he had been told to remove a section about how German-Americans would likely fight for the United States in the event of war and replace it with "some fiction about how they would rise up against their Jewish masters."
 
Brochoff had explained that the "path of least resistance" was to anticipate what fantasy these government fools would like to see, and tailor your work to fit it.  They weren't interested in the truth, and this scheme would make everyone happy.  Johanna had been amazed at his admission.  She had asked him about what other information wasn't making its way up the chain of command.
 
As her makeshift soup simmered, Johanna sat at the kitchen table, recording the specifics of her conversation with Brochoff.  A picture began to emerge that she hoped would be an 'ace-in-the-hole' for the U.S.  She knew that the unwillingness of the German high command, Hitler and Göring especially, to hear bad news or 'inconvenient' information had to be an advantage they could leverage.  With no way of knowing whether her reports were of any use to COI, she added a postscript suggesting that the courier might pass her a note indicating whether she was on the right track.  For all she knew, the courier was burning her reports in his fireplace.
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Berlin – October 1941
 
      In the center of Berlin, at 31 Nürnberger Strasse, was an apartment building with a two room flat in the cellar, listed under the name and telephone number of the landlord.  Theodor and Elisabeth Strünck were hosting, as they did most evenings, a gathering that stretched the limits of the tiny flat.  While Elisabeth prepared a pot of coffee in the corner kitchen, Theodor and six other men sat shoulder to shoulder around a table.  They were waiting for one more guest, who was late.
 
      They engaged in small talk, sharing stories of wives, children and work.  And, of course, the war.  Three of them were involved with the military in some capacity, and they talked shop while their civilian friends listened with interest.  Finally, after half an hour of waiting, a knock sounded at the door.  As soon as Elisabeth opened it, a breathless figure came rushing into the flat.
 
      Silver haired, with a large, downward-pointing nose, he wore the gray uniform of the Kripo – the Criminal Police.
 
      He removed his peaked cap and sat down at the table with a thud.
 
      "My friends," he exclaimed.  "I have astounding news.  A major, undisguised defeat is at hand outside the gates of Moscow."
 
      Seeing their shocked expressions, he continued.
 
      "My rotation out to the Eastern front was intended to show off our new blitzkrieg against the Bolshevists.  Instead, I saw beaten divisions, demoralized officers and exasperated generals.  The Red Army is turning back the Wehrmacht, just as the Russian winter is setting in.  Our troops are in summer uniforms!  High Command has ordered them to stand their ground, even as their supply convoys are frozen in the mud and the Russians are throwing everything they have at them."
 
      He paused to let the news sink in as Elisabeth poured coffee.
 
      "There can be no doubt – the Eastern campaign will be lost, it is only a matter of time.  There will be no hiding it, no matter what Goebbels says or does.  Every German will know that disaster is at hand.  
 
      "Dear friends, we cannot sit idly by.  We must do something."
 
      Stunned into silence, they sat drinking their coffee until the Kripo man turned to the officer next to him, a middle-aged man in a Wehrmacht uniform.
 
      "Hans? What do you suggest?"
 
      The Wehrmacht man sipped his coffee.  After a minute, he answered, "Let me think about it, Arthur."
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Stuttgart
 
Originally a source of worry and paranoia, Johanna's Saturday courier drops had become an enjoyable ritual, especially now with autumn setting in.
 
Her work at the DAI was going well; she had expanded her circle of acquaintances and was able to get quite a lot of information out of them without raising any suspicions.  She had now passed eight reports and received three replies from COI, including one from Charlie Daly telling her that her intelligence was proving very useful.  She hadn't seen her courier once, and felt confident that their meetings went unobserved.
 
Every Saturday morning was the same routine.  She placed her report in the front pocket of her red mackintosh, usually some innocuous grocery list or office memo with the encoded message written in invisible ink on the back.  She walked the few blocks to the Market Hall, a large indoor shopping center with merchants set up under the two-story glass ceiling.  
 
These walks around Stuttgart had provided quite a contrast to Johanna's earlier travels through Germany.  In the late Thirties, the entire country seemed overcome with optimism and a newfound self-respect, Hitler's "economic miracle" creating a boom where there once was shame and poverty.  The wave of support for the National Socialists had grown to such a fever pitch that in 1937 the party closed its ranks to new members.  Swastika flags flew everywhere, and people embraced Hitler as the man of action who took all responsibility upon himself for the good of the Fatherland.
 
Now, Johanna noticed a shift in the mood of the people she met on the street.  The support for Hitler hadn't subsided, and the stunning successes of the German military filled everyone with nationalist pride, but there seemed to be an undercurrent of cynicism.  Johanna thought it might be the first signs of war-weariness, with so many fathers and sons gone for a year or more.  She had been hopeful that maybe some people were having second thoughts about Hitler and the Nazi state, but found that rationing was the worst criticism anyone had to offer.
 
As much as Johanna had contempt for what her native country had become, she found it to be quite beautiful.  In a bowl-shaped valley carved by the NeckarRiver, Stuttgart was surrounded on three sides by gentle sloping hills with houses built up the sides.  There was an enormous zoo that she thought she had visited with her family before they had left.  She wasn't sure if she really remembered being there or if she was remembering the photographs in her mother's album.  She spent much of her free time walking the streets as a tourist, visiting the palaces and other historic sites.
 
This morning, like every other Saturday, the Market Hall was at its most crowded, making it perfect for meeting her courier.  Women buying groceries and older couples window shopping packed the long building.  On the main floor, merchants of every kind set up tables and booths to sell their wares.  Johanna's usual habit was to stroll along the floor as if shopping; most of the time that was exactly what she was doing, always careful that her bags didn't obstruct her coat pocket.
 
After leaving the fishmonger's stand, she checked to see if her "grocery list" was still there.  It was.  Twice in the last two months, she had spent over two hours walking around the hall, thinking that her courier had not shown only to find that he had picked her pocket without her noticing.  Today, however, she had done all her shopping, walking as slow as possible, and the courier still had not taken her report.  She walked up and down the floor three more times, checking her pocket frequently and looking around even though she knew she wouldn't recognize him if she saw him.  Still nothing.
 
Several times during her training, Johanna had been told that if she failed to show for a courier pass, it would be assumed that she was in trouble, supposedly triggering some sort of rescue or extrication.  But what if it was the courier that was missing?  What if he never came back?  Johanna would be left without a link back to COI.  She suddenly felt like her safety line to Washington was tenuous indeed.  
 
She decided to walk across the main hall two more times and then go home.  Then she would come up with an alternate plan to contact COI.  Maybe she could go to the Swiss, or some other neutral country's consulate and try to send a message.
 
Once across the hall, and she checked her pocket.  Still there.  One last time, walking slowly and pretending to look at every single stand on the way, holding her bags in her left hand, keeping her right front jacket pocket accessible.  At the exit doors, she checked one last time.  
 
As she stuck her hand in her pocket, she saw something shiny and black out of the corner of her eye.  It was a man in a leather overcoat, the unofficial uniform of the Gestapo.  
 
He was standing by the exit with another man in a similar coat, leaning against the wall.  They both wore black fedoras, pulled low over their eyes, not at an angle as was the fashion.  Johanna's heart thumped in her chest and her mouth went dry.  She knew she should look away and try not to appear suspicious, but she couldn't help it.  She stared at them, trying to make out their features.  Beneath the brims of their hats weren't the sneering, evil visages Johanna had imagined, but rather two undistinguished, almost featureless, faces of what appeared to be twins.
 
She recovered and forced herself to look at the door.  In a manner she hoped looked casual, she pushed on the glass door and walked out of the hall, into the stream of pedestrians on the street.  A light rain had begun to fall.  Johanna pulled her collar up and close to her face.
 
OK, maybe they weren't following me.  They could have been here for someone else, or just on a routine patrol, she thought, struggling to walk at a normal pace.  She knew that it was the Criminal Police – the Kripo – that had street patrols, not the Gestapo.  They only appeared when they had a specific purpose, or person, in mind.  She tried not to think about that.
 
All of the confidence and ease she had built up in the last two months evaporated when she had seen those two men.  Now, she had to remember what Brotherton had taught her about detecting and evading a tail.
 
At the time it had seemed thorough, but now Johanna's training at the hands of the British felt more like a placebo than a cure.  She remembered the part about stopping in front of a store window and checking the reflection for anyone behind her.  Across the street was a women's shoe store.  Forcing herself to wait to cross with everyone else, she made her way over to the plate glass window and pretended to look at the shoes.
 
In the reflected crowded city streets she saw a man getting out of a black Mercedes, a woman pushing a baby carriage and countless other normal people doing normal things.  No sign of the twin Gestapo men.
 
You were just on edge from the courier's no-show, she told herself.  She turned away from the window and was about to head home when saw one of them standing with his back to her in a doorway down the street.  The other's head appeared over his shoulder, looking back up the sidewalk.  Their eyes met.
 
It was not a coincidence.  They are after me.
 
Her momentary feeling of relief evaporated in an instant.
 
She walked away from them, careful to head in the opposite direction of her building.  She thought about dropping her bags and running, but she knew that all they had to do was yell out and someone would stop her.  Her mind raced as she tried to remember how to elude a tail on the street, but everything was jumbled in her mind.  All she could remember was something about crossing the street and walking back the opposite way.  But wouldn't that be just to expose a tail, telling them she was on to them and discouraging them from following further?  What if her pursuers didn't care if she knew they were there?
 
Johanna felt a heat on the back of her neck, like she could sense them overtaking her.  She forced herself to keep her eyes forward.  
 
All I can do is try to lose them on the street and hope they don't decide to run after me or call reinforcements.
 
She headed east, crossing the street frequently, turning down narrow alleys and reversing course several times.  Expecting to feel them grabbing her arms any second, she resisted the urge to look back even though it made the terror worse.  Her skin prickled with heat, both from the exertion and her fear.
 
Turning on to the Schillerplatz, she decided to look behind her.  She was getting too close to her building.  She had to know if they were still there.  If they knew all about her, it wouldn't matter – they would know where she lived and nothing she did would make a difference anyway.  If they didn't know, leading them home would be suicide.
 
There were no shops on the street and no plate glass windows, so she stopped in the middle of the cobblestone street and turned around.
 
They were gone.
 
She was standing in the middle of an empty street, with puddles beginning to form between the cobbles.  No one was on the sidewalks.  She was alone.  
 
Johanna dropped the pretense of calm and ran.  
 
Crossing the street to her building, she took the front steps two at a time and almost broke the key off in the lock.  She closed the door and slumped against the wall in the hallway.  Then the shaking started.  She took a few minutes to compose herself and went inside.
 
In her flat, she put her groceries away, feeling the panic ebb and flow as her mind sped from one conclusion to another.  They know who I really am.  They were after someone else.  I lost them and now I'm safe.  They already know where I live – it'll only be a matter of time before I hear a knock at the door.
 
The rest of the day she sat in her flat with the shades drawn.  She played games with herself to keep from peeking out the window.  Her emotions seesawing, she began to feel a fatalism come over her.
 
I can sit here until the war ends, worrying that the Gestapo is after me, but it won't change a thing.  Either they are after me or they aren't.  There's nothing I can do about it.  I'll just go to work on Monday, then Tuesday and if I make it through the week I'll go back to the Market Hall on Saturday and hope my courier is back.  I can't sit in here for the rest of my life.  Whatever happens, happens.
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Monday morning couldn't have come soon enough for Johanna.  She had grown tired of waiting and worrying.  This morning, she kept to her routine – eating, bathing, dressing and walking to the DAI offices as if it were any normal workday.  No Gestapo men stopped her on the street, no cars came screeching.
 
Nor was anyone waiting for her once she got to her desk.  
 
In fact, no one was in the office at all.  
 
Her desk was in the middle of a large room of desks – few people had their own offices at the DAI.  The "professor pool" design, as they called it, was supposed to foster inter-disciplinary cooperation.  In reality, all it did was make the room an echo chamber of clattering typewriters and overlapping conversations.  
 
Johanna checked her watch: nine o'clock exactly.  Usually everyone was at their desks with classic Teutonic efficiency.  Not today.  She was the only one there.
 
After her scare on Saturday, she was not eager to dismiss the strange absences.  It couldn't be some institute-wide meeting she had forgotten.  She picked up the phone to call the switchboard operator.  There was no dial tone.  She jiggled the hook and spun the dial, but the phone was dead.  
 
She rolled her chair over to Brochoff's desk to try his phone.  It was dead too.
 
What the hell is going on here?
 
Someone in the building had to know what was happening.  As she grabbed her purse and went to leave the room, she realized that she hadn't seen anyone in the building at all on her way in.  Was she the only one here?
 
But the doors were unlocked and all the lights are on.
 
The door to the "professor pool" office opened and a man entered.  Johanna was about to ask if there was a meeting when she noticed that he was wearing a soldier's uniform.  It was gray with black collars, each with gold insignia.  He wore the peaked cap of an officer.  One look at him told her he didn't work for DAI.
 
He looked like a Wehrmacht recruiting poster come to life.  She guessed he was about six foot four and was in his early- to mid-thirties.  He had a heavy jaw and high cheekbones that framed his gray eyes under the black brim of his cap.  His hair was close-cropped on the sides and was so blond that it appeared white against his skin.  
 
He was looking right at Johanna and walking towards her.
 
She stood mute, not sure what to make of him.
 
He stopped next to her desk.
 
"Are you Johanna Falck?" 
 
She nodded.
 
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small pistol.  Johanna started at the sight of it.
 
He held he gun at his side.  He didn't point it at her, but his meaning was clear.
 
"Please come with me."  He stood aside and gestured to her to pass as if he were a gentleman holding the door.  She picked up her coat and walked out with him following behind.
 
 
 
They went out a side door that opened onto a narrow side street.  A black Daimler sedan with the engine running was parked at the curb.
 
"Will you please tell me what's happening?" she asked with a tremble in her voice.  The army uniform threw her off.  Gestapo men don’t wear them, do they?
 
He didn't say a word.  For a moment she was afraid he was going to shoot her here in the street, but then he opened the passenger door and told her to get in.  Sitting in the car, she watched him walk around the front.  Should she try to get out and run?  
 
No, he looked like he could outrun her.  Or shoot her.
 
She clasped her hands tightly in her lap as he got behind the wheel.  She was sure that she was in big trouble.  Scenarios began to play out in her mind – Gestapo men torturing her, the Peoples Court trying her as a spy in a show trial or someone simply shooting her in some dank prison basement.
 
"Will you please tell me where you're taking me?"
 
He ignored her, put the car in gear and pulled out onto the main street.  He steered with his right hand, keeping his gun in his lap with the left.  Again, he didn't point it at her, but kept it in plain sight, which Johanna took as a warning.  
 
She tried a different tack.
 
"Are you with the police?"
 
He stared straight ahead.
 
She knew she wasn't going to get any answers, so she resigned herself to looking out the window as the city passed by.  They passed the police station.
 
Well, that tells me something.  He's not with the police.
 
The officer drove south towards the outskirts of the city.  She saw a sign that said 'A-24 Karlsruhe.'
 
OK, so we're taking the autobahn.  But to where?
 
They drove for three hours – west to Karlsruhe, then north to Frankfurt and Hannover.  Johanna was sick with worry, compounded by hunger and a need to use the bathroom.  As if reading her mind, her abductor pulled off the autobahn to a fuel station.  Coming to a stop next to a gas pump, he turned to her and waggled his pistol to get her attention.
 
"Please do not try to run or scream," he said.  "I will have to shoot you, and I do not want to do that."
 
The look on his face told Johanna that he was serious.  Both about the threat and his desire to avoid carrying it out.
 
He got out of the car while an elderly station attendant fueled the car and another checked under the hood.  They both smiled at her through the windshield.  She stared straight ahead, trying to avoid their glances.  She was tempted to ask them for help, but had seen enough army and SS men throw their weight around to know that an officer could be all-powerful in a situation like this.
 
       I am in real trouble, she repeated to herself.  I need to keep my eyes open for an opportunity to escape or at least get word back to the U.S.  Not that it will do me any good.
 
The officer paid the attendant and got back in the car.  He had a sandwich and a carton of milk which he gave to Johanna as he started the car and pulled back onto the autobahn.  He apologized for not letting her use the restroom, but promised that he would when they reached their destination.  She asked him what that destination was, but got no answer.
 
 
 
Johanna didn't know the autobahn system well, but she did know her geography.  So when they passed Hannover a few hours later and continued north, she knew they weren't going east to Berlin as she'd assumed.  That was where Gestapo headquarters were.  If they were going to interrogate her, or simply shoot her as a spy, that would probably be where they'd do it.
 
Instead, they passed on to Hamburg, still traveling north.  Johanna tried to remember what was north of Hamburg, thinking that there was not much between it and Denmark.  As the sun began to set she saw a sign for the road to Kiel, which they followed for another half hour.  She knew that Kiel was on the coast of the Baltic Sea, but not much more.  
 
What could possibly be all the way up here?
 
As dusk approached, they pulled off the road and the officer repeated his warning about trying to escape.  He pulled what looked like large jar lids out of the glove compartment and got out of the car.  He walked to the front and bent over the headlights, which dimmed when he affixed what Johanna realized were blackout shades.  After he put shades on the tail lights, he got back into the car.  She saw that he now had to navigate in the dark with not much more light than that of a small flashlight.  For a moment, she became more afraid of driving off the road than whatever her abductor had in store for her.
 
A sign appeared out of the dimness. It said that they were now entering Kiel.
 
She strained in the darkness to see anything of the city, but it was blacked out.  Occasionally, a pool of light would spill out of a door as it opened onto the street.  Other than that, all she could make out of Kiel was the edge of the low, dark skyline where it met the star-filled sky and a stream of white and red slits from a few blacked-out cars.
 
As her eyes began to adjust to the increasing darkness, she could see water ahead of them.  The starlight illuminated what looked like a shipyard, but Johanna couldn't see any ships.  As they got closer, all she could see was stacks of cargo crates piled high on piers.
 
The car turned off the main road and headed for the shipyard.  Now Johanna was more confused than ever.  They pulled up to the guardhouse, and the officer gave the young guard his identification and some papers, which the guard read with a flashlight.  The guard flashed the light on the officer and Johanna, and waved them through.
 
They parked in a gravel lot past the entrance and the officer shut off the lights and engine.
 
The guard's flashlight had ruined Johanna's night vision, and now she couldn't see anything in the darkness.
 
"Behind your seat is a paper bag.  Reach around and pick it up, please," the officer asked. 
 
  She felt around on the floor and found the bag.  She pulled it into her lap.
 
"In the bag are a cap and an overcoat.  Please put them on and get out of the car."
 
She still couldn't see, and had to feel around in the bag to find them.  Her fingers found the hard brim of the cap, which felt like the same kind the officer was wearing.  She put it on and got out of the car to put on the overcoat, which felt like heavy wool and had a belt that went around her waist.  Her shoes felt unsteady in the gravel and she would have tripped had the officer not grabbed her elbow.  His grip was firm but gentle.
 
"Just wait a moment.  Your night vision will return."
 
She stood looking out towards the water, where she could see the starlight reflecting off the waves.  She could hear the noises of the shipyard: sailors shouting, metal clanking and the chugging of truck engines.
 
"Are you ready?" he asked.
 
Johanna's eyes had adjusted and she could make out the shipyard again, silvery in the starlight.
 
"Yes." She could make out his face as he was looking at her. He had also put on an overcoat and had switched to a cap with gold badges on the front.
 
"Button your coat to the top, put the collar up and hide your hair under the cap," he ordered.
 
She did as she was told, and he checked the results.
 
"All right, in a few minutes, you will come with me.  Remember, keep your head down and don't say a word.  Understood?"
 
"Yes."
 
He waved his gun so it glinted in the starlight.
 
"Please remember the terms of our earlier agreement."
 
 
 
A short while later, Johanna saw him check his watch.
 
"It's time.  Let's go."
 
They walked down towards the piers, passing sailors and dockworkers.  The port was as busy as any other Johanna had ever seen, but she was baffled by the total absence of ships.  Even in the low light, she could make out the mountains of cargo and the bustling activity around the piers, but where she expected the ships to be was only emptiness.
 
Turning around a line of freight trucks, the officer put out his hand to stop Johanna.  He looked around the truck at the head of the line, waited for a moment and then led Johanna by the arm toward one of the piers.
 
Now she realized why there weren't any ships.  In the long, narrow slip of the dock was a U-boat.  Its tower, bristling with antennae and guns, hadn't reached past the tops of the trucks or the piles of cargo from where it sat, low in the water.  That's why the piers had looked empty.
 
They were at a submarine base.  
 
She looked to either side of her and could see at least twenty other such slips, each with the buzz of activity around it.  At the farthest end, looking north, she could see sparks and work lights under tarps.  It must be a sub under construction in a dry dock.
 
  Why are we here?  What does a submarine base have to do with me?  Are we meeting someone?
 
As they approached the U-boat, Johanna realized the docks surrounding it were deserted.  Not deserted like it was not in use, but like everyone had disappeared in a flash.  Cargo nets swung from cranes overhead as if they had been stopped in mid-motion.  A cigarette butt smoldered on the ground, its tip still glowing orange.
 
Alongside the boat now, she could see 'U-125' in white lettering on the tower.  A metal gangplank ran from the dock to the deck of the U-boat.  The officer held out his hand to guide Johanna onto the narrow walkway, following behind.  
 
Johanna stepped onto the deck of the boat, holding onto the railing for support.  The officer pointed to an opening in the surface of the deck.  She could see a ladder leading from the hatch into the darkness below.
 
"You want me to climb down there?" she asked.
 
He held his finger to his lips and whispered in reply, "Yes, quickly and quietly."
 
She considered refusing and demanding an explanation, but then thought better of it.  She gingerly put a toe on the rung of the ladder and made her way down, the officer watching her as he followed.
 
The inside of the U-Boat was brightly lit.  Johanna could see pipes running in every direction above her head and beneath the grating that served as a floor.  It had a smell that was both metallic and oily, like being inside an engine.  There was not a single person inside.
 
The officer took her hand and led her forward down the narrow passage; both had to walk hunched over to avoid hitting the low ceiling.  They passed a room with dials and valves on every square inch of the walls and stopped next to what looked like a tiny cabin that was missing a wall.
 
It had a low bunk with drawers underneath.  A series of wooden cabinets lined the curved outer wall and stood against the slim bulkhead next to the bunk.  A single light bulb with a green metal shade hung above a tiny desktop built into the bulkhead cabinets.  
 
"Please sit down," the officer asked, indicating the bunk.  "I have a pair of handcuffs that I would prefer not to use.   If you will give your word that you will not leave this cabin, I won't chain you to it."
 
She nodded her agreement.
 
"If you will wait here and stay quiet until I come back, I will explain everything shortly.  Understood?"
 
She nodded again.
 
"Fine.  I would ask if you need to visit the ladies' room, but as you can see, there isn't one.  Would you like me to take you to the head?"
 
"Yes, please."
 
He led her aft to a tiny closet half the size of a phone booth and explained how to use the toilet, demonstrating how to pump it out when finished.
 
When she was done, Johanna opened the door and saw the officer waiting a discreet distance away.  He led her back to the cabin, repeated his instructions, and pulled a thick green curtain across, snapping it to the bulkhead.  She heard him walk away, back towards the stern of the boat.
 
No sooner had the echoes of his footsteps faded than the sounds of a busy dock reappeared around her.  She heard the loud scramble of boots on the metal ladders and the laughter, yelling and cursing of sailors and dock workers.
 
Lying down on the bunk, she took stock of her situation.  Her first thought was of escape but she quickly dismissed it as an option, thinking of the hundreds of sailors and workers above her head.  Then there was the issue of the hundreds of miles between Kiel and Stuttgart.  No, escape would have to wait.  In the meantime, she would try to figure out what was going on.    
 
      First question: who is my mysterious abductor?
 
      It's unlikely he's Gestapo.  The uniform, the bypassing of any Gestapo stations or headquarters would seem to argue against that.  Plus, I don't think subtlety is in their vocabulary.  This guy is too polite and circumspect to fit the model of the Gestapo tough.
 
      He's clearly military of some sort, not any kind of policeman, not that anything in Germany is ever that clear cut.  Nothing would surprise me in the crazy Nazi universe, but if I was under arrest, I would expect to be in a jail cell somewhere, not sitting in an officer's cabin aboard a U-boat.
 
      OK, first question is going to have to wait until he comes back.
 
      Second question: why am I here?
 
      Again, if I were a suspected spy, wouldn't I be in a cell or an interrogation room somewhere?  Mystery Man has gone through quite some trouble to bring me all the way to the Kiel sub base, so there must be a purpose to it.  It wouldn't make any sense that he would drag me up here while he ran some errand, just to bring me back to Berlin.  It also wouldn't make sense to go through all this if they were just going to shoot me.
 
      So, why the sub base?  
 
      She looked around the cabin, hoping to find something, anything, that might give her a clue.  Opening all the drawers, all she found were clothes, books and the personal effects of a Kapitanleutnant Günther Kuhnke.  Nothing that would give an indication of why she would be here.
 
      Johanna was completely at a loss, and it was a feeling that made her very uncomfortable.  She had always prided herself on being able to solve puzzles others could not.  Now all she could do was wait.  She looked through Kuhnke's books and picked a German translation of David Copperfield, shaking her head at the irony of a U-boat captain reading British literature.
 
 
 
      Two hours later, her abductor returned, unsnapping the curtain.  Johanna got to her feet, assuming they would be leaving.  He handed her an apple and a sandwich wrapped in wax paper.  He nodded curtly, refastened the curtain and left.
 
      Her fear and discomfort was turning to anger.  Her captor had dragged her across the country and left her on a U-boat without explanation and without any logical reason.  Johanna ate the meal and decided to try to get some sleep.  She hoped that when she awoke, she would get some answers.
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Johanna managed to fall asleep on the short bunk, her feet hanging off the side.  She dreamt that she was safe at her parents in New York.  In her dream, she had never gone to Germany and had taken a real teaching job at NYU.  Before she could show up for her first day on the job, Gestapo agents started appearing in her parent's apartment, on the street and then on campus.  She was about to be chased by them when a taxi squealed to a stop next to her and began revving its engine.  Thinking the driver was there to rescue her, she thanked him, but all he did was rev the engine louder and louder, ignoring her.
 
She woke to hear that same revving sound.  In her grogginess, it took her a second to realize what it was: the U-boat had started its engines.  Though they sounded far away, the very structure of the sub was vibrating with their power.  
 
The low chugging of the diesel engines turned to a higher pitch and produced a slight dip in the boat, bow to stern and then back again.
 
They were moving.
 
Tinny and distorted voices echoed from an intercom in the room outside the cabin.
 
"Increase power to fifty percent."
 
"Increasing to fifty percent."
 
"Change heading to One-Five-Six on my mark…mark."
 
The vibration from the engines changed to a low and steady thrum and the boat began a more pronounced rocking as if going bow-first into larger waves.
 
Larger waves mean we're going out to sea!  That's it, I've had enough.  When I see Mystery Man again, I will beg, cry, threaten or do whatever I have to do to get some answers.  This doesn't make any goddamned sense and I'm tired of being in the dark.
 
She listened as the voice she assumed to be the captain's gave orders to increase speed and change direction several times until the sub was humming along and the ride had become smoother.  
 
The green divider curtain unsnapped from the outside and her abductor came in, closing it behind him.  He had changed into a mechanic's coverall.
 
Johanna stood up and was about to demand answers when he put his finger to his lips and pointed to the bunk.  She glared at him and sat.
 
"I'm sure you have questions," he said in a low voice as he sat next to her.  "I'll give you what answers I can."
 
"Who are you?" she asked.
 
"My name is Erich Hagen."  Johanna looked him over.  He was tall and muscular, but more lean than muscle-bound.  With his uniform cap off, she noticed how blond his hair was, almost white. 
 
"That's nice, but I mean who are you?"  She was afraid this was going to turn into Twenty Questions and was not in the mood for it.
 
"That's all I can tell you for now.  All I can say is that I promise to tell you more later."
 
She narrowed her eyes.  A name was better than nothing, but not by much.
 
"You're not Gestapo."
 
He shook his head, smiling.
 
"Am I under some kind of arrest?"
 
"No, no nothing of the sort."
 
"Then what the hell am I doing going out to sea on a goddamned U-boat?" she asked, her voice rising in anger.
 
Hagen's lips tightened and he nodded.
 
"I'm sorry for my mysterious behavior.  I promise.…"
 
"Yes, yes, you will tell me more later," she interrupted.  She shook her head and looked away from him.  Her fear that she was in danger had subsided a bit.  Now she was angry at being kidnapped by a man who wouldn't tell her why.
 
"Obviously," he continued, "the chances of escaping from a U-boat at sea are zero, but the captain won't allow you to move freely about the boat.  I'm sorry, but you are to remain here in this cabin for the duration of our voyage."
 
She was about to ask what that duration was going to be, but stopped herself, seeing the futility of the question, or any question.
 
"You must stay in the cabin not only because you would get in the way, but you should know that submariners are a very suspicious lot.  They have a saying that 'a long hair fouls the screw', meaning that a woman aboard a U-boat is very bad luck.  Not even the captain's wife is allowed on board."
 
Johanna rubbed her eyes in exasperation.  We could be in here for days for all I know, and I'm stuck in this tiny coffin.
 
As if reading her thoughts, Hagen promised to visit her regularly and bring food and water.  He promised that trips to the head could be arranged, but said that due to the logistics of clearing the aft sections of the boat in order to keep her presence secret, these trips would have to be kept to a minimum.
 
She threw up her hands in surrender.
 
"Whatever you say.  We can't have sailors getting superstitious about my hair."
 
Hagen produced a small parcel of food wrapped in brown paper and handed it to her.  He said he would find out what they had in the officer's mess and try to give her a choice of what to eat.
 
"Thanks," she sighed, tearing into the package.
 
He nodded and slipped out of the cabin.  Each snap of the curtain sounded like the locks of a cell door slamming shut. 
 
 
 
For the next few days, Johanna spent her time reading the captain's selection of novels and listening at the curtain for clues to their location or destination.  Every command and conversation seemed to be in jargon, making it impossible for her to even hazard a guess.  Several times she heard barking announcements of ship sightings, followed by brief dives beneath the surface.  Each time she felt a rush of fear that British ships were circling overhead waiting to drop depth charges that would send them to the bottom.  She was equally worried that the U-boat would be the attacker.
 
Sitting in the cramped captain's cabin, which was undoubtedly luxurious compared to the crew's quarters, she decided that submariners had to be an odd bunch.  Spending the war inside this narrow tube out on the open sea, hundreds of miles from land seemed like the height of madness.  
 
Madness was a subject on which Johanna was beginning to feel like an expert.  Still in the same clothes she was wearing in Stuttgart and feeling claustrophobic, she was reduced to faking a need to use the head, simply for a chance to stretch her legs and get some 'fresh air.'  The constant hum of the diesel engines alternated between white noise she hardly noticed and an ever-present annoyance she couldn't get away from.  Her body clock was her only connection to day or night.  She forced herself to keep to a regular sleep schedule; the days were hard enough to keep track of.
 
She asked Hagen to provide her with a pot of water every day, which she used to bathe, partly for the sake of cleanliness, but mostly just for something to do.  The top of the captain's desk flipped up to reveal a porcelain sink underneath, which she used to wash.  
 
Once, when Hagen came by to deliver her dinner, Johanna tried again to get some answers from him.  She invited him to sit down as she ate her meal of sausage and canned fruit.
 
"We've been at sea for quite a while now," she said in a conversational tone.
 
"Yes, and I still can not tell you where we are going or why," he replied.
 
Johanna kept her frustration at bay.  You catch more bees with honey…
 
"I'm sure you have very good reasons for not telling me, but don't you think you're being a little over-cautious?   What can I do trapped on a U-boat?"
 
"Right now, it's not a matter of what you can do.  I can't risk anyone overhearing the truth, nor can I risk telling you.  If you were to be exposed to the crew, I couldn't take the chance of you saying the wrong thing.  I wouldn't want anything to happen to you.  What would your husband say?"
 
Johanna gave him a puzzled look.
 
"I don't have a husband," she replied.  She didn't understand until she saw his face brighten at her answer.
 
"Ah!  So much the better."  He slapped his thigh.  "Very surprising, such a pretty girl and not married.  How can this be?"
 
"None of your business."
 
"Ah, yes.  A woman's prerogative."
 
Johanna shook her head.
 
"This conversation is pointless.  I want you to tell me what we're doing here."
 
"And I will," Hagen replied.  Before she could respond, he got up to leave.  "Please, no more questions."
 
Johanna finished her food and pondered what she had just learned.
 
He just told me something without meaning to.  He said he can't risk anyone overhearing 'the truth.'  Leaving aside the question about what 'the truth' is supposed to mean, he just told me that this whole mystery is supposed to be a secret kept from the crew, not just from me.  Why?
 
 She thought about that for a moment as she speared a canned pear with her fork.
 
Of course, military secrets had to be kept secret from the lower ranks.  What military secret could possibly involve me?  That can't be it.  If I've been found out as an American agent, I can't imagine they would have me anywhere near military secrets.  
 
She had learned enough about espionage from Brotherton at the BSC to know that identified spies were usually kept in place to pass disinformation back to their handlers.  That relied on giving the spy a false sense of security.  Kidnapping them at gunpoint and putting them aboard a U-boat in the middle of the night didn't fit that scenario.
 
There was another possibility.  Hagen was a spy.  
 
Fine, he's a spy.  What does that have to do with me?
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On the evening of her sixth day aboard U-125, Johanna waited for Hagen to arrive with her dinner.  Seven o'clock came and went without a sign of him.  Part of her thought it was just as well.  After nearly a week of being stuck on this sub, she was ready to start screaming until he either told her what was he was up to or let her off.  Her patience was exhausted and she had run out of things to do to occupy her mind in her green-curtained prison cell.
 
At eight o'clock, Hagen, who normally opened the curtain just enough to slip inside, threw it all the way open.  He had changed back into a naval cap and overcoat.
 
"Our journey is at an end," he announced.  "Please put on the cap and coat you wore in Kiel."
 
"Oh, thank God," she exclaimed.  She retrieved them from a cabinet on the bulkhead and put them on.
 
Hagen put her collar up and told her to tuck her hair under the cap.  He turned her around and looked her over.
 
"That will do.  Please keep your head down so no one can see your face."
 
She stuck out a silk-stocking foot in a high-heeled shoe and gave him a wry look.
 
Hagen grunted.  "Let's go."
 
He led her aft to the room adjacent to the captain's cabin where Johanna had spent the last few days.  As she had learned from overhearing the crewmen, it was the control room, the one covered in dials, valves and pipes from floor to ceiling.  In the center, there was a white column with a ladder leading up to a hatch.  As usual when Johanna was out of the captain's cabin, the room was deserted, but she could hear voices coming through the hatch up above.
 
Hagen climbed the ladder and went through the hatch, helping Johanna up as she followed.  
 
She found herself in a small compartment that she guessed must be the tower that stuck out above the deck of the sub.  She had heard the term 'conning tower' used several times, and she assumed this was it.  There were two brass periscopes that came down from the top of the tower.  She took care not to bump her head on them.  Just like the control room, the walls here were covered in dials, levers and conduits.
 
"Quickly, please."  Hagen was continuing on up the ladder to a hatch at the top of the conning tower.  He waved for her to follow him.
 
Looking up, she saw stars through the open hatch and felt cool air on her face.  After a week of the U-boat's stale atmosphere, the sea air smelled delicious.  She took several deep breaths, savoring it as she climbed out.  The small deck of the conning tower was slick with sea-spray.  In the darkness below, she saw two crewmen holding a rubber dinghy alongside the boat.  Each of them was staring at her, trying to get a glimpse of their mystery guest.
 
As Hagen led her down to the deck, Johanna looked off in the distance where she could see lights from a shoreline.  She didn't know how far a U-boat could go in a week's time, but guessed they could be anywhere in the Western Hemisphere.  There was a chill in the air – were they somewhere north?  She searched in vain for a landmark.
 
They climbed into the dinghy, Johanna remembering to keep her head down to hide her face.  The two sailors strained to look around her upturned collar to see her face, but Hagen barked at them to return to the deck and wait for his signal.
 
Hagen made a place in the dinghy for them both to sit, moving three leather cases off to the side.  He sat with his back to the bow and grasped the oars.  He threw off the rope and began rowing.  Johanna stared at the shore, searching for some sign of where they were.  
 
As Hagen rowed through the waves, she could make out two sets of headlights on what looked to be a deserted beach.  Nothing about the cars or the beach gave her a clue where they were.  
 
She thought she could hear music, but it was too faint to make out.
 
With one last stroke, Hagen brought the dinghy close enough to shore that the bottom rubbed on the wet sand.  Before the receding waves could pull it back out, he put a leg over the side, drove his boot into the sand and hopped out.  
 
The car lights blinked out, leaving them in total darkness.  Hagen whispered to her to get out and help him pull the craft onto dry land.  Now that she was on land, with no soldiers or policemen in sight, Johanna thought about escape.  If she just ran as fast as she could into the darkness, maybe she could hide somewhere until Hagen gave up.  Then she could figure out where she was and try to find a way home.  There was obviously a road nearby – she saw those cars.  If she could run along that road and flag down a passing car, maybe she could get help.  
 
She let go of the dinghy's line and, for a brief moment, she thought she would do it.  But her feet stayed were they were.
 
I could be back in Germany, for all I know.  Or, I could be in some other hostile place where I can't speak the language.  
 
Plus, I may be crazy, but I want to know what this is all about.
 
Once again, Johanna found herself waiting for her eyes to adjust to starlight.  She could see a rocky coastline in both directions and a long concrete breakwater to her right, but nothing else.
 
"Take off that cap and coat," Hagen whispered, doing the same.  When he removed his naval overcoat, Johanna saw he had discarded his German uniform in favor of a suit and tie.
 
He handed her one of the cases and picked up the other two.  Johanna hefted the small suitcase in her hand.  It was heavy and something thumped inside when she shook it.  Hagen pushed a finger into Johanna's back to nudge her forward.  Her heels sank into the sand, making her unsteady as she walked up the sloping beach.
 
Sand gave way to stalky sea-grass and she could see that the two cars were still there, parked one in front of the other.  One sat with the engine running.  She couldn't discern their makes in the darkness – both had the smooth curves and long hoods that marked almost every model on the road.  She stepped onto the pavement, grateful for its solidity and, after a week at sea, it's stillness.  
 
She heard the opening of car doors and saw the shapes of two men getting out of the front car.  Hagen went over to them.  They had a brief conversation in hushed tones and the men got back into their vehicle.
 
"All right, give me that case and get in," Hagen ordered, walking back to the trunk of the second car.
 
"Where the hell are we?" Johanna asked.
 
"Get in the car."
 
She handed him the suitcase and opened the passenger door.  The dome light came on, and she looked around the car before getting in.  It appeared new and had nothing inside besides an ashtray full of cigarette butts. 
 
She got in and opened the glove compartment but it was empty.  She felt under the seat.  Nothing.
 
Looking through the windshield at the first car, she saw the glowing tips of two cigarettes bobbing as the two men smoked.  Obviously they were working with Hagen.  Fellow spies, probably.  She assumed there were Nazi spies all over the world, so that didn't tell her where she was.
 
The radio.
 
Johanna reached to turn on the car radio, but was quick to withdraw her hand when Hagen opened the driver's side door.
 
Hagen got in behind the wheel and started the engine, his gun once again in his lap.  He put the car into gear and flipped on the headlights, illuminating the rear of the first car.  Johanna sat there for a moment before she noticed the license plate.  It had a white background with red numbers.
 
At the bottom was the word 'Vacationland.'
 
At the top: 'Maine.'
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US Route 1 – October 1941
 
Johanna was so stunned to find herself back in the United States that she sat silent as they followed the lead car from the shore and on to Route 1.  When the other car pulled off, Hagen sped up and headed south down the empty highway.
 
She turned to Hagen, who drove with an expressionless face.
 
"All right, I know where we are.  Now for the why.  You're some kind of spy, right?"
 
He smirked.
 
"You have seen too many movies. I am a captain in the Abwehr, yes.  A spy, no."
 
"Abwehr.  That's military intelligence?"
 
"Yes."
 
"Okay.  Now can you tell me what all of this has to do with me?"
 
His eyes switched from the road to Johanna and back.
 
"I need you for a very important mission."
 
Johanna let out a frustrated groan.
 
"I have had it with your cryptic non-answers." She jabbed her finger into the air.  "You need to wise up to something, and quick. You are a spy illegally in the U.S.  I can make your life very difficult if you don't tell me what the hell is going on.  I'm sure the police around here would be very interested in reports of a screaming woman being held captive by a German-speaking man."
 
In the glow of the dashboard, she could see his lips tighten.
 
"You just told me that you need me," she continued.  "So, I know you won't shoot me if I scream or try to escape.  Start talking."
 
There was nothing but the noise of the tires clicking on the seams in the pavement as Johanna watched Hagen think it over.
 
He exhaled in a loud pop.
 
"I have been sent by Berlin to stop a rogue agent that is loose in the U.S.  Berlin doesn't know who they can trust among the agents already in America, so they sent me."
 
She mulled this over for a moment, and couldn't decide if she believed it or not.
 
"That still doesn't explain why you need me, or why you think I will cooperate with you," she pointed out.
 
"I don't expect you to cooperate, just be a witness," he replied.
 
"Witness for what?"
 
He shook his head.
 
"No more questions," he said.  He narrowed his eyes and gave her a look that chilled her.  "And I will shoot you if I have to."
 
 
 
Route 1 in Maine wound through countless towns near the coastline – most looking half-abandoned for the season.  As they passed through some place called Damariscotta, Johanna held up her watch to catch light from a streetlamp.  It was after midnight, Germany time.  That made it just after six p.m. East Coast time.
 
Hagen's explanations had raised more questions than they had answered.  Feeling sleep overtake her in the warm car, Johanna forced herself to stay awake and think things over.
 
She couldn't see any reason to dismiss Hagen's story outright.  She suspected that spies probably had to be reeled in now and then and that it was other agents who were sent to do it.  That still didn't explain her role in all this.  He had said she was a witness.  Witness for whom?  And exactly what was she supposed to witness?  Hagen obviously wasn't going to tell her anything he didn't have to, so she tried a different tack.
 
"Why did you pick me?  I'm just a researcher.  My work at the Foreign Institute is of interest only to other scholars."
 
She started when he laughed.
 
"You are no researcher."
 
"What…what do you mean?" she stammered.
 
"Abwehr knew that you were an American agent immediately," he replied with a low chuckle.  "Everyone is so wrapped up in this volksdeutsche nonsense and eager to help a pretty girl that they couldn't see the obviousness of it.  After you were arrested in New York, we checked you out and couldn't get any corroboration that you were indeed working for us.  We concluded that the American government engineered your arrest to create a cover-story.  We have caught the British at it many times."
 
Johanna was stunned.  Her entire mission had been blown before it even started.  But why did they let her in if they knew she was an agent?  Of what use could she be to the Germans?  As soon as the question occurred to her, she knew the answer.
 
The same reason they keep confirmed spies around – to use them as a conduit for disinformation.
 
She slumped in her seat.  Not only had she been caught, but the 'intelligence' she had been sending to COI was probably worthless.
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WashingtonD.C.
 
As soon as Eve Daly heard the phone ring, she knew it was bad news.  
 
She was sitting at the kitchen table of their Georgetown home, reading the paper when the phone rang.  She heard Charlie's muffled voice from the bedroom upstairs and then the creaking of the stairs as he came down. 
 
He stood in the kitchen doorway, his face ashen.  He fiddled absent-mindedly with the belt of his bathrobe.
 
"It's Johanna," he sighed.  "Her courier seems to have disappeared."
 
"But there's no word about her?" she asked.
 
"No, but without the courier, we won't be able to get any information about her," he replied.  "She could be fine, or she could be in trouble, we have no way of knowing."
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Johanna awoke to the sound of beeping horns.  Rubbing the sleep out of her eyes she looked out the car window to see heavy traffic of cars with New York license plates.  Hagen didn't look the least bit tired behind the wheel as he steered with one hand and held a map with the other.
 
"Where are we going?" she asked with a yawn.
 
"I need to get to a safe house in Brooklyn," he replied, giving her a wary look.  "And I can't understand this map."
 
She gave him a blank look.  "So…?"
 
"So…would you please help me?"
 
The request was trivial, but Johanna considered the implications of aiding a Nazi spy, even if it was just giving him directions.  She was tempted to tell him no, but the part of her that wanted answers won out.
 
"Alright," she replied, sitting up.  "What's the address?"
 
He gave her an address in BrooklynHeights.  With the map and her dim recollection of the area, she directed him there with only a few wrong turns.
 
They pulled up in front of a small brick building.  There was a butcher's shop on the first floor with apartments in the three upper floors.  Hagen got out, pulled one of the cases out of the trunk and opened Johanna's door.  She looked at the street, busy with morning traffic and pedestrians, and thought about screaming for help.  
 
There's no way he would shoot me in broad daylight on a crowded street.  Is there?
 
Once again, wanting to know what this was all about, she filed that idea away for later, if it became necessary.  She got out of the car and stretched.  
 
He prodded her toward the stoop and into the entryway for the apartments.
 
At the top of the first flight of stairs, Hagen knocked on the door marked '1F.'
 
The door opened a crack, revealing a man in a greasy mechanic's uniform.  Johanna noticed his hand on the doorjamb.  It looked like it belonged to a doctor, not a mechanic.
 
"Wie geht's?" Hagen asked the man.
 
"I'm sorry, I don't speak German," he replied in perfect American English, looking Johanna over.
 
"Neh?  Aber, meine Frau ist hier mit uns."
 
The door opened and the man waved them in, closing the door behind them after a quick glance down the hall.  Despite the bright sunshine outside, the apartment was dark, lit by bare bulbs hanging from the ceiling.
 
Now inside, Hagen greeted the man as if they were old friends.
 
"This is Simon," he said.  He clapped the man on the shoulder.  "Simon, this is Dr. Johanna Falck."
 
Simon inclined his head, his black forelock falling over his eyes.  He was wearing a navy blue mechanic's uniform with an ID badge clipped to his pocket.  It said 'Brooklyn Navy Yard.'  Johanna groaned inwardly as she stared back at him.  
 
Great.  The Navy Yard is probably crawling with Nazis.  God only knows what they're doing down there.
 
Hagen directed Johanna to a chair in the front room, telling Simon to keep an eye on her while he made some calls.
 
From where she sat in a wobbly armchair, she could see the entire three-room apartment.  What passed for a parlor was barren except for a few pieces of cast-off furniture and a pile of food wrappers.  Only the curtains looked new.  They were heavy and nailed to the window trim all the way around.
 
To her right, she could see through an open door into the bedroom where three mismatched beds were crammed into the tiny space.
 
Out of the corner of her eye, she could see that Simon was staring at her.  She pretended not to notice.
 
Hagen was at the kitchen table, dialing a heavy black phone as he consulted a notebook.  He made three calls, each lasting less than a minute.  Johanna strained to hear, but couldn't make out what he was saying.  Hanging up the phone, Hagen waved Simon over to the chair next to him.
 
Again, Johanna couldn't hear what they were talking about, but saw them looking over at her several times.  
 
Not five minutes after Hagen had hung up the phone, there was a knock at the door. 
 
As Simon went to answer it, Hagen walked over to where Johanna was sitting.
 
"Stay in that chair, and keep quiet," he ordered.  He turned on his heel to greet the three men entering the apartment.
 
Johanna took notice of the men as they entered the front room.  Nothing about them stood out.  Each wore a bland suit, nothing too fancy or too tattered.  Each had the pasty complexion of someone rarely outdoors.
 
Hagen pulled three chairs from the kitchen and directed the men to sit.  They each threw furtive glances toward Johanna.  One jerked his thumb in her direction and whispered something to Hagen.
 
"You may speak freely," he announced.  "However, you are not to use your real names or any aliases, nor are you to refer to any of your colleagues or any locations of importance to our work.  Is that understood?"   
 
They all nodded.
 
Hagen pushed a pile of newspapers off a tattered couch and sat down.  He pulled a black notebook from his jacket pocket and placed it on his knee, his pen poised.
 
"All right," he said.  "Tell me what you know."
 
Talking over one another, they stumbled through what seemed to be a rehearsed report.  They all spoke Low German, common in Northern Germany many years ago, but replaced in schools by the High German of the South.  Johanna took this to mean they were either uneducated, or that they had immigrated to the U.S. before High German had been made standard in schools.
 
They told Hagen that constant FBI roundups had crippled their network and made it very difficult to operate.  They each repeated the complaint that 'it had become much too dangerous out there.'
 
He sat up abruptly and interrupted.
 
"Enough!" he barked, glaring at each in turn.  "I did not come two thousand miles to hear excuses.  This is very important business, and you had better treat it as such.  The Führer himself has ordered this mission, gentlemen.  We must not fail."
 
The three men seemed to snap to attention in their chairs, their eyes widening.  Johanna noticed one of them actually click his heels.
 
      She took note of the reference to Hitler and filed it away.
 
      They then explained that since the FBI had arrested the Rumrich and Duquesne spy rings over the last few years, there wasn't anyone operating in the U.S. who knew the big picture anymore.  All that was left was many small, disconnected cells.  Hagen, his impatience showing, told them he was well aware of the situation.
 
      "All we have been able to find out," said the heel-clicker, "is that there was supposed to be an SD agent working for the German Consulate here in New York.  Since Roosevelt closed our consulates down last year, no one seems to know anything about him."
 
      Hagen swore under his breath and snapped his notebook closed.
 
      The mention of the SD piqued Johanna's interest.  She knew it as the intelligence arm of Himmler's SS and a law unto itself.  Most Germans she had spoken with, both in the Thirties and recently in Stuttgart, quailed at the very mention of the SD.
 
      Hagen ordered the men to keep looking and showed them to the door.  As he slid the door locks closed, he and Simon shared a look.
 
      "A dead end," Simon said.  "Not an auspicious beginning."
 
      Hagen grimaced, picked up his suitcase and told Johanna it was time to leave.
 
      
 
 
      Back in the car, Johanna asked Hagen if it was true what he said about Hitler ordering him on this mission.
 
      "No, it's not true.  I said that to get exactly the reaction you saw."
 
      "So, it's an SD man that you're looking for?"  He nodded.  
 
"But you don't know who he is?"
 
"No."
 
That struck her as odd, and she added it to her mental list of things to follow up on.
 
"You're Abwehr, which is military intelligence," she continued.  "That means spies looking for information on weapons, troop locations, arms shipment, things like that?"
 
"Yes."
 
"And the SD, they're the intelligence organization of the SS.  They're interested in what, political information?"
 
He nodded again.  "The SD is concerned with thwarting threats to the Nazi leadership and the SS.  They are the Security Police, protecting the state."
 
Why would a military intelligence agent be hunting an SD agent?, she wondered.
 
Johanna thought that the tone of his voice revealed a dislike for the SD, not what she would have expected from a Nazi agent.  
 
"Where are we going now?" she asked.
 
"JamaicaBay, do you know where it is?"  She did, and directed him there.
 
Airplanes from Bennett Field buzzed overhead as he pulled off onto a dirt road that wound through the marshes.  Sand and gravel crunched beneath the tires as Hagen drove until the road turned into a narrow path with tall reeds on either side.
 
Johanna watched as he pulled a penknife out of his pocket, flipped open the blade and began to pry off the chrome trim from around the car’s instrument cluster.  He removed the oval strip of metal and grasped the exposed edge of the panel, prying the gauges away from the dashboard in one piece.
 
Johanna could see that there was something hidden in the dashboard.  She leaned over to see what looked like a large radio dial with the word 'Telefunken' underneath.  Hagen pulled one of the cases from behind his seat.  From it, he produced a notebook and a telegraph transmitter, which he connected with a wire to the radio in the dashboard.
 
It's a shortwave transmitter, built into the car, she realized.
 
Hagen sat for a moment, writing on a page in the notebook.  Johanna could see that he was encrypting a short message with a one-time pad, switching letters to numbers and then back again.
 
Just like the BSC taught me, Johanna thought.
 
He tuned the radio, to what frequency Johanna couldn't see, and tapped out his message.
 
Johanna asked about the radio and his message.
 
"The purpose of the radio hidden in the car is to remain mobile: even if the signal is discovered and the source located, it won't be the same place twice.  The message is to inform Berlin that we have arrived safely and that I am operating."
 
He disconnected the telegraph transmitter and reassembled the dashboard.
 
As they drove out of the marshes, Johanna reflected on her situation.  She had a decision to make: either she should get serious about escaping, or continue to go along with Hagen and see where it leads.  His remark about her being a witness made her think that she was probably not in any physical danger.  Otherwise, what use would she be as a witness?  Her curiosity demanded that she find out what Hagen's mission was and what her part in it was supposed to be.
 
She decided to put off any escape attempts until later, when maybe she could take some information of value to COI.  
 
First, she needed to get the real story from Hagen, who clearly was not going to be forthcoming.  She would have to change that.
 
 
 
Back at the safe house, Johanna sat by herself in the disheveled parlor while Hagen and Simon conferred at the kitchen table for the rest of the day.  Other than two small meals and trips to the bathroom, straining to hear their conversation was her only diversion.  Soon boredom and fatigue overtook her and she fell asleep on the couch.
 
Later that night, Hagen woke her and told her to move into the bedroom, where he pointed to a metal-framed bed by the wall and said that she would be sleeping there.  The three beds were so close together in the small room that she had to walk across the other two to get to it.  He handcuffed her to the bed frame, checking to make sure that she could still lie down comfortably.  He produced a blue bandanna from his pocket and said that if she promised not to scream or make any noise, he wouldn't gag her.
 
"If you do make any noise, I assure you that I am a very light sleeper.  I will not hesitate to use this tonight and every night while we are here."
 
"I'll be quiet," she promised.  "But only if you answer a question for me."
 
Hagen made no response as he turned off the light and lay on the bed by the door.  He rolled over onto his side, turning his back to her.
 
Johanna propped herself up on her elbow as best she could with the handcuffs cutting into her wrist.  She could see that his eyes were still open.
 
"What is going to happen to me when your mission is over?" she asked.
 
"Too many questions," he mumbled, his eyes closing.  She watched him as his breathing slowed and he fell asleep.
 
She stared at the ceiling for a while, imagining that she had never accepted Charlie Daly's offer and had taken a teaching job.  Right now she would be thinking about grading mid-term exams, and not wondering what Nazi spies were doing in the United States and what they wanted with her.
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      The next morning, Johanna awoke to find that she was alone in the bedroom.  A thin ray of sunlight bore into the room between the two heavy towels that were blocking the windows.  The other two beds in the room were upended, leaning against the wall.  Watching the dust float in the sunbeam, she listened for any sign of Hagen or Simon.  She heard nothing.
 
      She swung her legs over the side of the bed and began to examine the frame, looking for a way to pull it apart and free herself.  At the first rattle of metal on metal, the door opened and Hagen walked in as if he had been listening at the door.
 
      He strode over to her bed, reaching into a jacket pocket.
 
      "You are awake."  He produced the small handcuff key.  "We are going to Yorkville.  There is someone I need to speak to and I will not be leaving you here alone so that you can try to escape."
 
      Johanna rubbed her newly freed wrist and shook her head.
 
      "No."
 
      Hagen looked at her blankly.
 
      "I'm not going," she declared.
 
      "Yes," he replied, grasping her hand and roughly pulling her to her feet. "You are."
 
      She wrested her hand from his grip. 
 
"I'm not going," she repeated.  "I won't cooperate unless you tell me everything.  I'm not about to be your witness or whatever it is you want from me.  I'm an American, not a German anymore and certainly not a Nazi.  And you can forget your threats.  Once we're in the open, all I have to do is scream and there will be a hundred people to help me, and police besides.  You can't just shoot me on a New York sidewalk and expect to get away."
 
Hagen's expression didn't change, but his face reddened.
 
"If you need me for a witness," she continued, "then that means you need my cooperation.  You're not going to get it unless you talk."
 
She folded her arms and glared at him, waiting.
 
After several moments of angry staring, Hagen took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.
 
"I have been telling our agents here that this SD man is a double agent working for the American government.  This is not true – I've told them this to secure their assistance.  The truth is that he is on a mission from Heydrich himself.  An operation against the United States that must not succeed.  If you cooperate with me, I assure you that you will be acting in your nation's interest.  I'm not asking for active cooperation.  All I want is for you to go along with me and not make trouble."
 
This statement raised more questions in Johanna's mind, but she was too confused to do anything but nod in agreement.  An operation against the US 'that must not succeed'?  Why was a German intelligence officer trying to thwart the actions of his own government?
 
"How do you know you can trust me?" was all she could think to ask.
 
He shrugged and spread his hands.
 
"I don't.  Either I leave you here where you can try to escape or I take you with me and you expose me.  Both scenarios are equally undesirable, but at least if you are with me I can keep my eye on you."
 
 
 
Riding in the car to Yorkville, Johanna was feeling apprehensive about going back there, and in a quandary about her situation.
 
Everyone thinks I'm in Germany.  COI and the Dalys must think I've been caught since I never met with the courier.  Or did something happen to the courier?  Are the police looking for me since, technically, I failed to appear for my 'espionage' trial?  If Hagen and I are caught, I may have just as much explaining to do as he will.  If I cooperate with him, am I a traitor?  Even if I'm just acting as a witness, as he says?
 
What is this witness story all about anyway?  A witness is someone whose word can be trusted.  If I'm here to corroborate Hagen's story about stopping the SD man, why would they pick a known American agent to be a witness to other Germans?  The only people who would consider me to be a believable witness are Americans.  But, if the whole point of this was internal Nazi housekeeping, reeling in rogue agents – what would be the point of being a witness for Americans?
 
As she listened to the tires click on the joints in the pavement of the ManhattanBridge, she decided to go along with Hagen, for now.  At the very least, she might be able to figure out just what he was up to, and what else he wasn't telling her.
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      Standing on First Avenue, Johanna had an intense feeling of paranoia.  Although she was blocks away from her parents' building, she was afraid that every tall man on the street was going to turn out to be her father and every woman her mother.  A policeman was strolling idly down the sidewalk across the street and Johanna was sure he was looking at her.
 
Hagen held her elbow, gentle but insistent, and steered her towards a storefront with the sign "Yorkville Book Shop" written in German above the door.  A brass bell chimed as they opened the door and went in.
 
An older man with thick glasses appeared from behind a bookshelf and smiled.  He had mussed gray hair that reminded Johanna of Charlie Daly.
 
"Gruss Gott," he said, nodding to Hagen.
 
"Good morning," Hagen replied in English. "I require your assistance."
 
The man nodded, still smiling, and waved them to the counter at the back of the shop.  He walked around the counter and pretended to show Hagen a book.
 
Hagen repeated the same story about the SD agent that he had told the other men the night before.  The smile disappeared from the shopkeeper's face and he shook his head.
 
"I only know of one SD man.  His name is Otto Viersing.  He used to work for the German consulate before they were all closed.  After, he has been hiding in various places around New York."
 
Hagen face brightened.  "Who would know where to find him?"
 
The man laughed and said, "Wherever there is food, drink and women, you will find Otto Viersing."
 
 
 
Special Agent Mark White shifted behind the wheel of his Bureau-issued Ford.  His bladder was overfull of coffee, and his boss was taking too long on his turn to the toilet.  He craned his neck to look in the side mirror for any sign that his boss was coming back to the car.
 
They were parked across the street from the Yorkville Book Shop, a known meeting place for Nazi spies.  Rather than take the proprietor in for questioning, the FBI was keeping an eye on him for potential leads in other espionage cases.  Right now, however, SA White was watching the door of a restaurant halfway down the block.  Finally he saw his boss come out.  He didn't wait for him to make it back to the car.  He jumped out, taking short, quick steps to the restaurant.
 
As they passed on this sidewalk, his boss smirked at White's obvious discomfort.
 
"Did I miss anything?" he asked.
 
Without slowing, White replied, "A blonde knockout just left the bookstore.  She had to be six feet tall.  Great rack."
 
"Next time I'll be sure to hold it longer," his boss replied.
 
White groaned and sped up.
 
As he got back into the car, Special Agent-in-Charge Dan Wexler frowned.  Something about a six-foot tall blonde nagged at him.
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      Back in the car, Hagen started the engine and pulled out into traffic.  Johanna mulled over this new piece of information and had an idea.  She turned to Hagen.
 
"Did you know that I was a member of the German-American Bund before I left for Germany?"
 
He gave her a look of disgust.
 
"It was part of my cover," she added.  "Do you think they would be able to help find Viersing?"
 
"No," Hagen spat.  "The Bundists are nothing but a bunch of stupid thugs.  Abwehr has had no involvement with them for some years."
 
Johanna puzzled at this remark.  'Stupid thugs?'
 
"Well…," she replied.  "If nothing else, Viersing sounds like most of the Bundists I've met: beer-swilling paramours throwing their money around and over-inflating their own importance."
 
Hagen seemed intrigued and asked her where the Bund's main offices were and if anyone was likely to be there during the day.  She said yes and directed him there.
 
"I appreciate your cooperation," he said.
 
Johanna shook her head.  "Oh no, I'm not cooperating.  I'm just along for the ride – I want to see where this goes.  Maybe if you tell me the whole story I might give you actual cooperation."
 
Hagen offered no response and made a left onto 85th Street.
 
 
 
Sitting in the car in front of the Bund's offices, Johanna tried to be inconspicuous.  She sat behind the wheel with one hand handcuffed to it, waiting for Hagen to return.  She had tried to convince him to let her come with him, but to no avail.
 
"You can't be seen by anyone who might know you," he had said.  "Just being in Yorkville is enough of a risk."
 
She had objected to the handcuffs, but he had ignored her.
 
"I don't think I'll trust you just yet.  We'll take small steps.  First I will trust you to sit here quietly while I am in there.  If you try to draw attention to yourself, I will see from the window and find some other way out."
 
Now, she waited in the car and began to shiver in the chill air.  She had lost track of the days but it felt as if November must be close.  All she had on was the same dress and red raincoat she had worn in Stuttgart.   
 
She glanced in the rearview mirror and decided that she looked horrible.  Her hair was pulled tightly back as usual.  She found herself wishing that she could maybe wash her hair and at least put on a clean dress.  
 
She stopped herself from continuing this train of thought when Hagen returned to the car.  He was smiling as he undid the handcuffs and slid behind the wheel.
 
"The secretary rolled her eyes at the very mention of Viersing's name," he chuckled.  "I said that I was a business associate looking for him.  She asked me if he owed me money like she had heard it a hundred times before.  'Yes,' I told her, 'that's just it.'  She then told me everything she could think of about him.  She said she didn't know where he was living, but thinks he's been flopping since the consulate closed.  'All that talk about what an important man he was in Germany, and as soon as Roosevelt closes the consulates he's trying to hide and stay here for as long as he can,' she said.  'Once you get your money, be sure to turn him over to the police.'  Ha!"
 
Johanna thought that sounded promising.
 
"So, now what?" she asked.
 
Hagen checked his watch and said that it was time for him to communicate with Berlin.  He asked Johanna to direct him to the marshes just over the GeorgeWashingtonBridge in New Jersey.  Red and orange leaves dotted the green shore on the other side of the Hudson River.  
 
Once he found cover among the reeds and cat     tails, Hagen again uncovered the shortwave radio built into the car.  As soon as he switched it on, Johanna could hear beeping in his headphones.  His pencil flew across the page of his notebook.
 
"Acknowledge your message yesterday.  Proceed," he read under his breath.
 
Again he took out the pad of code pages and began to write his message.  Johanna saw him convert letters to numbers, add those numbers to ones written on the page and then convert the sums back to letters.  As he did this he told her what he was sending.
 
"I'm having them look up Viersing's name.  If he's stupid enough to be using his real name here and we have a little luck, he might just be our man."
 
Johanna pursed her lips at the word we, but said nothing.
 
 


32
Johanna sat on the old couch in the safe house parlor, shifting to avoid the springs poking through the upholstery.  The three Abwehr agents had returned and were giving Hagen a report.
 
They gave him a list of possible SD Agents.  Viersing's name was not on it.  Hagen instructed them to follow up on all their leads and showed them to the door.
 
"There's one other thing," one of them said on his way out.  "I know of a clique of Bundists that are always seen together.  One tries to pass himself off as a man of importance, but I wasn't able to get any names."  Hagen thanked him and they left.
 
"Sounds like he's talking about Viersing," Johanna offered.
 
"Yes, but that's not quite the corroboration I was hoping for.  I thought maybe we'd get lucky and they would come back with Viersing's name."
 
"You still haven't heard back from Berlin," she reminded him.  "They could still confirm it."
 
He nodded.
 
"So, what's next?" she asked.
 
Hagen gave her a grin.  
 
"We're going out for a night on the town."  He reached behind an armchair and produced a large shopping bag.  "I had Simon buy some clothes for you.  He has an uncanny knack for guessing a woman's dress size."
 
 
 
      Dressed like a couple out for the evening, they visited each of the night spots that Viersing was known to frequent.  Hagen went down the list of restaurants and cafes the Bund secretary had given him while Johanna did her best to remember where they all were.  On the sidewalks and in the bars Johanna felt watched.  She avoided eye contact with everyone on the street, but could feel them looking at her.
 
      How's that for irony?, she thought as they walked towards The Yorkville Cafe.  Now I'm worried that I'll be spotted and that my kidnapper will be arrested.  Arrested before I can find out the whole story, anyway.  I'll be sure to have him arrested once I know the truth.
 
      Making matters worse, she felt on display.  All of the dresses Simon had purchased for her were too revealing and ostentatious for Johanna's taste.  She had tried to keep her old dress on, but Hagen said it wouldn't fit the image of a woman out for the evening.  Now she tried to pull up on the bodice of the tight-fitting dress, hoping to minimize her exposed cleavage.  She silently cursed Hagen, Simon and every other Nazi she could think of.
 
She saw a man in a mohair overcoat hold the cafe door open for his date and another couple.  For a moment, the four of them were all looking at Johanna and Hagen.  
 
      Johanna felt her heart in her throat.
 
      Then she noticed that the men were looking her up and down with a glance at Hagen and the women were doing the same, but with a sneer.  
 
Johanna had to stifle a laugh.  Her paranoia was getting the best of her.  They don't know me, they're just jealous girlfriends!
 
One of the women swatted her date with her purse and went in the door.  Still holding the door, the man in the overcoat gave Johanna a smile and a bowed as she and Hagen passed.  She glared at him and went in.
 
Almost every table at the cafe was taken with Friday night (or was it Saturday night?) diners.  A small orchestra on stage played a keyed-up version of 'Pennsylvania 6-5000.'  Smoke floated in the footlights and waiters dashed in and out of the kitchen. 
 
Hagen was able to find the way into a small booth near the bar, where they sat down.  
 
Johanna watched a waiter carry a platter of food to the next table.
 
"I'm famished," she said.
 
They looked over the menus in silence.
 
They had to wait, but were eventually served.  When the food came out, Johanna had to restrain herself from tearing into her roast chicken, forcing herself to slow down.  Hagen felt no such compunction and devoured his sauerbraten in big bites.
 
Sitting across the table from Hagen in his crisp blue suit, she was able to see him as a man, just for a moment, and not as a German officer.  She decided to try digging a little more.
 
"Earlier, you referred to Bundists as 'stupid thugs.'  That seems like a strange thing for a Nazi to say about fellow Nazis."
 
Hagen put down his water glass and looked at her for a moment.
 
"You studied in Heidelberg, didn't you?" he asked.  She nodded. "And what was the topic of your doctoral paper?"
 
"'Putting National Socialism in Context:  An Examination of German Social and Intellectual History'," she replied.
 
"And what was your thesis in this paper?"
 
She hesitated before answering.  Too bad for him if I offend him.
 
"I said that the question of why sixty million people enthusiastically support Hitler and the Nazis is not a mystery.  The social and intellectual history of Germany suggests that its people are open to authoritarian brutes like the Nazis."
 
He resumed eating and nodded.
 
"Yes, I have read your dissertation.  While your idea that the Hegelian dialectic leads to amorality is intriguing, I have to say that someone who has spent so much time studying Germany and National Socialism, your ignorance is appalling."
 
She put her fork down with a puzzled look.
 
"Excuse me?"
 
Hagen simply shook his head and continued eating, his attention focused over Johanna's head, looking for any sign of Viersing.
 
Johanna stared at him for a moment.
 
"Well?" she asked.  "Would you care to enlighten me?"
 
"No," he replied, "although I do find it interesting that a German girl like you, who has gone to great lengths to become all-American and erase her German identity, has chosen to study Germany for a living.  Very interesting."
 
"What are you talking about?"
 
Hagen shook his head, pointing back toward the bar.
 
Johanna turned and saw a man in a white suit leaning against a bar.  His jacket buttons strained against the bulk of his belly and he wore badly scuffed brown shoes.  She saw he wore more jewelry than most women: several rings, a gold wristwatch, gold cufflinks and a gold lapel pin.  He was slapping the back of a man next to him, sloshing both their beers on the bar.  Johanna thought he looked familiar, but couldn't place him.  She turned back to Hagen.
 
"Viersing?" she asked.
 
"He fits the description," he replied.  "We're leaving."
 
He stood up, pulled several bills from his wallet and left them on the table.  He motioned for Johanna to stand up and helped her into her coat.  Steering her towards the door, Hagen was careful to keep his back to the bar.
 
Once outside, they walked down the block to the car.
 
Hagen managed to find a place to park around the corner from the café.  From there he could still see people coming in or out.  He turned the engine off and they waited.
 
Johanna tried to get him to elaborate on why he thought she was ignorant about Germany and the Nazis, but he stayed silent.  
 
They waited over an hour, but Viersing remained inside.  Complaining of the cold, Johanna asked Hagen to start the car so they could have some heat.
 
"No," he said.  "No one will notice two people sitting in a car in the dark.  A running car, everyone will notice, especially in the cold with the exhaust."
 
"Look," she shot back.  "You're so concerned about me being cooperative.  You either turn that heat on, or I start screaming, running or both."
 
Hagen gave no reply and stared straight ahead.  Johanna was about to ask again when he snapped the ignition so hard he bent the key.  The engine roared to life and he flipped the fan switch to High.
 
Just then Viersing walked out of the cafe, alone.  
 
Hagen put the car in gear and crept out into the street, headlights still off.  Traffic was light, so he was able to wait at the intersection to see where Viersing was going.
 
Viersing walked down East 86th street and Hagen followed some distance behind him.  Viersing never looked over his shoulder and walked in a perfectly straight line.  Johanna thought he was probably drunk and, like most drunks, was over-correcting.  He caught his toe on a crack in the pavement and stumbled, catching himself before he fell.
 
Hagen gave a snort, but said nothing.
 
Viersing walked several blocks and stopped at a basement-level apartment door.  He fumbled with his keys and went in.
 
Johanna looked to Hagen with her eyebrows raised.
 
He parked the car down the street and left the engine running.
 
"He is all I have to go on, so I will wait and see what he does."
 
Johanna noted that, this time, he said 'I' and not 'we.'
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Johanna awoke with a start at the sound of an engine revving.  She opened her eyes and saw the tail lights of a taxi as it turned a corner.  In the darkness, she angled her watch to catch light from the streetlamp.  It was 5am.
 
She looked over at Hagen.  His chin on his chest, he was asleep.
 
Her breath caught in her throat.  Now was her chance.  Even if she woke him up by getting out of the car, she would still have enough of a head start to get away.  He hadn't shown her his gun since their first day here but she knew it was there, and didn't want to gamble on him not using it.
 
Now is my chance, she repeated to herself.  Right now.
 
She tapped her fingernail on the door window.  He didn't move.  She tapped again, louder.  Still nothing.
 
She sat there, her adrenaline pumping more with every second she waited.
 
Oh, hell.
 
She put her hand on his shoulder and shook it.
 
Hagen snapped upright, looking disoriented.  She saw in his eyes the realization of what had happened.  He cleared his throat and looked at his watch.
 
"I need to call Berlin."  He put the car in gear and asked for directions to CarlSchurzPark. It was only a few blocks away and when they got there, Hagen readied the radio for transmission.  Through the trees, Johanna could see the lights of Welfare Island in the East River.  She realized that each time Hagen transmitted a message, it was near water.
 
"I've been meaning to ask you," Johanna said.  "How can this car have enough power for that radio to transmit all the way to Berlin?"
 
      Hagen inserted the transmitter knob's wire into a terminal and tightened the thumbscrew.
 
"It doesn't," he replied.
 
"I don't understand.  You say you're communicating with Berlin, but…" Her voice trailed off.  "Oh."
 
"Yes?"
 
"You're not transmitting to Berlin, you're talking to someone closer."
 
"That's right."
 
She shook her head in exasperation.  
 
"Great.  Your spies must really be everywhere."
 
He smiled as he took out his notebook and code pad.
 
"Not everywhere, especially now that your government has finally decided that counter-intelligence is a priority."
 
"Right…now," she replied.  "That means you've probably already made off with all our secrets."
 
"Not all," he said, putting on the headphones.  He turned to her with a grin.  "But most."
 
The beeping started and Hagen focused his attention on writing in his notebook.  Once the transmission stopped, he took off the headphones and went to work decoding the message.
 
As soon as he finished, he held his notebook aloft and gave it a triumphant shake.
 
"We have luck after all," he said.  
 
As he put the car's dashboard back together, he told Johanna what he had learned.  Abwehr Headquarters in Berlin confirmed that Otto Viersing was the alias of Otto Ringlstetter, an SD agent formerly of the German consulate in New York City.  He was officially missing after not returning to Germany with the rest of the consulate staff.
 
"So, does that mean that Viersing is your man?" Johanna asked.  "He's the one on this special mission for Heydrich?"
 
"I think so," Hagen replied.  "At the very least, he is all we have so far and our time will be well spent watching him."
 
They returned to the Brooklyn safe house where Hagen gathered supplies and the three cases they had brought ashore.  They drove back to Viersing's apartment and sat in the car watching and waiting.
 
 
 
The heavy wool of the Navy overcoat scratched Johanna's throat, but it kept her warm.  She pulled the collar away from her skin and peeled the wax paper from a roast beef sandwich.  It was getting close to noon, with no sign of Viersing.  Considering Viersing's drunken state the night before, Johanna thought it was unlikely he had left during the time that they were gone.
 
They sat and waited with a steady stream of traffic passing by.  The usual mass of Manhattan pedestrians was everywhere.  Johanna felt conspicuous sitting in the car, but no one looked at them.
 
She took a bite of the sandwich and glanced at Hagen out of the corner of her eye.  They hadn't discussed what had happened earlier, but Johanna knew the point had been made.  She wanted to know the full story, and she would stick around until she figured it out.  Right now, however, Hagen himself was just as much of a puzzle as his mission.  She decided to hold her questions about the SD plot and see what she could find out about him.
 
She put her sandwich down and turned in her seat.  
 
"I'm curious why you said last night that I was ignorant."
 
"I don't care to get into it right now."  He replied, not taking his eyes off Viersing's door.
 
She pressed him until he gave in.
 
"What you and everyone else fail to understand," he explained, "is that the SS and the SD are not loved within Germany.  In the Army and especially the Navy, they are hated."  
 
Johanna noticed Hagen becoming more animated as he spoke.
 
"You know who Admiral Canaris is?" he asked.
 
"Yes," she replied.  "You've mentioned him – head of Abwehr."
 
"Right.  As far as I'm concerned, he is the epitome of the German military man, simply brilliant.  And Himmler, Heydrich and their cult of madmen are hell-bent on destroying him."  He was red in the face now.  "And I will see them in hell before I let that happen."
 
"Is that what this is about?" she asked.  "Some internal squabbling between Abwehr and the SD?"
 
"Partly.  Heydrich controls the RSHA – the Reich Main Security Office – which controls the Criminal Police, the Gestapo and SD.  All except for military intelligence – the Abwehr.  We probably spend as much time combating Heydrich and his men as we do with our own intelligence operations.  They have been after Admiral Canaris for years – sending Himmler doctored photographs of him with women and the like."  His knuckles turned white as he gripped the steering wheel.
 
Seeing Hagen visibly emotional for the first time, it dawned on Johanna what this was all about.  There was some SS/SD plot hatched by Heydrich to discredit Canaris and the Abwehr so he could gain control.  That had to be it.  She began to doubt what she had been told about Viersing's being on some mission against the United States.
 
Maybe he just told me that to keep me quiet.  But that still doesn't explain why I'm here.  That still only makes sense if I'm supposed to be telling other Americans what happened.
 
She was about to ask Hagen about this when the door to Viersing's apartment opened and he walked out.  From their vantage point down the block they could see him cross the busy street and go into the Café Hindenberg.  They waited a few minutes, but he didn't come back out.
 
"I'm going to have a word with him," Hagen said, turning to Johanna.  He pulled the handcuffs out of his pocket.  "And you are staying here.  I appreciate what you did this morning, but this is too important for me to allow myself to trust you."
 
Johanna had had enough.  She didn't want to be a captive anymore.  If she was supposed to witness what Hagen was doing, she wasn't going to do it chained to the steering wheel.
 
"No," she said, opening the car door.  "I'm coming with you."
 
Hagen threw open his door and leaped out of the car.  He came around the front and grabbed Johanna by the arm.  She could feel him press his gun into her ribs through the pocket of his coat.
 
"Get back in the car," he hissed.
 
"No," she replied, turning to face him.  "I'm coming with you.  I'm your witness, remember?"
 
Hagen pulled his gun back, but didn't let go of her arm.  He swore under his breath.
 
Johanna began to feel like she was gaining the upper hand.
 
"Go ahead and shoot me if you want," she said, pulling her arm back.  
 
She looked around to see if anyone was noticing their argument.  She saw a pair of businessmen looking their way but they smiled at her and raised their eyebrows at Hagen, probably assuming they were having a lovers' quarrel.
 
Hagen closed his eyes in resignation.  "Very well.  Please don't make me regret this."
 
"Don't worry," Johanna replied with a smile.  "I won't."  With that she patted his cheek, completing the picture of the arguing couple.  She turned on her heel and headed for the café, forcing herself not to laugh as she imagined the look on Hagen's face behind her.
 
Johanna opened the door to the café and entered.  A long bar lined the left wall with small tables opposite.  The place seemed deserted.  She took a step in towards the bar and saw that there was a small alcove with a view out the plate-glass window onto the street.  Viersing was sitting there with his back to the room, sipping coffee.
 
He had thick black hair perfectly pomaded into place, with a razor sharp part.  Every aspect of his person was perfectly in place, his tie knotted just so and his clothes impeccably pressed.  Johanna noticed once again his gold cufflinks and many gold rings, seeing the reflected flashes playing on the wall.
 
Then it hit her.  
 
She had seen this man before.  When she met Friedrich and his Bund friends (had it been weeks?  Months?), her brother had greeted Viersing.  She remembered how deferential he had been.  What was the connection between the two?
 
Viersing noticed her standing there and his eyes went straight to her legs.  He made no attempt to be discreet as his eyes roamed her body.
 
Just then Hagen brushed past her and sat down in the empty chair across from Viersing, who acted indignant.
 
"I beg your pardon!  What is this?" he huffed, his coffee cup clattering on the saucer.
 
Hagen leaned over the table and said in a stage whisper, "I bring greetings from Uncle Heini."
 
Viersing's entire demeanor changed.  Johanna imagined she could see his pomposity visibly leave his body.  She wasn't sure who Uncle Heini was supposed to be, but Hagen's air of authority had brought a complete change.  It was clear that he saw Hagen as someone who knew the truth about him, and was not to be fooled with his air of self-importance.
 
"Yes?" Viersing said in a quiet, pleading voice.
 
"Is it safe to speak here?" Hagen asked.  
 
Viersing nodded, eyes wide.  "Oh yes."
 
Hagen's really pouring the secret agent stuff on thick, Johanna thought with a smile.
 
"Good.  I've been sent to assist a certain man in the employ of our friend Herr Heydrich."
 
Viersing didn't blink, but nodded.
 
"Yes, yes.  I haven't heard anything from Berlin since the consulates were closed.  What can I do to help?"
 
Johanna saw the disappointment in Hagen's eyes.  Viersing's a dead end.  He doesn't know anything.
 
Hagen stood up and walked toward the door, telling Viersing to await instructions.  Johanna followed him out.
 
"Scheisse!" Hagen swore when they were outside.  "Either he's playing coy or he doesn't know anything."
 
Johanna didn't say anything.  Even with her long legs, she struggled to keep up with Hagen as he walked back to the car.
 
"He must be playing coy.  He must be," Hagen muttered to himself.
 
 
 
SAC Dan Wexler shook a fresh Camel out of a crumpled pack and lit it with the tip of another.  He jammed the butt into the overflowing ashtray, careful not to let any fall on the floor of the car.  He considered these stakeout operations insufferable, doubly so when he had to sit in a car with an idiot such as SA Mark White.  It was bad enough eating greasy food and torturing his bladder without being peppered with inane questions.
 
After the hundreds of Nazi spies he had arrested over the summer, he was leading what J. Edgar Hoover was calling a 'mop-up' operation.  In other words, instead of enjoying the fruits of his successful, high-profile counter-intelligence job with a swift promotion, he was tracking down Nazi pretenders and any of the genuine article that had fallen through the cracks.
 
If it had been up to him, he would be sitting here across from the Café Hindenberg alone, but some paper pusher in Washington had decided that Special Agents-in-Charge were to give special attention to rookies for on-the-job training.  Hence, his personal curse that was White.
 
"I don't understand why we don't just pick the guy up," White offered.  Wexler had been counting how many times White tried to initiate a conversation with him but had lost track.  He said nothing.
 
"I mean, we know this Viersing guy is here illegally and probably a spy," White continued, smacking his gum.  "Why don't we pick the Nazi bastard up and put the screws to him?  Find out what he knows?"
 
Wexler took a deep breath.
 
"Because we know where he is and can follow his every move," he replied, packing every possible bit of condescension into his voice.  "He's not going to get away with anything while we're watching him and if he is what we think he is, he'll lead us to other spies.  Just like that guy in the Navy Yards, remember?  He was as dumb as a box of rocks, but he knew just about every Nazi spy working in the Yards.  This Viersing guy is from the consulate.  You can bet that if he's not a spy himself, he'll lead us to a couple fat and juicy ones."
 
He drew on his cigarette and cracked the window to blow out the smoke.  Wexler never took his eyes off of Viersing through the café window.  He was eating little dainty bites of what looked like eggs.
 
A man and a woman went in the café door and Wexler saw the man sit down at the table opposite Viersing.  He didn't recognize him.
 
Frowning, he pulled open the accordion file that lay on the seat next to him and began to flip through the mug shots and surveillance photographs.  He glanced back and forth between the photos and the café, hoping to be able to identify the man.  He was tall and powerfully built, with close-cropped blond hair that was almost white.
 
Wexler picked up his camera and tried to get a shot of the man's face.  He got him into focus, but his back was to the window and the man never turned his face.  He put the camera back on the dashboard and watched the two men have a brief conversation.  The woman who had gone in with the mystery man was hidden behind a wooden column.  Wexler could only see her sleeve.
 
The blond man got up and walked out, the woman behind him.  The man looked angry and was walking at a brisk pace down the street.  Wexler picked up the camera again and got several shots of his face.  He then pointed the lens at the woman who was trying to keep up.  He turned the ring on the lens and got her into focus.
 
"I'll be damned," he exclaimed.  He pressed the shutter release and advanced the film, watching Johanna Falck walk down the sidewalk.
 
"Hey, that's the broad I told you about yesterday," White said, pointing.  "The one with the great rack.  Too bad she's got on that heavy overcoat, you can't see 'em."
 
Wexler gritted his teeth and took another photo.
 
Wasn't she supposed to be in Germany?, he wondered.  He made a mental note to check with the newly-opened New York office of the Coordinator of Information.  The deal was that, in return for their cooperation, the FBI was supposed to get copies of her reports pertaining to Nazi espionage and subversion in the U.S.  He had forgotten all about it, until now.  
 
Of course, I haven't seen a damn one of those COI reports.  Typical.
 
 
 
Johanna stared out the windshield trying to make sense of what she had just seen.  Hagen had obviously tried the "official Nazi" act that had worked with his own Abwehr agents.  Either it hadn't worked with Viersing, or he really was a dead end.  If he was a dead end, then there was some other SD agent on the loose, up to God knows what.  If he was the right man, she was still no closer to figuring it all out on her own and she would still have to wait to see how it all unfolded.
 
She tucked an errant lock of hair behind her ear and noticed a group of men walking towards the Café Hindenberg.  As they got closer, she realized that the one out front with the gray newsboy hat was her brother.
 
"Freddy!" she exclaimed.
 
Hagen, lost in his thoughts raised his eyebrows.  "What?"
 
Johanna pointed.  "That is my brother, Freddy.  The three men with him are Bundists.  I've met them."
 
Hagen watched them enter the café.
 
"And Freddy knows Viersing," she added.
 
"How do you know this?" he asked.  She told him.  He quizzed her about her brother and his friends.  She told him everything she knew, which wasn't much.  She hadn't seen him much when she was away at school and when she came back he was unrecognizable as an angry Nazi.  His friends she had only met a couple of times.
 
Hagen pulled his black notebook out of a jacket pocket.  He slipped the elastic off and began writing.  He stopped mid-sentence and looked up.
 
"You are going to make contact with your brother."  His tone made it clear that he was not asking.
 
"I'll talk to Freddy if you tell me everything," she offered.
 
"No.  I have told you all you need to know."
 
She persisted.
 
"You have 'Top Secret' in your government, yes?" he asked.  "I have seen enough American movies to know this is true.  So do we.  What you and I are here to do is extremely 'Top Secret'.  I will not divulge any more information than I absolutely have to.  Just as you are a patriot, so am I."
 
Johanna bristled at this last comment.
 
"You're a patriot, all right.  A patriot for Adolf Hitler."
 
Hagen's head snapped up and he stared out the windshield, his face reddening.
 
"For Germany," he said through clenched teeth.
 
She noted the expression on his face and agreed to do it.
 
Soon Freddy and his three friends left the café.  Hagen and Johanna got out of the car and followed them, hurrying to catch up.
 
For half a block, they kept pace just behind them.  Hagen obviously felt the sidewalks were too crowded, so he waited until they turned onto a side street before he jabbed Johanna in the shoulder and nodded towards Freddy.  She called out his name.
 
Freddy and the three other Bundists were surprised to see Johanna and peppered her with questions.  They were all impressed with her supposed espionage arrest and escape, none more so than Freddy.  She introduced Hagen and said that they needed to speak with Freddy alone.  The friends left.
 
As soon as they were alone, Hagen immediately launched into the same Nazi act that he had used with Viersing.
 
"Your sister and I have come to the United States on a mission of critical importance," he said, like an officer speaking to a subordinate.  Freddy straightened and paid close attention.
 
"We are here on the orders of the Führer himself," he continued.  Freddy's eyes widened and he looked at Johanna in wonder.  "There is an agent on the ground in America who is suspected of being a double agent working with the American government.  We must stop him.  Tell me what you know about Otto Viersing."
 
Freddy tipped his cap back on his head and nodded, his face serious.
 
"You don't have to worry about Viersing, sir.  He's a loyal Nazi."  Johanna's heart sank at Freddy's obvious admiration for a 'loyal Nazi.'  "He's SS, you know – an important SD man."
 
Hagen nodded and motioned for Freddy to continue.
 
"I just run errands for him sometimes, deliver packages and letters for him around the City.  That's all.  He buys us drinks sometimes and pays me well."  Freddy shrugged.  "I don't know what else to tell you."
 
"Do you know if Viersing has had any meetings with anyone that you would consider 'prominent'?" Hagen asked.
 
"No, I don't think so."
 
"Alright," Hagen said.  "I am enlisting your help.  Remember, this is for the Fatherland and the Führer himself.  You must not tell anyone that we are here and reveal nothing of our conversation today.  Not even to your parents.  They must not know that Johanna is back.  Understand?"
 
Freddy gave a curt nod and his face flushed with pride.  Johanna felt like shaking him.  What is wrong with you?
 
"Very good.  You must keep an eye on Viersing, but not so much that he becomes suspicious.  If he is not our man, then we don't want to bother him more than we need to.  Johanna and I will check back with you to see if you've learned anything."
 
He put his hand on Freddy's shoulder.  "I'm counting on you."
 
Johanna stifled the urge to roll her eyes at Hagen's over-the-top performance.
 
She asked Freddy about their parents.
 
Freddy sniffed.
 
"They were so embarrassed after you were arrested it was pathetic.  Now they scurry around like scared little mice, afraid that someone they know will see them on the street.  They're so stupid they don't even realize they should be proud."
 
Johanna gave him a wan smile to hide her true feelings.  As much as she had wanted to distance herself from them her whole life, she felt guilty knowing that she had brought them such shame.  She had been ashamed of them all these years, now they were the ones to be embarrassed by her.  
 
She hoped she would soon have the opportunity to tell them the truth.  They left Freddy and returned to the car.
 
As they pulled away from the curb, Hagen muttered angrily under his breath.  He drove to a nearby service station and parked next to a phone booth in the lot.
 
Again he flashed his gun to get Johanna's attention and told her to stay in the car.
 
"I'm going to call Simon at the safe house and tell him to get a report from the other Abwehr agents.  I'm sure they've found nothing, worthless idiots that they are."
 
      It was late afternoon now, and the shadows had lengthened with the early autumn twilight.  Johanna watched the phone booth light flick on over Hagen's head.  The light had the effect of accentuating Hagen's heavy jaw and wide shoulders.  As intimidating as he was, Johanna thought that there was something not quite right with the picture of the Nazi automaton that she expected him to be.  What it was, she couldn't quite put her finger on just yet.
 
      She filed that question away for the moment and ran their conversation with Freddy over in her head.
 
      Hagen asked Freddy if Viersing had met with any 'prominent' people.  That fit with the phony double agent story he was telling everyone, but didn't jibe with the truth so far as I know it.  Whatever the SS has planned that Hagen is trying to stop must involve someone 'prominent.'  Does that mean someone in the US Government or military?
 
      Prominent, she repeated to herself.  Another piece to the puzzle.
 
      A blast of cold air blew into the car as Hagen opened the door and got in.
 
      "Viersing is all I have, so I am going to stick with him."  He pointed with his thumb toward the back seat.  "Reach behind you.  On the seat is a case with some food in it.  We'll have something to eat on our way over to Viersing's.  Let's see what he does tonight."
 
 
 
      Once again they sat in the car down the street from Viersing's apartment.  Johanna munched on the last of her cheese sandwich, watching Viersing's door.  A light shone behind gauzy curtains in a small grated window, a hopeful sign that he was home.
 
      Hagen had found a dark spot to park the car so Johanna wasn't able to see her watch, but the people on the street had gone from workers on their way home for the day to people out for the night.  She guessed it was about six or seven.
 
      Soon after, the door opened and Viersing walked out.  The three times Johanna had seen him, he had been wearing a white suit.  Tonight he had on dark coveralls.  He stood with his fists balled in his pockets, his back to the door.
 
      Hagen started the car and waited with the lights off.  It was clear Viersing was waiting for someone and the way he was dressed was not for a Yorkville nightclub.
 
      A dark Chevrolet sedan pulled up to the curb in front of Viersing and he walked over to it.  He leaned in the passenger window to speak with the driver and got in.  As the car pulled away, Hagen allowed a few cars to get between them, and then followed.
 
      Johanna felt her anticipation rising.  If Viersing led them to someone (someone 'prominent'?), maybe another piece would fall into place.
 
      They followed Viersing's car down the East River Drive and through the Queens Midtown Tunnel into Long IslandCity.  They were clearly heading out of the city, which puzzled Johanna.  Everything that she knew about Nazi spies told her that they were concentrated in New York City.  What could Viersing be doing out on Long Island?
 
      Viersing's car continued east on the Long Island Expressway and followed a serpentine path through so many state routes and highways that Johanna couldn't keep track.
 
      The city traffic had thinned and they were now alone on the road with the other car.  Hagen slowed down to let Viersing get ahead.  Johanna could see that Hagen was working hard to keep some distance between them without losing them on the narrow back roads.
 
      After an hour or so, they found themselves on a narrow causeway in Lloyd Neck.  Johanna could see whitecaps reflected in the headlights.  As they reached the other end of the causeway, they came upon a wooded area where the road bent to the right.  On the left it looked like solid forest, but the water was visible through the trees on the right.
 
      Hagen turned off his headlights and crept closer to Viersing's car.  They turned a corner and slowed.  A large clapboarded colonial stood in the middle of a wide lawn, facing the water.  Johanna could see two chimneys silhouetted against the sky and a white gravel driveway that shone in the moonlight.
 
Viersing's car also turned off its headlights and coasted up to the low brick wall that lined the edge of the property.  Hagen stayed back and stopped the car.
 
      Johanna saw the outlines of two men get out of the car and walk toward the house.
 
      Hagen pulled out his pistol and pulled back on the slide, checking that there was a round in the chamber.  He let go and it snapped closed.
 
      He carefully opened the car door so as not to make a sound and motioned to Johanna to do the same.  Hagen took Johanna by the sleeve and whispered to her to keep quiet.
 
      They crept along the road, coming up on the gray Chevrolet.  Moonlight glinted off the long chrome strip that ran along the hood.  Hagen peered inside, but the car was empty.  They continued toward the house.
 
      A stand of pine trees afforded some cover at the end of the brick wall.  Hagen kneeled down and looked around the trees to get a view of the house, waving to Johanna to crouch beside him.     
 
      Johanna couldn't see any lights on in the house, nor could she see Viersing or his companion.  It occurred to her that what she was supposed to witness might be about to happen.  Her pulse quickened, but she still couldn't see anything.
 
      Then, a small oval of light appeared on the ground next to the house.  A flashlight.  Whoever held it cupped his hand over it to block the light.  Johanna saw a strip of red where the light shone through his hand.  
 
He brought it up to a first floor window and shined the light inside.  For a second, light reflected off the window pane and Johanna could just make out Viersing's face looking inside the house.  She still couldn't make out the other man.
 
The flashlight went out.  Johanna listened and heard the crunch of footsteps on gravel.  
 
The sound was coming toward them.
 
Hagen jumped up and pulled Johanna with him.  They hid in the stand of trees and watched the two men get back into the car.  The car started and drove away, its headlights coming on at the end of the street.
 
"What was that all about?" Johanna asked.
 
Hagen ignored the question and put his gun back in his pocket.
 
"Who lives in that house?" she insisted.
 
"We'll wait until the morning and go into town and ask.  I'm sure I know who it is, but you will go find out for yourself."
 
 


34
Wexler made his way uptown to 30 Rockefeller Plaza and rode the elevator to the 25th floor.  He checked his notes and found the right office.
 
A secretary took his coat and offered him a chair in the spacious waiting room.  She sat behind a huge slab of a desk and busied herself with typing.  
 
Wexler thought that this office could pass for a high-end law firm or executive suite.  Instead, it was the New York office of the Coordinator of Information.  Wexler, and indeed the entire FBI up to Hoover, shared the sentiment that the COI were amateurs trespassing on the FBI's territory.  They were nothing more than lawyers and eggheads playing a spy game.  Wexler hadn't heard of a single one of them that had any experience in law enforcement.  
 
It had been bad enough that they made him waste his time with that girl over the summer.  Now that she had re-appeared, he was once again frittering away his valuable time with the COI.
 
The secretary picked up the phone on her desk and murmured a few words.
 
"Mr. Dulles is ready to see you, sir," she said and led the way to a row of offices.
 
Allen Welsh Dulles sat at his desk with a view of the EmpireStateBuilding over his shoulder.  He was in the middle of lighting his pipe and he waved Wexler to a leather chair in front of the desk.
 
Even across the expanse of his huge desk, Dulles was a large, intimidating presence.  His white hair and clothes were unkempt, a bristling white mustache the only thing about him that seemed groomed.  He waved out his match and smiled at Wexler.
 
"Good morning, Special Agent," he said, puffing on his pipe.  "What can I do you for?"
 
Wexler had planned on giving Dulles hell, practicing his most contemptuous tone on the way over.  Now that he sat in front of the man, he felt his nerve leave him.
 
"I was wondering if you might tell me whatever happened to Johanna Falck?" he asked, hating how meek he sounded.
 
Dulles furrowed his brow and nodded.  He put his pipe in a small stand and folded his hands on the desktop.
 
"Miss Falck, I'm sorry to say, has disappeared.  She failed to make contact with her courier three weeks in a row.  We haven't heard a word, and have no idea where she is or what might have happened to her."
 
Wexler felt his nerve return.  He knew something they didn't, and savored it for a moment.
 
"That's interesting," he said.  He pulled out a cigarette and lit it with Dulles' desk lighter.  "Because I saw her here in New York yesterday."
 
Wexler pulled on his cigarette and fought the urge to smile at the surprised look on Dulles' face.
 
Wexler let that sink in before he continued.
 
"And what's more, I saw her with a known German spy.  In Yorkville."
 
Dulles now looked confused.
 
"Which known German spy?" he asked.
 
Wexler waved his hand.  "His name's Otto Viersing.  We're all over him.  The question is, what is she doing back without your knowing about it and what's she doing with Nazi spies?"
 
Dulles picked up his pipe and a cloud of smoke grew about his head.
 
"I'm afraid I don't know," he said.
 
Wexler nodded.  "I see.  Well, in that case, I think I'll just keep my eye on her.  Until I find any reason to think differently, I'm assuming this is now a case of counter-intelligence, over which the FBI has clear jurisdiction as you well know."  At this remark, Dulles gave him an exasperated look.  Bullseye.  "And that comes from Director Hoover himself."
 
Wexler stubbed out his cigarette in an ashtray and stood up.
 
"It would seem that your girl's gone to the other side.  Given that she had no idea what she was doing, I merely expected her to be shot by the Gestapo.  This is quite an interesting twist.  I'd say your people have managed to create new and innovative ways to screw up.  No offense, of course."
 
Dulles stared at him, silent.
 
Wexler touched his forehead in a mock salute.  "Have a good day, sir."
 
He closed the door behind him and chuckled when he heard Dulles curse.
 
 
 
Johanna stretched her neck, feeling the knotted muscles in her shoulders and back from sleeping in the car yet again.  She and Hagen walked the sidewalk that ran down the center of the nearby village of Huntington, looking for an open shop.  They came upon a pharmacy where an older woman in a long fur coat was unlocking the front door.  Hagen stopped a few feet behind her and pretended to look in the window of a hobby store.
 
Johanna greeted the woman and said that they were thinking about buying a home in Lloyd Neck.
 
"I was wondering about that white colonial on the hill, over on the other side of town?  The one with the two big chimneys?"
 
The woman smiled and nodded. 
 
"You must be talking about the Lloyd Manor House," she replied.  "That's a pretty well known place here in town.  Built in the 1700s.  British had a fort there during the Revolution, you know."  She turned a crank to extend the shop's awning.  "Don't think you'll have any luck trying to buy that one, I'm afraid."
 
"Oh?"
 
"Yes, it's being rented right now."  The woman stopped for a moment, clearly mulling something over.  "I probably shouldn't tell you, they're pretty adamant about protecting their privacy and all, but…."
 
"Yes?" Johanna pressed.
 
"Well, I guess it's all right if you two are going to be neighbors anyway.  The house is being rented by the Lindberghs."
 
Johanna must have had a shocked expression, because the woman laughed and put her hand on her shoulder as if to steady her.
 
"Dear, you look like you're about to faint."
 
Johanna took a moment to find her voice.
 
"The Lindberghs?  As in Charles Lindbergh?"
 
"The very same," she replied.  "They moved into the Manor House just last year."
 
Johanna thanked the woman and walked away in a daze.  She looked at Hagen who had a knowing look on his face.
 
"You knew it was Lindbergh's house?" she asked.  Hagen nodded.
 
"So it really is true," she said in a quiet voice.  "At first I thought his admiration for Hitler and the Nazis was naiveté or just plain ignorance.  All that talk about 'Hitler has done great things for Germany' and 'they really know how to deal with Communists', I thought it was simply dumb talk.  I mean, just because he's a famous pilot doesn't mean he knows anything about politics or world events, right?  Then he turns into Mr. Isolationism with those idiots at America First, giving all his speeches about how we're safe behind our two oceans and that if Hitler wants to fight the Bolsheviks, we should let him.  People said he was a Nazi stooge or spy, but I never believed it."
 
She turned to Hagen.  "That's it, right?  Viersing is working with Lindbergh to spy for Germany?  What is it, something to do with military secrets and planes?  Is that it?"
 
Hagen shook his head, no.
 
Johanna's frustration was getting the better of her.
 
"What do you mean, 'no'?  We know Viersing is working for the SS, Lindbergh is a known Nazi sympathizer, what else could it be?"
 
Hagen said nothing and opened the car door for her.  She slapped his hand away.
 
"God damn it, tell me what the hell is going on.  Does Lindbergh have some secret that you're here to make sure gets back to Berlin?  Or are you here to stop him?"  She shook her head.  "That doesn't make any sense – Lindbergh must be your prized possession.  If you think I'm going to help you now, or be your witness, you're out of your goddamned mind.  That son of a bitch is a traitor, and I'm not going to help him or you."
 
"Are you finished?" Hagen asked.
 
Johanna set her jaw and crossed her arms.
 
"In answer to all of your questions…," he continued, "…you have jumped to the wrong conclusions entirely.  Now please get in the car."
 
Johanna didn't move.
 
"I suppose your going to tell me, again, that I just have to wait, you'll tell me everything some day, or I'll see it with my own eyes, et cetera.  Right?"
 
"Yes."
 
She groaned and got in the car, slumping in the seat.
 
"Don't we need to get back to the city?  We've lost Viersing and now he's doing God-knows-what."
 
"I'm not concerned about it," Hagen replied.  "Viersing will be back."
 
Johanna decided against asking why Viersing would return to Lindbergh's house.
 
"Who was that with Viersing last night?" she asked instead.  
 
Hagen gave her a funny look, but said nothing.  He got in the car and drove them to nearby Glen Cove, pulling into the beach parking lot.  The cold October wind blew sand across the beach, piling drifts against the legs of the lifeguard chairs.  Johanna watched Hagen set up his dashboard shortwave radio and transmit a message to Berlin stating that Viersing was indeed their man.
 
 
 
Charlie and Eve Daly both stared at William Donovan in disbelief.  They had received an urgent call to meet the head of COI at his Washington headquarters regarding Johanna.
 
"Oh, thank God," Eve exclaimed and wiped away tears.
 
Charlie put his hand on his wife's arm, relief on his face.
 
"You mean she's alright?" he asked.
 
Donovan nodded.
 
"She's alive and appears to be well," he replied.  He waited a moment and told them that she had been sighted with men who were believed to be German spies.
 
"The FBI has assumed that she is now working for the Germans," he added.
 
Eve's head snapped up.
 
"What?  That's the stupidest thing I ever heard.  Of course she's not."
 
"Are you one hundred percent confident of that?" he asked, looking at one and then the other.
 
"Absolutely," Charlie answered.  Donovan nodded.
 
"I'm sure you're correct, but you can understand that right now it is the only plausible explanation.  At the very least, we need to proceed under that assumption. Guarding against the worst case scenario, you see.  I'm sure the FBI is going to try to use this as a stick with which to beat us, something we need to make sure doesn't happen.  Since we are barred from encroaching on the FBI's sacred territory where domestic counter-intelligence is concerned, we are going to bend the rules a bit.  
 
"Our hands may be tied, but the British don't have that problem.  I'll contact William Stephenson at British Security Coordination up in New York.  We'll have his BSC boys bring her in and we'll get to the bottom of this."
 
 
 
Hagen and Johanna sat in the car, parked a good distance from the Lindbergh house.  If Viersing came back tonight, they would see him.  They had spent the entire day in Lloyd Neck, walking to stretch their legs, visiting a diner for food and the use of their restrooms.  Now, they sat and waited.
 
Johanna had given up asking Hagen any questions about Viersing and Lindbergh.  She thought the espionage angle was the only thing that made sense.  When Hagen said that she had come to the wrong conclusion, she tried to find an alternate explanation and couldn't.  She felt like she had come up against a brick wall and now she was tired of thinking about it.  Instead, she tried to see what she could find out about Hagen.
 
Hagen blew on a paper cup of coffee and watched the Lindbergh house.
 
"Where did you grow up in Germany?" Johanna asked.
 
Hagen seemed surprised at the personal question.
 
"Karlsruhe.  It's about seventy-five kilometers from Stuttgart, on the Rhine."
 
"I know it," she replied.  "I'm from Durlach.  That's practically next door.  My father ran a delicatessen there.  Right by the city hall there in the town center.  I don't remember it, but I've seen lots of pictures."
 
Hagen nodded.  "Mm hmm, I've been to Durlach many times."
 
Johanna tried to draw him out.  "So, what made you interested in joining the army?  That's where you started, right?  I mean, before military intelligence and the Abwehr."
 
"That's right.  I entered the army because my father was in the army and his father and so on going back two hundred years."
 
Johanna was genuinely taken aback.  "Two hundred years?"
 
"Yes.  Our family story has always been that a Hagen fought with Frederick the Great.  We have no proof of it, but it's the story just the same.  It was made very clear to me, without anyone having to say the words, that the family tradition of serving in the army was one that must not be broken."
 
"So you never had a choice?"
 
"Perhaps, but it's more than that.  It was such a part of our family that I never considered whether I had a choice.  I never wanted a choice. And then on the tenth anniversary of the day I received my commission, Hitler became Chancellor.  The army of my father and grandfather was no more."
 
Johanna puzzled at this last remark.  "Do you regret it?" she asked.
 
He shook his head.  "My brother went into the priesthood, and I thought that I might like to do the same, but I think I've had an easier time of it than he has.  Life has been difficult for men like my brother.  So, here I am."
 
He took a sip of his coffee and fell silent.  It was yet another strange comment and Johanna turned it over in her mind.  Perhaps he felt free to speak, being away from Germany and the police state.  Could it be that other Germans harbored similar thoughts?  Hagen was the first German she had heard say anything negative about the Nazis.  She decided that, like people everywhere, Germans supported their government while still finding things to complain about.
 
Hagen looked at Johanna out of the corner of his eye.  "Explain to me how it is that you are not married," he said.
 
She glared at him and said nothing.
 
Hagen laughed.
 
"You have scared all the men away, I suppose?"
 
Johanna hesitated.
 
"Let's just say I haven't met the right one, and leave it at that," she replied.
 
"And what would the right one be?"
 
"None of your business.  Can we please talk about something else?"
 
"No," Hagen replied.  "I find this conversation to be very interesting.  I find you very interesting.  Most pretty girls do everything they can to accentuate their looks.  You, however, dress like my grandmother in loose, bland clothes, do nothing with your hair and wear no makeup.  At first, I thought you were one of those intellectual types who have no use for fashion, but now I think that was wrong."
 
"Oh, really?" she asked.  "Wrong how?"
 
"Wrong because it doesn't explain enough.  Yes, I think you are one of those intellectual types with no use for fashion, but it's more than that.  You are hiding."
 
Johanna said nothing.
 
"And I'm sure you tell yourself that you are trying to be taken seriously, respected for your mind, but that's rubbish," he continued.  "As soon as you open your mouth, anyone can see that you are brilliant.  You are trying not to be noticed, and I don't know why.  But I can tell you that it's not working.  I think you are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen."
 
Johanna turned away and looked out the window into the darkness.  Hagen finished his coffee in silence.
 
 
 
As daylight gave way to dusk, lights began to go on in the Lindbergh house.  It was the first sign that anyone was home.  Johanna looked for shadows moving behind the windows, but saw nothing.
 
At about an hour after nightfall, the same gray Chevrolet pulled up to the house.
 
Again, Hagen checked his gun, pulling back the slide and letting it go.  Johanna decided it must be some army habit.  What could have changed?  It's been sitting in his pocket since last night.
 
Johanna readied herself to get out of the car and repeat their last nights' surveillance of Viersing from the hedges.  Instead, Hagen put his hand on hers and told her to stay in the car a moment.
 
"The time has come.  You are going to be my witness.  That means you do not interfere, you say nothing.  You observe and that is all, do you understand?"
 
Johanna felt a burst of adrenaline.  This is it.  She nodded.
 
"Very well," Hagen continued.  "Viersing is here to kill Lindbergh, and I am here to stop him."
 
Johanna felt a moment of vertigo as the shock of it hit her.
 
"What?"
 
The driver's side door of the Chevrolet opened. This time only one man got out of the car and made his way to the low brick wall.
 
"I will explain later," Hagen said.  "Come."
 
Johanna's mind was still reeling as she followed Hagen to the Lindbergh property.  Viersing was going to kill Lindbergh?  Why?  Why would Nazis kill the man who was their most famous sympathizer?  He was the biggest proponent of US neutrality.  Why would they kill the man who could single-handedly keep the US out of a war with Germany?
 
Johanna felt like Alice through the Looking Glass.
 
From their vantage point, they could see a dark figure again looking in the windows.  Hagen pulled out his gun and seemed like he was about to confront Viersing, but stopped when Viersing turned around and walked back to the car.  Again, Hagen and Johanna hid behind the hedge and watched him drive away.
 
"Perhaps he is not at home," Hagen suggested.  He pulled Johanna along and walked over to the Lindbergh mailbox, finding that it had not been checked.  He pulled a letter out and they walked up to the front door.  He rang the bell and waited.
 
A maid answered the door and Hagen put on an act of being a friendly neighbor.
 
"Some of your mail got mixed up with mine, I think."  Johanna marveled at how well he concealed his German accent.  Now his English had a Scandinavian cadence to it.  "Is Mister at home?"
 
The maid said no and thanked him.  Hagen tipped his hat and they left.
 
Johanna was still so baffled by what Hagen had told her that she walked in stunned silence back to the car.
 
Hagen cursed his luck and said that he'd hoped tonight would be the night he would complete his mission.  He started the engine and turned the heat up, warming his hands over the vents.
 
Johanna rubbed her eyes.  "I have to say that I'm speechless.  Do you mean to tell me that there's a Nazi plot to assassinate Charles Lindbergh?  Their most visible supporter?  It's senseless."
 
Hagen shrugged.  "If there's one thing I've learned in the military, it's not to try to make sense of the senseless."
 
She pressed him for an explanation, and for once he obliged.
 
The plot had been hatched by Reinhard Heydrich, the head of the SS's Reich Main Security Office, earlier that summer.  His plan was for one of his SD agents to kill Lindbergh and frame Communists for the assassination.  The idea was that if Americans believed it was indeed a Communist that had murdered Lindbergh, they would be more sympathetic to the argument that Hitler was just fighting Communism and that the United States should not intervene in the war.  If Heydrich was successful in engineering a non-aggression pact between Germany and the US, he would have proven himself the superior intelligence operative over the hated Admiral Canaris of the Abwehr.  The Führer could not help but be impressed and give him full dominion over military intelligence, making his dream of total SS control a reality.
 
On the other hand, if the plot failed and the United States learned that it was a German assassin, Americans would be incensed, creating a world of problems for Hitler, Goebbels and all the rest.  Heydrich would be sure to pin the blame on Canaris.  Once again, Canaris' agents bungle the job, he would say.  Canaris would be shot, and Heydrich would ascend to what he saw as his rightful place, chief of Gestapo, criminal police, political intelligence and now military intelligence.
 
Johanna sat stunned for a moment, not comprehending.
 
"So, this Lindbergh assassination business is nothing more than some Nazi turf war?"
 
"It is that and much more," Hagen replied.  "Most of the German High Command, Hitler included, see America as nothing more than Hollywood, beauty queens and 'race mongrels.'  They completely dismiss her power as a potential enemy in war.  A few of us know better.  Your industrial capacity alone is sufficient to drown us in steel and bullets.  If Heydrich's ridiculous plan to frame Communists fails, as of course it will, war between Germany and the United States will be inevitable."
 
The two sat in silence while Johanna let this all sink in.
 
"Well," she said after a few minutes, pulling her coat closer around her shoulders.  "If Viersing's really going to assassinate Lindbergh, why don't we just find out where Lindbergh is and catch him there?"
 
"Agreed," Hagen replied.  "But the man is a world traveler.  How will we find out where he is?"
 
"I would start with the America First Committee.  Last I heard, he had made agitation for non-intervention a full-time job."
 
Hagen agreed and they headed back to the city.
 
 
 
"Yes, sir, I'm serious.  They just left, about fifteen minutes after Viersing.  We didn't know which car to follow, so we decided to follow the girl, figuring it would be easier.  They're stopped for gas right now across the street.  Should we stay on them?"
 
Wexler could hear the wind blowing into the payphone on the other end of the line.
 
"What in the hell…?" he muttered.
 
"Well, sir, maybe they're…"
 
"That was a rhetorical question," Wexler snapped.  "When I want you to exercise your keen powers of observation, I'll tell you.  I'm sending another car to catch up with Viersing.  You stay on the girl and her Nazi boyfriend."
 
"Yes, sir.  Oh, and sir?"
 
"What?"
 
"Special Agent Oliver just handed me a note.  He says that the house is being rented by Charles Lindbergh."
 
"Holy shit."  Wexler whistled.
 
"I know sir, can you believe it?  It's like…"
 
"It's like nothing," Wexler shot back.  "And it'll stay like nothing.  You keep it under your hat, understood?  You say a word and I'll have you investigating poachers in the Yukon by tomorrow morning, got it?"
 
"Yes, sir."
 
"Good. Stay on the girl and keep me posted."
 
Wexler hung up the phone and put his feet up on the desk.  If those sons of bitches in Washington didn't see fit to promote me after I rounded up the Duquesne spy ring, this will cinch it.  Lucky Lindy was a Nazi spy.  Or maybe he's helping them in their subversive activities.  I knew it.  And the COI's girl was involved.  Now all I need to do is catch them in the act.  Then I can start shopping for houses in WashingtonDC.
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On the way back to Manhattan, Johanna told Hagen everything she knew about the America First Committee.  She couldn't remember if it had started at Yale or Columbia, but she knew that it had grown to be a national organization over the past year or two.  She said there were constantly events and speeches sponsored by the Committee at Michigan and around the country.
 
Lindbergh had given several speeches about the need to build a 'Fortress America' and the need to protect American democracy by keeping out of Europe's war.  He had become the face of the isolationist movement.  Johanna had heard one of his speeches on the radio and thought it was hopeless fantasy.  She told Hagen that with the belligerence of Hitler and the loss of democracy in Europe, there was no way that the U.S. would be able to co-exist peacefully with a Nazified Europe.  
 
Simply 'staying out of it' made no sense to her, since the US couldn't stay out of the world.   Did the America Firsters think that things like international trade would just continue as if nothing had ever happened?  That if Hitler grabbed all of Europe he would be satisfied and never threaten the US?  What is the point of having alliances if you let your supposed allies be destroyed by madmen?  
 
She thought that the only explanation for the popularity of America First was that people were ignorant of just how bad the Nazis were.  They must see the war in Europe as just a squabble among ancient enemies – perpetually fighting neighbors that were just repeating the past.  She knew better.  She knew that the Nazis, with their Master Race pseudo-science and Jew-hatred, would not stop on their own.  She could only shake her head when she had listened to Lindbergh.  Avoiding war is nice, she had thought.  But what if it can't be avoided?  Should you wait until it's too late, or take action now?
 
Hagen listened in silence and made no comment, even as Johanna displayed her contempt for Hitler and the Nazis.  He made no sign of agreement or disagreement.  He stared straight ahead and drove.
 
When Johanna had finished, Hagen steered the conversation back to finding Lindbergh.  He asked if they were likely to have any offices in New York that they might be able to ask about Lindbergh's whereabouts.
 
"I don't know," she answered.  "But even if they do, I don't think it would be worth our time to go there.  I read somewhere that ever since their son was kidnapped and murdered, the Lindberghs have been wary of public attention.  I don't think anyone's going to tell us where he is.  We need to find him on our own."
 
She stopped and realized that she had spoken as if the search for Lindbergh was her own.  It was more than that – now she felt it.  Even though she had nothing but contempt for Lindbergh, she didn't want any Nazi coming on US soil to kill him either.
 
Johanna flipped on the radio.  She immediately recognized Walter Winchell's voice.
 
"…Mr. and Mrs. North America and all the ships at sea.  Let's go to press."
 
Johanna turned up the volume.
 
"Hitler has done it this time, ladies and gentlemen.  Surely, this means war.  The USS Rueben James, a United States Navy destroyer, has been sunk, I repeat, has been sunk by a German U-boat near Iceland.  The dastardly Hun is now responsible for the deaths of over one hundred of our American boys.  What do you say to their mothers, Mr. President?  What do you say Mr. Lindbergh?  I say again, this means war."
 
Hagen switched the radio off, turning the knob so hard it snapped off.
 
"That's terrible," Johanna said.  She saw Hagen nod, as if in agreement.
 
She was at a loss for a way to find Lindbergh, and they drove in silence for some time before she jumped up in her seat.
 
"Wait!  What was that?" She pointed to a bustling street corner.  "On that light post."
 
Hagen pulled the car over to the curb and they read the sign that had been taped to the pole.
 
Johanna smiled and turned to Hagen.  "There's your damn luck you're always worried about."
 
It was a poster, with large black type over an American flag.  It said 'America First Rally Against War.  MadisonSquareGarden. October 31st, 1941. 8:15pm. Charles Lindbergh – Senator Burton K. Wheeler and others.'  The 31st was tomorrow.
 
 
 
They discussed the difficulties presented by such a public event.  It seemed an obvious place for Viersing to try to get to Lindbergh, but Hagen wasn't sure.  Viersing could wait until after the rally and follow Lindbergh home or wait for him there.  Johanna added that there might be a standing warrant for her arrest after her non-appearance for her 'espionage' trial.
 
"I assume that no one in the courts or the New York Police Department was told the truth.  As far as they're concerned, I'm probably a wanted fugitive.  I'm sure there will be lots of police at the rally."
 
Hagen nodded.  "The police may be a problem.  However, crowds can work in your favor.  We will go to the safe house, get some food and some rest and prepare for tomorrow night." 
 
Muttering something about the police, Hagen took a circuitous route back to Brooklyn, doubling back over side streets and running a red light.  Johanna assumed he was taking precautions in case they were being followed.
 
 
 
Wexler's phone rang.  He told one of the agents in his office to answer it.  Wexler yawned and popped a cold French fry into his mouth.  He grimaced and wadded up the hamburger wrapper, throwing it into a nearby garbage can.
 
The agent hung up the phone and avoided eye contact with Wexler.
 
"Well?"   Wexler asked.
 
"That was Bill Oliver," the young agent replied.  "They lost the girl and her boyfriend.  They were in Manhattan when the guy started driving like he knew we were tailing him."
 
Wexler ran a hand over his face and sighed.
 
"Will the academy ever graduate anyone who knows what they're doing?"  He pointed to another agent who was standing in front of a blackboard on an easel.  The blackboard was covered with names of FBI agents assigned to the New York bureau.  "All right, that's everyone.  What do we have, fifty?  
 
"I want them all briefed and ready for the rally tomorrow night.  It's obvious that our Nazi friends are going to make contact with Lindbergh soon.  He's probably going to pass some document or something to them.  We're going to have every inch of MadisonSquareGarden covered. If Viersing, the girl or her boyfriend make contact with Lindbergh, we'll see it.  I want to put the cuffs on Lindbergh myself.
 
"I want a packet for every agent, pictures of Viersing, the girl and the mystery man.  If anyone says they need a picture of Lindbergh, tell them they're fired."
 
He looked at a photo of Johanna that he had pinned on a bulletin board.  In it, the wind had caught the edge of her red raincoat and the hem of her dress, exposing her left knee and an inch or so of her thigh.
 
"We do have one thing going for us.  That girl is hard to miss in a crowd."  
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British Security Coordination – New York City
 
William Stephenson sipped his morning coffee.  The sun streamed in his only office window and shone through the paper of a shipping report he was reading.  Hundreds of thousands of tons of war materiel were making their way daily to Southampton, Manchester and every other British port.  His job was to ensure that each bullet arrived, safe from the predations of German U-boats. 
 
This morning, however, he had one more thing to worry about, courtesy of the amateur-hour Americans.  He had told Bill Donovan and the rest of COI that he had no opinion about sending the Falck girl to Germany.  Either she would succeed or she wouldn't.  Every agent, spy, soldier or sailor they could throw at the Nazi war machine should be used.  Now, she had become another headache for him.  
 
A knock at the door brought two BSC agents into his cramped office.  The room itself was sizeable, but boxes, maps and bookcases used up what room there was.  The two men cleared off chairs and sat in front of Stephenson's desk.
 
The two men were dressed like any other New York businessmen, their true purpose hidden.  Captains James Alexander and Robert Mearah, both of the Special Operations Executive, were in the United States as part of the BSC's liaison efforts with COI.  
 
Alexander, a tall and gaunt Londoner, resented being taken out of the field for what he thought of as babysitting.  He had spent nearly a year working with French, Dutch and Polish recruits, training them for espionage and sabotage on the Continent.  He itched to be back in the Scottish Highlands at the SOE's commando school.  Lest anyone doubt his desire to be here, he walked around with a permanent scowl.
 
Mearah, however, rather enjoyed his new role with BSC.  A short, muscular Irishman, he saw it as his personal mission to bring the United States into the war.  He cheerfully reminded any American who would listen just how many of their countrymen had already been killed by German U-boats.  Every man he trained at COI soon got used to his demonstrations that would start, "Let's say you've parachuted into Belgium…", or "Once your American army has invaded Yugoslavia…."
 
Stephenson put down his paperwork and briefed the two men.  He told them the background on Johanna Falck and her original mission to the German Foreign Institute and that the FBI had spotted her in New York.
 
"After consultations with COI, we have been asked to bring her in.  They want to avoid any problems with the FBI, who've been given exclusive province over counter-intelligence matters.  As we are not bound by any such agreements, we're the ones who are going to get her.  Since she was presumed missing and has since popped up in the company of known German spies, we are operating under the assumption that she is assisting them in their espionage and/or Fifth Column activities.  COI wants to allow for the possibility of some reasonable explanation for her behavior, so when you find her, it's nice nice and keep it quiet, understood?"
 
Both men nodded.
 
"Excellent." Stephenson produced two manila envelopes from a desk drawer and handed them to the two men.  "Pictures inside.  FBI last sighted her in the Yorkville section of Manhattan, Little Berlin they call it.  Maps in the envelope."
 
Mearah let out a whistle as he pulled out Johanna's picture.  "If I catch her, can I keep her, then?"
 
Alexander looked at the photo and his scowl deepened.  
 
Stephenson picked up his shipping report and waved them out of his office.
 
"Make it quick gentlemen, we're wasting valuable time.  Chop chop."
 
 
 
Johanna rubbed her wrist where the handcuff had been.  After spending two nights sleeping upright in the car, having a bed to sleep in was a welcome relief, even if she was chained to it.  She sat at the kitchen table eating a sandwich while Hagen and Simon made preparations for tonight.
 
All of the pieces were finally fitting together, but now more questions arose.  Hagen was sent by German military intelligence to stop Heydrich's foolhardy mission to assassinate Charles Lindbergh and prevent war between Germany and the US.  What could they possibly think this was going to accomplish given the tensions between the two countries?  Germany was practicing unrestricted submarine warfare and had already killed many Americans at sea.  All summer, Hitler had ratcheted up the rhetoric against Roosevelt as the German Navy sailed near American coastal waters in the Atlantic and Caribbean. 
 
In any event, she was along for the ride to witness Hagen's foiling of the assassination plot.  The only people who would see her as a trustworthy witness would be other Americans.  The only logical purpose of this was to demonstrate to the American government (on behalf of whom: Abwehr? Hitler?) that Germany wanted to ease tensions with America and avoid a pretext for war.  Johanna supposed that she could see the purpose of such a plan, maybe even support it.  
 
But is this just a futile exercise? she wondered.  If Hagen succeeds in preventing Heydrich's insane mission, is that going to make any difference in the end?  What's the point of taking such enormous risks when it's not going to make a damn bit of difference?
 
 
 
The small doorknocker clanked softly in the hall.  Simon got up to answer it and let the three Abwehr agents in.  He showed them into the parlor and Hagen reprised his Nazi act.  He told them that he was enlisting their help for tonight's rally at MadisonSquareGarden.  
 
"We have identified the traitor.  His name is Otto Viersing.  He will be using the crowd to pass valuable military secrets to the Americans.  Berlin has instructed us to stop him at all costs."  He paused to let this sink in.  The three men stared in rapt attention.
 
"It is very important to remember," he continued.  "Viersing must be caught in the act.  He is to make contact with his FBI handler tonight.  That man, and you must keep this secret above all else, is Charles Lindbergh."
 
Johanna struggled to keep a straight face as the men gasped in disbelief.  
 
"Quiet!  It is vital that if you see Viersing going anywhere near Lindbergh, you must stop him...shooting him if necessary."
 
He paced in front of the men like a general reviewing the troops.
 
"Simon will give you a map of the facility and detailed instructions.  If you get caught with any of these materials, I will have you shot."
 
Simon gave them each a folded piece of paper and shooed them out the door.  As he locked the door, he gave Hagen a look and shook his head.
 
"I know," Hagen replied.  He slumped onto the couch.  "We have to make do with what we have.  Give me the list – let's find more help."
 
 
 
Alexander and Mearah spent the day driving around Yorkville.  They questioned everyone they could think of, but there was no sign of Johanna.  Mearah did all of the talking.  With his Irish accent, he played the role of a New York City police detective.
 
"This is a bloody waste of my time," Alexander spat as he turned onto First Avenue for the umpteenth time.  "We've driven around in circles all day, questioned a bunch of uncooperative German bastards, for bloody well what?"
 
"Now, now.  You're perspective's all wrong," Mearah replied.  "We've got this German girl who's probably gone double.  So what?  I don't care, you don't care, and I'm sure Bill Stephenson doesn't care.  What he does care about is that the FBI has been looking for rope to hang Big Bill Donovan and the COI with, and this may be it.  We need COI to help us make sure every last Yank bullet and rifle gets shipped safely across the Atlantic.  Right?"
 
Alexander grunted.
 
"Exactly," Mearah continued.  "And we need COI to kick start American involvement in the war 'til they're hip deep.  What're the Yanks worth on the battlefield?"
 
"Nothing," Alexander replied.
 
"Right, nothing.  But their factories can sure pump out a pile of guns and butter.  We nip this Johanna Falck problem of theirs in the bud and Bob's your uncle.  Spam and rifles in Manchester as far as the eye can see."
 
Alexander rolled his eyes.
 
"Still a bleedin' waste of my time," he repeated.
 
"Either way, we need more men on this.  Let's pull over to that petrol station and call Little Bill."
 
Alexander gunned the engine to beat a red light.
 
"Stephenson gets wind of your 'Little Bill' bit, and you're in for it," he warned.
 
Mearah winked.  He dropped his brogue for a crisp, stiff-jawed Oxford accent.  "Oh, do lighten up, old chap."
 
 
 
Driving through Yorkville, Hagen explained to Johanna that he had a list of agents deemed by Berlin to be 'reliable.'  Given the size of the crowd likely to be at the America First rally, he needed as many secondary agents as he could get.
 
He found a spot on 79th street and pulled up to the curb.
 
"Can I trust you to wait here?" he asked.  "Without the handcuffs?"
 
"I'd rather come in with you."
 
Hagen shook his head with a wry smile.  "This mission notwithstanding, I still have to protect against exposing our agents."
 
He disappeared around the corner, leaving Johanna in the car.
 
Across the street, she noticed the brownstone façade of the New York Public Library's Yorkville branch.  She smiled to herself, remembering all the afternoons and weekends she had spent inside.  That was where she first realized that there was a world outside 'Little Berlin', a world of books and ideas.  It was also where she realized that her parents inhabited an old world, a smaller world.  Dinner conversations revolved around prices of sausages and produce, or neighborhood gossip.  At the library, she dreamt of escaping to a world where people discussed ideas at the table, not the weather.
 
She hadn't been back to the library since she left for Smith all those years ago.  I wonder if it still looks the same inside, she thought.  Tired of spending yet another day in the car, she decided to get out and take a look.
 
Opening the car door, she looked up and down the sidewalk.  Nothing but the usual midday traffic.  Johanna wondered what New Yorkers would think to know that Nazis were in their midst – real ones, not just the Bundist pretenders.  She got out and crossed the street.
 
She climbed up the four steps of the library stoop and looked up at the arched doorway.  Everything seemed the same, down to the iron carriage lights and the lettering on the door.  Going in was out of the question – she didn't know when Hagen would be back.  She cupped her hands and peered through the glass.
 
 
 
"Well, what else did you think he was going to say?" Mearah asked.  "Right-o, gents.  I see you’re sick of this and don't have enough men for the job.  Why don't you have a whiskey and call it a day?"
 
Alexander grunted and turned the car onto 79th street.
 
"This is such a bloody waste of my time," he muttered.
 
Mearah was about to needle Alexander further when a woman across the street caught his eye.  She was blonde and wore a red raincoat.  He tapped Alexander on the shoulder and pointed.  The car slowed and Mearah checked a photo.  He showed it to Alexander and tapped it.
 
Alexander looked from the woman to the photo. "Bloody hell."
 
"Indeed," Mearah replied.
 
Alexander gunned the engine and swerved across the street.  He ignored the blaring horns and popped one wheel up on the curb.  He snapped the ignition off and they both leapt from the car.
 
 
 
Johanna was lost in her memories when she heard the loud screeching of tires behind her.  It looked like a black coupe had driven on the wrong side of the road and hit the curb.  She had just enough time to wonder if there had been an accident when she saw two men jump out of the car.  Both men looked her in the eye and began to run.  They were running right for her.
 
For a long moment, she just stared, not comprehending.  Then she felt a jolt of fear and realized they had come for her.
 
Still a good half-block ahead of the men, she jumped off the stoop onto the sidewalk and turned to run.  She stopped and with a quick look over her shoulder kicked off her shoes, leaving them there.  In her stocking feet, she ran spurred by adrenaline and panic, her coat fluttering behind her like a red streamer.
 
Just like in Stuttgart, she felt a prickly heat on her neck like a hand was reaching out to grab her.  As she turned a corner, she caught a glimpse of her pursuers.  She felt like she was running faster than she ever had before, but both men seemed to be keeping pace with her.
 
Who are they?
 
The sidewalks were crowded, forcing Johanna to weave between the streams of pedestrians.  She realized they were probably police or FBI.  What did she have to fear from them?  She hadn't done anything wrong.  
 
If they catch me, I may never know how Lindbergh, Hagen and the rest fit together.
 
She ran down alleys and side streets, hoping that being a Yorkville native would work to her advantage.  The bottoms of her feet felt raw on the pavement, each pebble and crack in the concrete sending shocks of pain up her legs.  
 
I can't keep running all day.  I need to find someplace to hide.  Where?
 
She remembered the bookshop from the other day.  The one where Hagen had asked for information on Viersing. 
 
Johanna slipped around a produce stand and picked out the heavy Gothic script of the Yorkville Book Shop from the jumble of storefronts and billboards.  With a glance over her shoulder, she saw that the two men were no longer behind her.
 
She knew this was her chance.  Those men didn't look like the types to give up so easily.  She reached the door of the book shop and pushed with her shoulder.
 
It was locked.
 
She looked inside and saw that the lights were still on.  One door down, a butcher was shuttering his shop for the afternoon.
 
It's closing time.
 
Out of breath, Johanna pounded on the glass door with her fist, rattling it in its frame.
 
She looked behind her, but saw no sign of her pursuers.  For the moment.  Again, she hammered at the door.  People walking by gave her odd looks – a winded, barefoot woman banging for entry into a book store.
 
About to give up, she saw the white haired man come out from the back.  He had an angry look on his face until he saw her frantic state.  He unlocked the door and let her in.
 
 
 
Special Agent White had managed to talk Wexler into letting him go out on his own to practice surveillance.  He sat in a black Ford, his eyes trained on the door of the Yorkville Book Shop.
 
      All afternoon he had watched men and women walk in and out of the shop.  He just knew that some of them had to be Nazi spies and here he sat, his hands tied.  Wexler had given him strict instructions not to get out of the car or say a word to anyone.  
 
How the hell am I supposed to nab the Kraut bastards if I have to stay in the car?
 
He held a Kodak in his hand and he popped the back to load another roll of film.  If he couldn't question anyone going into a known Nazi hangout, he was at least going to get a photo of everyone he saw go in or out.
 
White took his eyes off the shop for a moment to load the film and when he looked up he saw a flash of red run right past the car.
 
He froze.
 
It's her.  What's-her-name.  The German girl.
 
He jumped in his seat and fumbled with the camera.  He wound the film and snapped off a couple of shots of her banging on the book store's door and then going in.
 
White picked up the handset of the car's police radio and asked the operator for Wexler.
 
He sat listening to the crackle and buzz of the radio's static until Wexler came on.
 
"What is it, White?"
 
"Sir, I just spotted Falck.  Going into the book shop.  She ran right past me."  White felt out of breath like he had been running.  "Should I go in after her?"
 
"No," Wexler replied.  "Let her go.  We're going to get her at the Garden tonight.  I'm sure she'll be there with Lindbergh.  You just sit tight and meet me at the Garden at 7:30."
 
"Yes, sir."  White couldn't hide his disappointment.  "Oh, and sir, one other thing?"
 
"I'm listening, White."
 
"Two guys just ran down the street, like they were chasing her.  Maybe thirty seconds after the girl."
 
Wexler took their description and told White to stay put.
 
 
 
In the book shop, the white haired man took Johanna by the arm without a word and led her to the back storeroom.  He switched off the lights out front and offered her a chair.
 
While Johanna sat catching her breath, the man went into a small bathroom and filled a glass of water.  He handed it to her with a smile.
 
Johanna sipped the water and felt her heart rate slow.  The man stood with his arms folded, smiling down at her.  She smiled back and felt a twinge of guilt.  When she was here with Hagen she had looked at him with contempt,
thinking him a spy or collaborator.  Now, he looked more like a kind neighbor, or a grandfather she never had.
 
"Thank you," she said.  "There were two men chasing me."
 
The man nodded and said nothing, still smiling.  She wondered if he spoke any English
 
"What's your name?" she asked, in English again.
 
"Marcus Goering," he replied, taking her glass to refill it.  "No relation."
 
His English was perfect.  He must be an American.
 
Johanna related what had happened and asked for help getting in touch with Hagen.  She wasn't sure he knew anything about Hagen or how to contact him.  She was wary of saying too much, but assumed it was safe.  He must be a Bundist or Abwehr agent or something.
 
Goering nodded.
 
"Have you been staying at the safe house with Major Hagen?" he asked.
 
Johanna nodded.
 
"Do you think he will be going back there?"
 
"I suppose so."
 
He clapped his hands.  "Well, then.  Shall we go for a ride?"
 
Goering held out his hand and led Johanna to the back door which opened into an alley, just wide enough for his convertible.  
 
They got in, Johanna slumped down to hide her face, and they drove out to Brooklyn.
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Washington DC
 
"Yes.  Trust me, Bill – if I hear from her, I'll tell you.  Alright, thanks."
 
Charlie Daly jiggled the receiver, got the operator on the line and was connected to his wife's extension.  
 
"I just got off the phone with Bill Stephenson," he told her, and related their conversation.
 
Johanna had been spotted by BSC agents in Yorkville.  They tried to bring her into custody, but she got away.  BSC was now reassigning all available agents in New York City to bring her in.  Donovan and Dulles, along with Stephenson, were concerned that the FBI would attempt to take advantage of the situation to the detriment of COI.  Stephenson had asked Daly if Johanna's family would assist in finding her.  Charlie told him that he had no idea – Johanna had never really spoken of them.
 
"What does he mean, 'she got away'?" Eve asked.  "That makes it sound like they were chasing her."
 
Daly hesitated, tapping a finger on the desk.
 
"They were."
 
"Oh, Dear God.  They aren't serious about the idea that she could have turned are they?"
 
"Seems they are.  Bill assured me that his men have been ordered not to use force.  He didn't say 'unless it's necessary', but I heard it in his voice."
 
 
 
Arriving at the Brooklyn safe house, Johanna knocked on the door of apartment 1F.  She saw a shadow pass over the peephole before Simon opened it.  He nodded and waved her and Goering in.
 
Hagen was pacing in the parlor, muttering to himself.  One hand pulled at his hair while the other waved in the air to punctuate his curses.  His air of panic shocked Johanna.  Throughout her entire ordeal, he had been the smooth officer, always in control of events.  Now he looked a frantic mess.  It was a confirmation that he genuinely needed her.
 
She cleared her throat to get his attention.  She saw the wild look in Hagen's eyes before he realized she was in the room.  He broke into a broad smile that she hadn't seen before and wrapped her in a tight bear-hug.
 
"Thank God, thank God, thank God," he repeated in her ear.  Releasing her, he attempted to compose himself.  He slapped Goering on the shoulder and thanked him.
 
Johanna told Hagen what had happened outside the library.  He chuckled and squeezed her shoulder.
 
"Perhaps you are a spy after all," he said.  "Expert evasion techniques on your first try."
 
Johanna was put off by his joking manner and happy familiarity with her.  She changed the subject.
 
"Whoever those men were, they were after me for a reason.  That means someone knows I'm back in the US.  If I'm seen again, especially at The Garden where there's bound to be police, this could all come to an end."
 
Hagen turned serious again.
 
"Yes, well…tonight has become more dangerous.  The stakes, however, are just as high as they have ever been.  As much as I can't risk you being seen again, my orders are for you to be there when I stop Viersing.  We will just have to disguise you as best we can."
 
Goering piped in.  "She's hard to miss in a crowd, I'll say," he offered, smiling.
 
Hagen seemed to remember that Goering was still there.  He thanked him again and shuffled him out the door.
 
"What if I don't go?" Johanna asked.  "What if you were to go to the rally, stop the assassination and then come back here to tell me what happened?  I could just lie and say that I witnessed it all."
 
Hagen rejected her idea.  "Trust me – any interrogator would know that you were lying, as would a polygraph test.  You must go, there is no other option."
 
He looked at his watch.
 
"We have some time before we have to leave.  Let's have something to eat and then we can make our final preparations."
 
After a meal of canned meat and stale bread, Johanna went into the back bedroom and attempted to fashion a disguise for herself.  She removed the epaulets and insignia from her Kriegsmarine overcoat and cut a bed sheet for a makeshift kerchief to cover her hair.  She looked at herself in the bathroom mirror and grimaced.  She looked like hell, but the disguise should work for anyone looking for her in a crowd.  Now this was the second time she had looked into a mirror and wished she looked better.  Better for whom?  Before she could fully develop that thought, she forced it down in her mind.
 
She walked out into the parlor where Hagen and Simon were conferring.  She held up her arms and turned around.
 
"That will have to do," Hagen said, looking to Simon for confirmation.  Simon nodded, silent as usual.  He got up and left Johanna and Hagen alone.
 
"Here is the plan," Hagen continued.  "No matter what happens, you must, must, stay by me.  Under no circumstances can we be separated.  With the large crowd and a sizeable police presence, we can't risk it.  Once we locate Viersing, and I think he will be there somewhere, I will allow him to get close enough to Lindbergh to establish his intentions, but no closer. I will then draw him outside under some pretext or, failing that I will shoot him on the spot."
 
He paused to let that sink in.  Johanna understood for the first time that Hagen meant to kill Viersing, regardless of tonight's outcome.  Hagen saw the look on her face as she made this realization and nodded.
 
"Right," he continued.  "If I can't avoid shooting him in private, then I will do so in public.  We will both attempt to run out the exit that I will identify when we arrive.  We will not be returning to the safe house.  If the police arrest me, so be it, but it will only be after I have taken care of Viersing and you have seen me do it.  If we get away – all the better."
 
"If we do get away – what then?" she asked.
 
Hagen hesitated.  "We will be leaving the country."
 
Johanna knew better than to press him for more details.  
 
"What if the police or the FBI are there and they have my picture?" she asked.
 
"I've thought of that, but there's no reason to believe that the police will be expecting you at an America First rally.  In any event, I have a plan to account for the possibility."
 
Simon helped them bring Hagen's three cases down to the car.  He shook Hagen's hand with a solemn nod and turned to Johanna.  He reached out to take her hand and give it a quick squeeze.  As he turned to leave, he caught Johanna's eye.  And winked.
 
Johanna was flustered for a moment and Hagen laughed.
 
"Get in the car," he said.
 
On the way to the rally, Johanna mulled over Hagen's plan.  With all the police likely to be at the rally for crowd control, the chances of their entering MadisonSquareGarden unseen were remote.  Johanna wasn't worried.  She felt relaxed for the first time in weeks.  She knew that, after tonight, it would all be over.  One of two things was going to happen.
 
Scenario One – the police spot me right away and take us both into custody before we set foot into the arena. 
 
Scenario Two – everything happens just as Hagen planned.  We get into the Garden, find Viersing and stop him from killing Lindbergh.
 
And then I'll grab the nearest police officer and have Hagen arrested.
 
 
 
BSC agents Mearah and Alexander walked up the stairs to the Falck's apartment over the deli.  Mearah tapped 'shave and a haircut' on the door and waited.
 
"I'll do the talking, eh boyo?" he said.  "Lest you charm them to death."
 
Klaus Falck opened the door, filling the doorway.  Mearah tipped his hat to him and asked if they could speak with them.  Klaus appeared to think about it and then stepped aside to let them in.
 
"Bloody Germans," Alexander sighed as they entered.
 
Elisabeth and Friedrich Falck were seated at the dining room table about to eat.  Mearah could tell from Elisabeth's frightened expression and Friedrich's surly one that the Falck's took them for the police.  Good.  Mearah hoped his Irish accent would add to the effect.
 
"Mr. and Mrs. Falck," he said, doffing his hat.  "We're wondering if we could have a word with Johanna."
 
Elisabeth began to speak but Klaus cut her off as he took his seat at the head of the table.
 
"Our daughter does not live with us.  We do not know where she is," he said, crossing his thick arms.
 
"Oh, I'm sorry," Mearah replied.  "It's just that since she's back here in the US, I thought she'd be living with you.  Should've asked her when I saw her today, I guess."
 
Mearah noted the looks of surprise on the faces of Klaus and Elisabeth.  Friedrich had no reaction and he noted that, too.
 
"I'm sure she's just real busy – that's why she hasn't come to see you since she's been back.  I wouldn't worry about it."  Mearah put his hat back on and gestured for the Falcks not to get up.  He raised his eyebrows to Alexander and jerked his thumb at the front door.
 
Out in the hallway, Mearah again raised his eyebrows.
 
"That kid knows she's here," Alexander offered.
 
"Right.  Perhaps a word would be in order?"  He knocked on the door.  Again, Klaus answered.
 
"Sorry to bother you again.  Might we have a word with your son?"
 
Klaus grunted and turned to get him.  Friedrich came to the door with a smug look.
 
"I'm eating."
 
"Never mind that, son."  Mearah decided to continue his assumptive line of questioning.  "We know that you've seen your sister since she's been back.  We can appreciate that you're trying to shield your parents from embarrassment.  How can we get in touch with Johanna?"
 
Friedrich affected a look of boredom and looked at the wall over their heads.
 
"I don't know what you're talking about.  My sister is in Germany."
 
Alexander gave Mearah a disgusted look and turned to leave.
 
Mearah lingered for a moment and then raised a finger to the brim of his hat.
 
"All right, then," he said and headed down the stairs.
 
Alexander was waiting for him on the sidewalk.
 
"Let's find a payphone," Mearah said. "We need to have that boy watched."
 
Alexander spat into the gutter.  "Bloody Germans."
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MadisonSquareGarden – New York City
 
Special Agent Dan Wexler peered through binoculars at the arena.  MadisonSquareGarden had been set up for tonight's rally with a stage erected at one end and hundreds of chairs on the floor.  The stage was a huge wooden platform with sides and a backdrop of black curtains draped from the catwalks up above.  Long American flags hung from the rafters and fluttered against the stage's black backdrop.  A podium ringed with red-white-and-blue bunting bristled with microphones at the front of the stage.  A blue banner read 'America First Committee.'
 
Wexler stood at the back of the upper tier of seats.  From his perch, he could see the stage, the entire floor and most of the entrances where he had agents stationed.  Stagehands were milling about and Garden personnel were making the final preparations on the floor before the doors were to be opened.  Among them were twenty more of his agents and another ten posing as facility employees backstage, in the lobby and at the ticket booths.
 
Of the total law enforcement presence at the rally, Wexler's fifty agents were a pittance compared to that of the NYPD.  On the phone this morning, Deputy Chief Inspector John Conway told Wexler that he would have 725 uniformed officers in and out of the Garden.  Another fifty plainclothes detectives were scattered around the arena.  Wexler didn't mention Lindbergh's name to Conway, but told him that the government wanted Otto Viersing, Johanna Falck and a blond man, name unknown, in connection with an espionage investigation.  
 
He ensured that every one of the seven hundred and seventy-five officers had a picture of each of them.
 
At seven o'clock, the doors opened and people streamed in by the hundreds.  Wexler picked up his binoculars and began looking at the faces in the crowd.
 
 
 
Across town, Mearah and Alexander sat in their car watching the Falck's front door.  At just past seven, the door opened and Friedrich walked out.  They let him get half a block ahead before they got out of the car and followed him.
 
 
 
Johanna was well aware of the popularity of the isolationist cause.  Several times at Michigan, students had shut down the campus with 'peace strikes.'  Thousands of students occupied classrooms and administration buildings, where they would recite their version of the Oxford anti-war oath: "I refuse to support the Government of the United States in any war it may conduct."  Numerous formal debates had been held on campus since the beginning of the war in Europe, with hundreds more held in dorms and coffee shops.
 
She was also well aware that the America First Committee had become the focal point for all those opposed to American intervention into the war and that Charles Lindbergh had become the voice of that cause.
 
None of this prepared her for the scene surrounding MadisonSquareGarden on this night.
 
As they approached the intersection of Seventh Avenue and 51st Street, a swarm of people were overflowing into the streets, all heading towards the Garden.  Cars were double and triple parked.  Hagen followed their lead and parked the car alongside a silver coupe.
 
Johanna opened the door and a wave of sound washed over her.  Thousands of voices were chanting, singing and yelling up and down the street.  On the corner, a group of young men surrounded a sign that read 'Fight for Freedom' and handed out posters and handbills.  One was shouting, "Read the facts about America's Number One Nazi."  Ten yards away another sign stuck out above the crowd reading 'Committee to Defend America by Aiding Allies.'  Johanna could hear a woman heckling people headed toward the rally.  She was accusing them of "mingling with Nazis, Fascists and Communists."
 
Hagen took her arm and they entered the stream of people.  At Eighth Avenue, police barricades blocked the intersection.  Pedestrian traffic was detoured as was the Eighth Avenue bus.  Lines of people passed through the police line, their tickets out and visible.  The policemen glanced at each ticket and scanned the faces in the crowd.
 
Johanna felt a twinge of fear that she would be recognized, but Hagen held out two tickets and an officer waved them through.  She once again shook her head at the irony of worrying about being 'caught' by the police while a captive of this Nazi spy.
 
When they turned the corner onto Eighth Avenue, Johanna could see the Garden, a four story rectangular box that took up one whole side of the block.  The façade was ablaze in neon and a crowd thirty deep ringed the outside on the sidewalk and street. Loudspeakers had been set up all along the street, and the sound of singing was piped from inside the arena.  Johanna could make out the strains of 'Columbia, the Gem of the Ocean.'
 
A long line of policemen stood on the sidewalk under the white lights of the marquee.  They too were scanning the faces in the crowd.  Johanna adjusted her kerchief, pulling it lower over her forehead and tucking a stray lock of hair back in.
 
Hagen pulled back on her elbow and looked at his watch.  They were standing off to the side, ten yards from the marquee.  He was watching the policemen.
 
Johanna was about to ask what he was waiting for when shouting erupted twenty feet to her left.  She followed the looks of the crowd and was trying to find the source of the noise when Hagen grabbed her arm and led her in the opposite direction.
 
They approached the marquee just as several officers left their post to see to the disturbance.  As they passed the box office, Johanna looked over her shoulder to see two men in a scuffle on the ground with three officers breaking it up.  Hagen stared straight ahead and kept up his purposeful stride toward the entrance.  The remaining policemen were busy straining for a glimpse of the fight.  Hagen and Johanna entered the arena.
 
Inside the Garden, the singing was louder and the sounds of hecklers and protesters faded behind them.  A lone spotlight shone on the bunting-draped podium at the front of the empty stage.
 
"We need to look for Viersing anywhere he might be able to get to Lindbergh," Hagen said.  His mouth was to Johanna's ear, but he had to shout over the din of the crowd.  
 
"He won't try to shoot Lindbergh from a seat in the crowd," he continued.  "It will be somewhere out of sight."
 
Johanna was about to ask why Viersing wouldn't shoot from a spot in the audience – it seemed the most obvious assassination tactic.  Again, Hagen took her by the elbow.
 
"Let's walk closer to the stage and see if we can spot him.  There has to be some way backstage."
 
They skirted the edge of the floor, careful to avoid the many uniformed officers patrolling the crowd.  There was no sign of Viersing or any obvious way backstage.
 
 
 
Mearah stuck a finger in his ear to block the noise of the crowd on Eighth Avenue.
 
"Friedrich Falck appears to be going to an America First Rally at MadisonSquareGarden," he shouted into the payphone.  "If he's there to meet with Johanna, there's no way the two of us can keep track of them with twenty thousand people inside and at least that many outside."
 
He looked at Alexander with a shrug.   Alexander pulled on a cigarette and shook his head.  He was keeping an eye on Friedrich in the crowd waiting to get through the police barricade.
 
"Well what the hell are you doing talking to me, you bloody fool?" Stephenson bellowed on the other end.  "You go into that rally and don't let him out of your sight."
 
Mearah hung up the pay phone and pushed the booth door aside.
 
"On we go, lad.  We're not to lose our quarry."
 
 
 
Wexler gulped the last of some cold coffee as he stood at his vantage point.  He threw the paper cup on the floor and resumed scanning the crowd with his binoculars.
 
An agent whose name he couldn't remember tapped him on the shoulder.
 
"What?" Wexler barked.  He lowered the binoculars and fixed the agent with an angry look.
 
The agent jerked his thumb toward the arena entrance. 
 
"NYPD just detained three men who were fighting out on the sidewalk.  One of them comes back on our hit list of suspected German agents."
 
Wexler jabbed his finger into the agent's chest.
 
"Go talk to him, find out what you can.  That was an obvious distraction.  Our little lady and her boyfriend probably snuck past New York's finest at that very moment.  Any sign of Viersing?"
 
"None so far," the agent replied.  "We just got a call that he left his apartment an hour ago.  He should be here by now, along with the two agents who were tailing him."
 
"Good."
 
Wexler turned his back and resumed scanning the thousands upon thousands of faces.
 
 
 
Johanna could sense the energy of the crowd growing; the cheering, singing and chanting was getting louder as the rally's start time drew closer.  She checked her watch – the first speaker was scheduled to go on in five minutes.  Looking at the arena floor, she could see that there wasn't a single empty seat.
 
"Is Viersing even going to be here?" she shouted into Hagen's ear.  "If he wants to frame a Communist for Lindberg's murder, shouldn't he send someone else to do it?"
 
Hagen gave her a noncommittal look and leaned in to answer her.
 
"I see two possibilities.  One, he will attempt to assassinate Lindbergh in public.  If that is the case, it can't be Viersing, since he would not be confused with a Communist.  It would have to be someone unconnected to Germany.  Or, two, it will be done in private.  It could still be someone we don't know about, or it could be Viersing if he expects to get away from the scene.  All we can do is stick as close to Lindbergh as possible, keep an eye out for Viersing and hope the assassin isn't someone we don't expect."
 
"Well, we already know that Viersing has at least one accomplice from that night in Lloyd's Neck."
 
Hagen nodded.
 
"And there is a third option," Johanna continued.  "There could be no assassination attempt tonight at all."
 
Hagen grimaced.
 
"If that's the case," he replied, "we start all over again.  If Viersing is not our man, it's back to the beginning – only it will be more difficult now that they know you're back."
 
The crowd roared as the house lights dimmed.  A bespectacled woman strode to the podium and waved her hands for quiet.  
 
"My name is Mrs. Bennet Champ Clark, and I am a member of the executive committee of America First.  I now call this meeting to order."
 
Again, the crowd roared.  Mrs. Clark led them in singing 'America.'
 
 At the conclusion of the song, the crowd resumed cheering, drowning out Mrs. Clark's words.
 
"…patriotic Americans to speak with you tonight.  First is our former Ambassador to Belgium, Mr. John Cudahy."
 
The crowd roared again and Hagen took Johanna by the elbow, tilting his head toward the door.  They weaved through the overflow crowd standing in the aisles and left the arena floor.
 
 
 
Wexler spotted movement at the edge of the floor.  In a sea of faces turned toward the stage, two people were exiting the arena.  For a moment, all he could see was the back of a man's head and a woman in a beige kerchief.  As the woman turned to move past an older man, he caught a glimpse of her face.  It was Johanna Falck.
 
"They're leaving the floor," he shouted to two agents standing beside him.
 
He turned and pushed one down the aisle, pointing to where Johanna had just been.
 
"Go down to the concourse and find them.  Remember, wait until you see them make contact with Lindbergh.  I want you to witness Lindbergh passing secrets or whatever he is up to.  We're not going to let this one get away."
 
 
 
People were spilling out the doors onto the concourse that ringed the arena.  Johanna squeezed past them, feeling like a salmon going upstream.  Once they were clear of the crowd, Hagen found a darkened corner near an empty concession stand and led her to it.
 
"Now we must find Lindbergh," he said.  "He may not have arrived yet, in which case…."
 
Johanna spotted an usher in uniform and walked away, leaving Hagen mid-sentence.  He started after her.
 
Johanna smiled at the elderly man, pulling off her kerchief and shaking her hair loose.
 
"Excuse me, sir.  I was hoping to get Mr. Lindbergh's autograph.  Is he here yet?"
 
The usher smiled back at her.
 
"Yes, dear.  As a matter of fact, he just arrived.  Big police escort and everything."
 
Johanna considered batting her eyelashes at the man but thought it would be a bit too much.
 
"Is there a chance you could sneak us in or just tell me where he is?"
 
"I'm sorry, I can't get you in to see him, but if you want to try to catch him on his way in to speak, or on his way back, you're welcome to try."
 
"Could you show me where the best place would be to wait for him?"
 
"Well, I really shouldn't." He looked genuinely pained.
 
Johanna put her hand on the usher's arm.
 
"I promise not to tell anyone," she offered.
 
He nodded, smiling, and crooked his finger.
 
"This way."
 
Johanna turned to Hagen with raised eyebrows.  He grunted.
 
The usher led them around the concourse, looking over his shoulder as they reached the backstage area.  He held the black door open and waved them in.  Johanna bent down to kiss him on the cheek.
 
 
 
Wexler had left the arena for his makeshift command center in one of the Garden's offices.  Loudspeakers blaring Ambassador Cudahy's speech carried up to the windows of the street-facing room. 
 
"…as we know it.  The only hope for averting war is for President Roosevelt to call immediately for a peace conference.  Hitler would not dare refuse an offer of mediation now!"
 
Paper and food wrappers littered the desk and chairs.  A floor plan of the arena was spread over the detritus and he barked orders to several agents standing around him.
 
The two agents he had ordered after Johanna and Hagen burst into the room.
 
"Sir, they're gone," one said.  "They left the arena, went out onto the concourse, but nobody has spotted them.  They never went out into the lobby, and we swept the concourse twice, but saw no sign of them."
 
Wexler threw his empty paper coffee cup at the man.
 
"Goddamn it!  We cannot miss this!  You two go and stake out Lindbergh.  Stay inconspicuous, do you understand?  We must not tip our hand."
 
The first agent wiped droplets of coffee from his jacket sleeve.
 
"We should have had some of our men pose as NYPD," he said. "They're all over Lindbergh."
 
"Yes, well there wasn't time for that," Wexler replied.  "Now, go!"
 
 
 
      The backstage area was cavernous and dark, with only a few pools of light from scattered bare light bulbs.  Wooden crates were stacked here and there.  The crowd noise and the amplified voice of the speaker boomed from the other side of black floor-to-ceiling curtains that made the stage backdrop.  
 
      "…he is only a passing phase.  Even if Hitler refused to make peace now, his General Staff would overrule him.  We could have peace before the year is out!"
 
Sound and lighting people dressed in black rushed about, none noticing Hagen and Johanna.
 
      "Where's the best spot for us to position ourselves?" Johanna asked.
 
      Hagen thought for a moment.
 
      "The first speaker came out from stage left," he said.  "Let's wait there."
 
      They walked along the edge of the backdrop, careful to stay in the shadows.  They found a dark spot near stage left and waited.
 
      No sooner had they found their hiding place than Johanna spotted a man walking with quick steps, looking over his shoulder.
 
      It was Viersing.
 
      He, too, found a spot in the shadows.  Johanna looked over to Hagen.  In dim light she could see that he had spotted Viersing also.  He glanced over to Johanna and nodded.  All that was left to do was wait.
 
 
 
Two police officers stopped Mearah and Alexander under the Garden marquee, asking to see their tickets.  Mearah flashed a fake NYPD detective's badge to the men and they continued following Friedrich Falck inside.
 
Alexander shouted over the crowd noise.  Every applause line emanating from the loudspeakers was met with raucous approval.
 
"This is a fool's errand.  We'll never keep on that German bastard in this crowd.  He could have met her already, passed her a note, given her a signal, anything."
 
Mearah flashed a sarcastic, toothy smile.
 
"Ours is not to reason why, old chum."
 
He turned back to the crowd.  Where Friedrich had been a moment ago, there was but the formless crowd.  Mearah looked left and right with a sinking feeling.  He gave Alexander an inquisitive look but got only a roll of the eyes in return.  Mearah took off his hat and slapped it on his thigh with a loud curse.
 
They had lost him.
 
 
 
Standing pressed against the cinderblock wall, Johanna's back and legs began to feel cramped.  Viersing was invisible in the dark, but he had made neither sound nor movement since he came backstage.
 
Johanna found herself hoping that Hagen was an expert shot.  Even with the scattered pools of light, it was dark back here and Viersing was liable to move quickly once Lindbergh came into sight.  If Viersing even was the assassin.  She tried to banish doubt from her mind.  If Viersing wasn't the one, it was a waste of effort trying to figure out who it might be.  They had to be in the right place – they were where Lindbergh was and Viersing was not hiding backstage with innocent motives.
 
Out of the corner of her eye, Johanna saw a wedge of light spread on the far wall.  The door they had come in was open and two men in suits walked in.
 
They came into the backstage area and began to walk around like they were inspecting the area.  Johanna felt a surge of adrenaline as they came closer to her and Hagen in their dark niche.  
 
She could hear them talking, yelling to each other over the noise.  Unable to make out what they were saying, she strained to hear.  The amplified voice of Ambassador Cudahy and the frenzied crowd drowned out the two men as they walked past.  She breathed in silent relief as they seemed not to notice her and Hagen.  Her breath caught in her throat when she caught a snippet of their conversation.
 
"…Wexler can come back here himself.  We should camp out by Lindbergh's dressing room or wherever he is."
 
Wexler…? They're FBI!
 
Had they been followed?  The two agents had been discussing Lindbergh, but she hadn't heard them mention her.  Were they here for Lindbergh or for her?
 
The two agents walked away from Johanna and Hagen's hiding spot over to where Viersing had been.
 
Johanna nudged Hagen, who was watching the two men intently.
 
"They're FBI," she said as loudly as she dared.
 
Hagen nodded.  He opened his mouth to reply, but stopped.  Johanna saw the look of alarm on his face and turned to see what he was looking at.
 
She turned in time to see the flash of light on metal.  Was that a knife?
 
Viersing had slit the throat of one of the FBI agents.  The man slumped to the floor, blood spilling through his fingers as he clutched at the wound.  It was like watching a silent movie.  Johanna could see the man try to scream, but the noise of the rally drowned it out.
 
"And now, Senator D. Worth Clark of Idaho!"
 
Before the other agent could react, Viersing reached from behind and clamped his hand over the man's mouth.  With his other hand, he stabbed the agent in the front of the throat.  Even in the dim light, Johanna could see the knife buried to the hilt in the man's windpipe.
 
"Ladies and gentlemen, I can tell you that American and British staff officers have secretly set the date for American entry into the European war!"
 
Johanna gasped in horror.  Hagen's hand shot up to cover her mouth, but it was too late.
 
"I demand, right now, upon this stage, that President Roosevelt tell the American people whether the repeal of the Neutrality Act and the arming of American merchant ships are necessary to follow through on his secret promises made to the British!"
 
Viersing was lowering the second agent onto the corpse of the first when his head snapped up, looking right at Johanna.  She knew he couldn't see her in the darkness, but her skin crawled nonetheless.
 
With Hagen's hand still held over her mouth, Johanna stiffened as Viersing began to walk across the floor, heading right for them.  He held a knife out in front of him, blood staining it dark in the scant light.  
 
A new voice boomed from the PA system—
 
"…my distinct honor to introduce to you, a true American hero, Mr. Charles Lindbergh!"  
 
The floor shook with the noise from the crowd.
 
At Lindbergh's introduction, Viersing spun around and headed back to where the two FBI agents lay.  He scrambled to drag the bodies behind a stack of wooden crates just as a group of men entered the backstage area and strode toward stage left.
 
Two uniformed NYPD officers led the group, with several men in suits following.  From the middle of the group, Johanna could see curly blond hair.  
 
It was Lindbergh.  
 
He towered above the men of his protective detail and walked with an easy grace that gave him the air of an important man.  For a moment, Johanna forgot about his connections to Nazi Germany and the isolationists and felt star-struck. Whatever his current station in life, he was still the bold adventurer who had crossed the Atlantic in the Spirit of St. Louis.
 
As she was banishing this thought from her mind, she saw Lindbergh slip a little.  His left foot had slid in the pool of blood from the FBI agents.  Johanna could see him frown a bit and look down, but he kept walking.  In the darkness it was doubtful he could see the blood.
 
Lindbergh and his entourage walked onto the stage.  The crowd achieved new heights of frenzy.  Johanna could make out women's shrieks and hoarse shouts from men as Lindbergh took the stage.  The roar rocked the arena and seemed to go on forever.
 
As soon as Lindbergh was on stage, Viersing again walked over to where Johanna and Hagen were hiding, his knife held out in front of him.
 
"Fritz, is that you?" he asked.
 
Johanna and Hagen remained still.  The crowd finally died down and Lindbergh began his speech.
 
"Fritz?"
 
He came closer and closer until it was clear he would discover them.
 
"…without declaring war.  If Germany had been permitted to throw her armies eastward against Russia in 1939 instead of 1941, the picture of Europe would be far different today.  Whether Germany would have turned west after conquering Russia is debatable.  But even if she had done so, a weaker Germany would have faced a stronger England and France."
 
Hagen walked out of their dark corner and adopted his stern Nazi officer act.
 
"Guten Abend, Hauptsturmführer," he said, giving Viersing an imperious look.
 
"President Roosevelt and his Administration have never taken the American people into their confidence.  They preach about democracy and freedom abroad, while they practice dictatorship and subterfuge at home."
 
Viersing looked confused and lowered his knife.
 
"You.  What the hell are you doing here?"
 
Hagen took a few sideways steps, leading Viersing away from where Johanna was standing.
 
"I might ask that of you," he replied.
 
Viersing waved his knife in dismissal.
 
"Drop the act, I know all about you.  I checked with Berlin, you're not here on any mission for the Führer and you're not here to help me."
 
Hagen said nothing.  Johanna felt her heart beating harder in her chest.
 
"In fact," Viersing continued.  "They suggested that you might be the same Erich Hagen that is part of Oster's circle.  In which case, I might just get the Knight's Cross for slitting your fucking throat."  He held the knife out and waved it in a slashing motion to emphasize his point.
 
Viersing and Hagen began to circle one another.
 
"That's about what I'd expect from someone like you," Hagen sneered.  Johanna was surprised to see the sudden anger and contempt on his face.  "Just another idiot thug of Heydrich's."
 
"…opponents of non-interventionism have resorted to smears and personal attacks.  Their promises have not been worth anything from one side of an election to the other."
 
Viersing said something about Hagen being a race traitor, "you and that bitch you're traveling with."
 
With that he lunged at Hagen with his knife.
 
Hagen reached into his coat pocket and produced his pistol, raising it to point it at Viersing.
 
Over the amplified sound of Lindbergh's voice, Johanna heard a sound like a cough.  For a moment, she didn't realize what the sound was.  Hagen's gun was still lowered and Viersing didn't look shot, so it couldn't have been gunfire.
 
Then she saw the gun in Viersing's other hand.  It had a long cylinder attached to the end of the barrel.  
 
A silencer, Johanna realized.
 
As the thought occurred to her, Hagen grabbed his right arm and dropped his gun.
 
It felt like an eternity, but it was an instant that she stared, uncomprehending.  Hagen had been shot.  She stood frozen to the spot, her eyes wide in fear.
 
"…is clear that it is the British, the Jews and the Roosevelt Administration that are the three most important groups driving us to war."
 
Viersing began to lecture Hagen.  Even over the volume of the PA system and the crowd, she could hear every word.
 
"You and all your gang are race traitors and deserve to be exterminated with the Bolsheviks and the Jews."
 
Johanna was both horrified and baffled.  What did he mean by Hagen's 'gang' and why were they traitors?  
 
Again, she heard the sound of Viersing's gun.  Two quick coughs.
 
Hagen's legs buckled and he fell to the floor.
 
Two ragged holes had appeared in Hagen's pants, right at the knees.
 
"…the destruction of Hitler, even if it could be accomplished through using American resources would probably result in enhancing the still greater menace of Stalin."
 
Viersing launched into another tirade as Hagen lay on the floor, grimacing in pain.  A vein bulged in the center of Viersing's forehead, but his voice was drowned out by the crowd, cheering Lindbergh's every line.
 
Johanna kept as still as possible, hoping that Viersing would not notice her in her hiding place.  She flattened herself against the wall, her heart pounding.  
 
She silently willed Hagen to get up and fight Viersing, to knock his gun away and beat him.  But this was not to be.
 
Again, the metallic cough of Viersing's gun sounded, barely audible above the noise of the rally.  Johanna lost count of the shots – her eyes were focused on Viersing's face.  He was calm and almost looked bored.
 
 Johanna glanced down at Hagen on the floor.  Now there were red, ragged holes all over his body.  Viersing was shooting him in both arms, both thighs and feet.  Another shot to the stomach and yet another to each shoulder.  He was delighting in torturing Hagen, each shot designed to cause excruciating pain, but not death.  Johanna clamped her hands over her mouth in horror at the bloody-minded sadism of it.
 
It just didn't make any sense, this hatred that Hagen and Viersing had for each other.  Simple bureaucratic rivalry couldn't explain it.  Even in the bizarre world of the Nazis, could any turf war arouse this kind of visceral savagery?
 
Johanna knew it was only a matter of time before Hagen would die.  Either from his wounds or from Viersing finally administering the coup de grace.  
 
"We must either keep out of European wars entirely, or stay in European affairs permanently."
 
Just as the crowd let out another roar in response, the expression on Viersing's face changed.  He looked confused for a split second and then fell over backward, a small red spot in the middle of his forehead.  He slumped dead onto the floor, his legs splayed.
 
Johanna rushed over to Hagen.  His still smoking pistol was hanging from his right hand.  Somehow in his pain he had managed to pull the trigger.
 
Hagen's eyes rolled from side to side and blood bubbles burst from his lips with every shallow breath.  Johanna was sure he was about to die.  All of her contempt for Hagen as a Nazi officer melted away in that moment and she felt pity for him.  With all the talk of war and her own enthusiasm for joining the war in Europe, this was her first exposure to death up close, and it rattled her.  Hagen ceased to be one of Hitler's minions and became a young man meeting his end too soon.
 
She didn't know what to do, so she wiped away the blood that was seeping from his lips and looked into his eyes.  He was trying to speak.  Johanna lowered her head and put her ear to his mouth.
 
She could feel his lips moving against her ear, but his whispering was no match for the noise of the rally.  Lindbergh's distorted voice drowned out Hagen's words.
 
Johanna looked him in the eye again and shook her head to tell him she hadn't heard.
 
Hagen dragged his shattered left arm to his chest.  He tried to thrust his hand inside his jacket, but it flopped around, useless.
 
Johanna reached into Hagen's inside jacket pocket, trying to help him.  She felt a folded piece of paper, and pulled it out.
 
"Is this what you want to give me?" she asked.  The crowd noise carried her voice away, so she asked again, this time with an exaggerated mouthing of the words so he could read her lips.
 
Hagen nodded weakly.
 
"OK," she mouthed, putting the paper in her pocket.
 
Hagen's lips began to move again.
 
"Don't try to talk," she said, shaking her head.
 
He didn't stop.  Now he lifted his arm, grimacing in pain and pulled her closer.
 
Again, he whispered into her ear, but Johanna couldn't make it out.
 
He took a deep breath, and coughed up blood.  He managed to make himself heard.
 
"I'm sorry."
 
Johanna felt her eyes well up and she shook her head.
 
"No, you have nothing to apologize for.  You succeeded, you prevented Lindbergh's assassination.  See?  You can still hear his voice, can't you?  He's still on stage.  He's safe.  You saved him."
 
"Not yet he didn't."
 
The voice came from the darkness behind Johanna.  As she turned her head toward the sound, confusion overtook her when she recognized the voice.
 
Her brother stood behind her with a grin, holding Viersing's gun.
 
Freddy held the pistol on Johanna, kneeling down to rummage through Viersing's coat pockets.  He pulled out two magazines, dropped one from the gun and slid a fresh one in.
 
Freddy snapped the slide, reloading.  He cocked his head and grinned at Johanna.
 
"Freddy, what the hell are you doing?" she asked.  Suddenly, the whole world was off-kilter.
 
Freddy exploded.
 
"I told you, it's Friedrich!" he spat.  He had such an ugly look on his face that Johanna thought he looked transformed.
 
"You never listen, never!  Always the star you were, and I have to pay the price.  I stay home and work at the deli.  I suffer at the hands of the Jews and their boycotts.  I watch from afar as the New Germany claims her rightful place among the great empires of the world.  Without me!  Well, now's my chance to complete Viersing's mission and go to Germany as a hero of the Reich!"
 
Johanna felt the tears stream down her cheeks.  All the stress of the last weeks and months, the sudden shock of Viersing's violence toward Hagen and now her brother's depravity was more than she could take.  She began to sob.
 
"Get out of here and I won't be forced to administer justice for your aiding a race-traitor," Freddy commanded, waving his gun toward the door.
 
Johanna was too stunned to move.  She stayed where she was, the tears uncontrollable.
 
Freddy leapt from his spot and put the barrel of the gun right in Johanna's face.
 
"Help me with the bodies if you're just going to stand there blubbering."
 
Freddy stuck the gun in his waistband and walked around to Hagen.
 
Johanna looked at him, hoping for some sign that he was still alive, but he was still, his eyes unseeing.  Even though she was now free of him, she felt a twinge of regret for his death.
 
Freddy grabbed Hagen's arms and pointed for Johanna to grab his legs.
 
They dragged him behind a stack of wooden crates next to the two FBI agents.  Johanna looked down at their faces and saw they were frozen in surprise.  She suppressed a shiver and helped her brother drag Viersing's body over to the others.
 
Standing behind the crates, Freddy gave Johanna another ugly look and began to speak.
 
Before he could get a word out, they heard Lindbergh thank the audience for their attention and bid them goodnight.
 
The cheers grew louder yet again, and sustained for what seemed like minutes.
 
Freddy pulled Viersing's gun from his belt and positioned himself behind the crates.
 
Johanna knew that Lindbergh would appear any moment and that she had to stop her brother.  But how?
 
She slid behind Freddy to where he couldn't see her, his attention focused on the edge of the stage where Lindbergh was due to appear.  She bent over Hagen's body and felt around on the floor for his gun, keeping her eyes on her brother.
 
Lindbergh appeared at stage left, still smiling and waving at the crowd, his entourage surrounding him.
 
Freddy closed one eye and braced his shooting arm on a crate.  He put his finger on the trigger and began to trace an arc, following Lindbergh's movements.  The policemen and bodyguards were swiveling their heads as they walked, surveying the backstage area.  Johanna knew they hadn't seen her or Freddy.
 
As Lindbergh passed in front of them, she saw her brother tense up and begin to squeeze the trigger.
 
When she fired Hagen's gun, it felt as if it was going to jump out of her hand.  
 
In the split second that it had taken Johanna to pull the trigger, she wondered if it had exploded, the shock was so great.  She had never before fired a gun and she wasn't prepared for the jolt that traveled up her arm into her shoulder.
 
Freddy's free hand reached over his shoulder, pawing at the wound in his back.  He twisted around with a hideous snarl on his face and fell to the floor.
 
Johanna saw Lindbergh's smile disappear as his head turned in her direction, but the crowd was still cheering and a band had struck up 'Marching Through Georgia.'  She was sure the sound of her gunshot had been lost in the noise.  As quickly as it had gone, Lindbergh's smile reappeared and he continued on his way.
 
 
 
Wexler waited ten minutes after Lindbergh had left the stage before getting impatient.  Back at his original post on the upper tier of seats, he watched as Senator Burton Wheeler from Montana took the podium.
 
"You, and you," he ordered, pointing to two agents standing beside him.  "Go down there and check on those other two.  Did they see Lindbergh make contact with the Nazi spies, or what?"
 
The two men left, leaving Wexler alone.  He picked up his binoculars and resumed watching the crowd.
 
Five minutes later, the two agents came running, their eyes wide.
 
 
 
Backstage, Wexler stood with his hands on his hips, looking down at the five bodies.  A circle of FBI agents had gathered and their flashlights illuminated the grisly scene.
 
Blood spattered the stack of wooden crates and spent shell casings rolled around like marbles.  Wexler rubbed his eyes and tried to make sense of the situation.
 
"What in the hell happened here?" he asked, running his fingers through his hair.  
 
No one answered.
 
"We have two dead FBI agents," he continued, pointing.  "That's Viersing…that's the mystery man with Johanna Falck…I don't know who the hell that is.  Has anyone seen Johanna Falck?"
 
They all shook their heads.
 
"Jesus H. Christ," Wexler swore.  "Could she have done all this?"
 
Another agent joined the group and looked at the corpses.  He cursed when he saw the dead FBI men.  He looked at the other bodies and made a face.
 
"That's Friedrich Falck," he stated.
 
Wexler started.
 
"Did you say Falck?"
 
"Yeah," the agent replied.  "Friedrich Falck.  He's one of the last Bundist diehards.  Was, I mean.  No one ever had anything on him beyond goose-stepping around Manhattan and yelling in front of synagogues."  
 
Wexler shook his head and sighed.
 
"I haven't the faintest goddamned idea what the hell happened here tonight."
 
The other agents looked at each other, not knowing what to say.
 
"All right," Wexler said after a moment.  "I want all available agents to search for Johanna Falck.  You two, go to NYPD and don't tell them more than you need to.  Tell them she is presumed armed and dangerous and is wanted for the murder of two FBI agents."
 
 


39
Johanna kept her head down and tried her best to be inconspicuous as she rushed out of MadisonSquareGarden.  The overflow crowd flooded the sidewalks and the street, listening to the rally being piped through loudspeakers.
 
Her hands were slick with Hagen's blood and she had then jammed deep into the pockets of her overcoat.  She still held the car keys in her left hand and had Hagen's pistol in a tight grip with her right.  She could feel the slide locked open from when she had fired it.  She didn't know anything about guns, but it felt jammed.  
 
She hurried away from the mass of people in the streets, making her way back to the car.
 
Her brother was dead, and she had killed him.  She suppressed a sob.  Freddy's face, a mask of shock and rage at the moment she had pulled the trigger, flashed over and over in her mind.
 
Johanna reached the car and fumbled with the keys in the lock.  She stood close to the door, hoping no one would see the blood on her hands.
 
Once inside, the tears came and would not stop.
 
Memories of Freddy came rushing into her mind.  All those Saturday mornings when he would beg her to play with him.  The time he had dunked his head in a pickle barrel on a dare and been chased out of the deli by their belt-wielding father.  The image of Freddy's happy, boyish face she had known dissolved into the stranger he had turned into.
 
She wiped her eyes with her sleeve and tried to regain her composure.
 
Think.  What do I do now?
 
Johanna sat there for a moment before it dawned on her.  There was nothing she had to do now.  Her ordeal was over.  She had become so wrapped up in Hagen's plan that she had begun to think of his mission as her own.  But of course it was not.  She had but to turn herself in and it would all be over.  Either to the police or to COI, it didn't really matter, did it?
 
She decided on the COI.  There would be less confusion, no dealing with the faked espionage charges from the summer.  It would only be a matter of time before the bodies were discovered backstage at the Garden.  If they made the connection to her, she could be wanted for murder.  
 
It had to be COI.  Even if they thought the worst of her, she could trust the Dalys to help her.  She wondered what they must be thinking.  Did they know she was back in the US?  Had the FBI told them, or did they still think she was missing somewhere in Germany?  She found the ignition key and started the engine.
 
The car.  
 
It had all the evidence she needed.  The shortwave radio built into the dashboard.  And Hagen's cases were still in the trunk.  There had to be plenty of evidence in them – code books, names, notes, something.  She just needed to bring this car in, tell her story and this would all end.
 
She would call the Dalys and drive down to Washington.  First, she had to get out of the city.
 
Johanna pulled out into traffic.  She drew the kerchief lower on her head as she passed the police barricades on 8th Avenue.  Her heart pounded until she was safely out to the West Side Highway.
 
Driving across the George Washington Bridge, she had a realization.  If the ultimate aim of Hagen's mission was for her to function as a witness to some American authority, proving that the Germans wanted to avoid war with the US, was that mission now in jeopardy?  
 
Lindbergh's assassination had been foiled, at least for now.  But who was supposed to know that German military intelligence had acted against their own SS in the plot?  Wasn't that the key of Hagen's entire operation?  That he had to prove to some American authority that the Nazis wanted to avoid war with the US?  The whole thing seemed pointless to Johanna.  War between the US and Germany was a foregone conclusion.  Could some good come of knowing that there was some attempt to avoid it on the part of the Nazis?  She knew Roosevelt would never negotiate with Hitler, but what if it became known that Hitler wanted peace?  Would that change anything?
 
She drove past the swamps of New Jersey, looking for an out of the way payphone so she could call the Dalys.
 
Another thought struck her.  Shouldn't she wait until she had figured this whole mess out before calling anyone, even the Dalys?  She still didn't know who the intended recipient was for Hagen's 'proof.'  She ought to try to solve this puzzle before telling anyone about it, shouldn't she?
 
Maybe some answers were waiting inside Hagen's three suitcases.
 
Johanna spotted a motel up the road.  A red neon light blinked 'Vacancy' in the office window.  She pulled into the gravel parking lot.
 
She looked down at her hands.  The blood had dried to a brown stain on her skin.  She rubbed her hands together, but that accomplished nothing.  She looked around for something that would wash it off.  Outside, she could see several potholes in the lot, some filled with rain water.  She got out and dipped her hands into one.  Washing the blood off, she held her hands in the light spilling from the glass office door.  That would have to do.
 
Johanna took a step toward the office, and then stopped.  She didn't have any money.  She needed a room for few hours if not the night, and she had no way to pay for it.
 
The suitcases.  Maybe there was some money in there.
 
She opened the trunk and tried one.  It was locked.  She tried another, but it was locked as was the third.  Stymied, she examined the locks.  They didn't appear to be very sturdy – they looked designed to keep the casual thief away, but no more.
 
Taking one of the car keys, she slid it underneath one of the clasps and used it like a lever.  The point of the key dug into the leather and the clasp began to bend.  It broke.
 
She repeated the process on the other clasp and opened the case.  It was full of clothes.  She searched every pocket and felt around the satin lining of the case, but found no money.  She broke the locks on the second case and opened it.
 
It was packed solid with cash.  
 
Johanna flipped through the bills.  Most were American of every denomination with some Canadian mixed in.  She let out a cynical chuckle.  That solves that problem.
 
She pulled a few twenties out and closed the trunk, checking to be sure it was locked.
 
 
 
The motel room smelled like a mix of cigarettes and cleaning solvents, but it suited Johanna's purposes.  She brought Hagen's three cases in and put them on the bed, putting the money-filled one aside and opening the other two.  
 
No sooner had she sat on the bed than she felt exhaustion take hold.  The clock on the wall showed it was only ten, but the rush of adrenaline at the Garden had taken its toll.  She yawned and felt her eyelids get heavy.  Leaning back against the headboard, she closed her eyes and slept.
 
 
 
Johanna felt like she was falling off the bed and jolted awake.  She looked at the clock – ten thirty.  She sighed and rubbed her eyes.  The short nap had not refreshed her – images of Freddy filled her dreams.  Freddy as a boy and as he was tonight.  But there had been someone else, someone standing behind her in her dreams as she shot Freddy over and over.  
 
Her feet hit the floor as she sat up with a start.  It was her parents.  She had forgotten all about them.
 
Johanna wondered if they had been told of Freddy's death yet.  She thought of how grief-stricken and bewildered they must be, especially if they had been told that she was somehow involved.
 
She had a sudden, powerful urge to go to them.
 
As dangerous as New York City might be for her right now, her desire to be with her parents in their moment of grief outweighed any risk.  
 
Besides, it's not like I've actually done anything wrong. I'm one of the victims here.  The worst that could happen to me is that I get picked up by the police or the FBI and I have to wait until everything gets sorted out before I can leave.
 
It was more than just grief that drew her to her parents at this moment – she felt a flash of regret.  Regret for the years she had pushed them away, denying them and her own heritage.  Perhaps they were simple people, but they had done nothing wrong.
 
Nor did she want them to grieve also thinking that she was a traitor.  She had to see them to tell them the truth.
 
She gathered up Hagen's suitcases, took them out to the car and drove back to Manhattan.
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Sitting in their car, Mearah and Alexander were both in quite a funk.
 
"The ration of shyte we're going to get from Little Bill," Mearah moaned.  "I don't even want to think about it."
 
"Well, what the hell did he think was going to happen?" Alexander replied.  "Two of us watching one Nazi bastard in that gigantic crowd?  Christ, we're lucky we had our eyes on him for as long as we did."
 
"I doubt Bill will be much impressed by your argument.  If it turns out that our girl was indeed at that goddamned rally, you can bet she met with her brother.  To what end, I don't know or care, but Bill'll have our arses just the same."  Mearah sighed.  "Oh well, no sense crying over spilt whiskey.  If we're to be anywhere, here's the best place."
 
He pointed at the door leading up to the Falcks' apartment.
 
Alexander grunted.
 
"He's got to come home sometime." He offered.  "Maybe we'll get lucky and spot the blonde to boot."
 
Mearah tipped his hat forward over his eyes and slouched in the seat.
 
"Mrs. Johanna Mearah," he said.  "Has a ring, wouldn't you say?"
 
 
 
Wexler rubbed his already red eyes and pulled on his jacket.
 
Enough of this waiting around, he thought.
 
He decided to pay a visit to Mr. and Mrs. Falck himself, no matter how late the hour.  
 
They raised two Nazi children, now they can get out of bed and answer my questions.
 
Driving across town to Yorkville, he felt his anger rising.
 
Roosevelt must be dotty if he's given control over to those amateurs at the COI.  'Coordinator of Intelligence.'  So far, all they've coordinated is a goddamned disaster.  A double Nazi agent in cahoots with her Bundist brother, two probable Nazi spies and who knows what else.  It was all just fine when they were digging their own graves, but now I've got two dead agents because of them.
 
He slowed down under a streetlight to check the Falck's address in his notebook.  There, above the deli.  He circled the block to find a place to park, noticing the car parked across the street from the Falcks.  Two men appeared to be watching the Falck apartment.
 
Wexler picked up his radio handset and reached the dispatcher.
 
"Wexler here.  There is a black Plymouth DeLuxe parked on East 89th Street, and I'd like you to run the plates."  He read the license plate number before getting out and walking up to the Falcks' building.  
 
He had to ring the buzzer several times, but Klaus Falck eventually came to the door.  Wexler showed him his FBI credentials and asked to come in.  
 
Standing in their parlor, looking at the tired and drawn faces of Klaus and Elisabeth Falck sitting on their couch, Wexler began to get a sense of the family dynamic.  Not once had either of them asked what this was about.  This told him that they were used to authorities coming to talk to them, most likely about their son.  Wexler softened a bit and felt bad at having to deliver the news.
 
"I'm sorry to have to tell you that your son was murdered tonight."
 
He studied their expressions as he told them.  Elisabeth let out a scream, falling into her husband's arms.  Klaus furrowed his brow and his lips became a tight line as he consoled his wife.  Wexler took note of this.  The mother grieved for her dead son; the father felt anger at the boy for the pain he had caused.  
 
He gave them a moment before continuing.
 
"I know this isn't the best time, but I'd like to ask you a few questions about your daughter."
 
They both started at the question.  Wexler noted this as well.
 
"We have not seen her nor heard from her since she left for Germany," Klaus replied.  His anger began to show now.  "We are both good Americans and we are ashamed that our daughter would be spying for the Nazis.  We said as much to the men who came by earlier, too."
 
Elisabeth held her hand to her mouth to stifle her sobs.
 
"I'm sorry," Wexler interrupted.  "What men are you talking about?"
 
"Two policemen came by this afternoon asking about Johanna also," Klaus answered.
 
Wexler nodded.
 
"Can you tell me what these men looked like?"  He flipped open his notebook and wrote down the descriptions Klaus gave him.
 
Wexler put his notebook in his pocket and asked Klaus to come to the window.  He pointed at the Plymouth across the street.  The man behind the wheel was visible in the streetlight.  He asked if that was one of the men from this afternoon.  Klaus nodded.
 
"Alright," Wexler said.  "Thank you for your time, and I'm very sorry for your loss."
 
He put his hat on and went to leave, but stopped.
 
"Do you mind if I use your bathroom?"
 
 
 
Johanna began to look for a parking spot well down the street from her parents' apartment.  She guessed that there may be people watching it, so she chose a dark spot between the yellow pools cast by the street lights.  She pulled the kerchief over her hair and drew the collar of the Kriegsmarine overcoat to hide her face.
 
It was after eleven, but there were still enough people out on a Friday night to hide behind on the sidewalk.  She neared the stoop of her parents' building and looked around to check that it was safe to go in.
 
She turned to go up the steps when she felt a firm hand on her arm.
 
"Hello, there Miss Falck," a voice said behind her.
 
Johanna's head whipped around and she saw the two men who had chased her the other day.  Too stunned to speak, she half-turned to run, but the short one tightened his grip.
 
"Oh no, no more of that, please, luv," he said with a smile.
 
The tall one pulled off her kerchief and her hair spilled over the collar of her coat.
 
"Clever attempt at a disguise," he said, "but you are easy to spot."
 
 
 
Washing his hands in the Falcks' sink, Wexler glanced out the window to check on the 'policemen' in the Plymouth.  Two men were walking toward the car, a tall blonde between them.
 
It was Johanna.
 
One was putting her in the back seat of the car while the other got behind the wheel.
 
Wexler bolted out of the bathroom and sprinted past the stunned Falcks.  He tore open their apartment door and ran down the stairs.  Reaching the sidewalk just as the Plymouth was pulling away, he dodged pedestrians on the way to his car.
 
His hands shaking with adrenaline, he struggled to get the keys in the ignition with one hand as he fumbled the radio handset with the other.
 
He smoked the tires of his Ford, jamming his foot on the accelerator.  Shouting for the dispatcher to get him help, he smiled a maniacal grin.
 
"Let's see you get away from me now."
 
 
 
Johanna watched the two men as they drove downtown.  Both had British accents, although the short one might be Irish.  That could only mean one thing.
 
"May I ask who you are?"
 
The Irishman in the passenger seat fixed her with a suspicious look before answering.
 
"BSC."
 
She nodded.  "I thought you might be."
 
"Yes, well, Mr. Stephenson sends his regards."
 
Definitely an Irishman.  
 
They rode in silence for a while before the driver spoke.
 
"I hope your Nazi friends gave you a lot of money or otherwise made this all worth your while."
 
"Excuse me?" Johanna replied.
 
"Ah, yes.  I'm sure you have no idea what I'm talking about, you're completely appalled at the inference, et cetera et cetera," the driver answered.
 
She made no response.
 
That explains it.  They think I'm some sort of turncoat.  A…what do they call it?  A double agent.  Working for the Nazis when I'm supposed to be working for the U.S.  That explains why they chased me through the streets and why they were staking out the apartment.  Well, if anything that's a relief, since I'll be able to explain it away when I get the chance.
 
Johanna sat back and stared out the window.  She didn't bother arguing with the two BSC men.  She would save her story for Stephenson or someone from the COI.
 
She began to rehearse what she would say.  Frowning, she stopped and had an unpleasant realization.  She didn't want to tell anyone about Hagen and why he had kidnapped her until she knew the whole story.  She tried to concoct a version of the story that would dispel the suspicions about her without telling them the whole truth.  As they neared RockefellerCenter, she knew it wouldn't work.  She needed to get those cases out of Hagen's car, get back to the motel in New Jersey and figure it all out for herself.  The only way she would be able to do that was to escape right now.
 
Her hands deep in the pockets of the Kriegsmarine overcoat, she closed her right hand over Hagen's pistol.  Still where she had left it since running out of MadisonSquareGarden, she could feel that the slide remained stuck open.
 
Johanna had never fired a gun until tonight, but she knew it wouldn't work jammed open like it was.  Although she had no intention of shooting either of the BSC men, her threat would be worthless if, with one glance, they could call her bluff.
 
But how to fix it?  She couldn't take the chance of them catching her with it in the car.  Trying to figure out how to fix the gun in the dark without attracting their attention was not an option.  She had to wait for an opportunity to present itself.  She just hoped it would be soon.
 
She thought the driver was looking at her in the rearview mirror.  She glanced away, but then looked back.  He was looking through her.
 
"We're being followed," he announced.  He gunned the engine and swerved through the Friday night traffic into the far left lane.  He ran a red light and sped down Fifth Avenue, dodging cars and pedestrians.
 
 
 
Wexler maintained a discreet distance from the Plymouth, careful to keep two or three cars between them.   Nearing RockefellerCenter, he radioed his position to the three cars that had been dispatched on his orders.
 
He saw the yellow light up ahead on 52nd street.  The cars in front of him slowed, stopping as the light turned red.  
 
Checking his watch, he caught a flash out of the corner of his eye.  It was the taillight of the Plymouth speeding through the intersection, running the red light.  
 
"Son of a bitch!" he swore, banging the radio handset on his steering wheel.  He screamed at the other cars to intercept and beeped his horn in frustration until the light turned green.
 
Swerving around the cars in front of him, Wexler got a clear view down Fifth Avenue.  He couldn't see the Plymouth anywhere.  He clicked on the radio transmitter.
 
"Wexler here.  Tell me one of you has picked them up."
 
He released the button and listened to the static, waiting for a reply.
 
"Uh, yeah.   This is White.  I've got him.  He's turning right on 42nd, over."
 
Wexler pressed the button to transmit.
 
"Good.  Do not lose him, understand me?  I don't care if you have to tailgate him, do not lose that car, over."
 
He waited, listening to the hiss of static.
 
"Oh, shit." 
 
"What?" Wexler asked, panic now in his voice.  "White, was that you?  What is it?"
 
"Um, he just turned his lights off.  I couldn't see where he went, um, over."
 
Wexler threw his handset on the floor and punched the ceiling.
 
 
 
Johanna gripped the door handle with all her strength to keep from sliding across the back seat.  They were screeching around corners and weaving through traffic with no headlights.
 
"Are you insane?" she screamed.
 
The Irishman, bouncing in his seat, half turned to her and laughed.
 
"Spend some time driving in blackout conditions, and you'll get the hang of it."
 
After a few minutes, and several blocks, the driver slowed and turned down another side street.
 
"They're gone," he said in a matter-of-fact tone, switching the headlights back on.
 
Johanna tried to take control of her breathing to slow her racing heart.  She looked out the window and saw that they were back in front of RockefellerCenter.  They had made a big circle.
 
The driver pulled alongside the curb.  Before the car had stopped moving, the Irishman leapt out and opened Johanna's door.  With a firm grip on her arm he helped her out.
 
The three of them walked across the plaza and into the lobby of 630 5th Avenue.  
 
In the elevator, the tall one pressed the button for the 24th floor.  They rode in silence, listening to the clank of the elevator cables until the bell rang for their floor.
 
The Irishman steered her toward the door marked 'Room 3603.'
 
Johanna saw another marked door and had an idea.  She stopped and smiled at the two men.
 
"Would you mind if I went to the ladies' room?" she asked, pointing to the door around the corner from the elevator.
 
The two men shared an uneasy look, but she put on her most coquettish smile.
 
"What am I going to do, jump out the window and fly away?  Don't worry, boys, I'm just as eager as you are to talk to Mr. Stephenson and sort this all out."  She took a chance and started walking away from them.  "I'll just be a minute."
 
Neither made a move to stop her.
 
Once inside, Johanna flipped on the lights and rushed into one of the stalls.  She latched the door and pulled Hagen's pistol out.
 
She looked the gun over, trying to figure out how to un-jam it.  She remembered seeing Hagen pull back on the slide, the part that was stuck, when he was loading or unloading it.  She gripped the end and pulled.  She could feel a stiff spring resisting inside, but she pulled against it.  She let go.
 
The slide snapped back, but not all the way.  It was still stuck.  Johanna knew she didn't have much time before the two BSC men would be coming in after her.
 
She pulled back on the slide again, but this time she saw in the open slot on top that it was a bullet blocking it from closing.  She pulled the slide back as far as it would go, turned the gun upside down and tried to shake the bullet loose.  It fell out and she caught it with her skirt.
 
Pulling the slide back again, she saw that another bullet was now in the chamber.  It seemed to be in there properly, but she couldn't be sure.  At least the gun would now close and look like it would fire.  Johanna hoped she wouldn't have to find out if it would fire.
 
She let go of the slide again and put the gun and errant bullet in her pocket.  She flushed the toilet and ran the tap in the sink for a moment before going out.
 
The two men were right where she had left them.  She searched their faces for any sign of suspicion but saw none.  The tall one opened the door to Room 3603 while the Irishman came around behind her.
 
Her hand on the pistol the entire time, Johanna pulled it out of her coat pocket and pointed at the Irishman's face.
 
She saw his eyes go wide.  For a moment he froze, and Johanna took advantage of it.  She stepped behind him, putting the barrel of the gun to his temple and putting distance between herself and the tall one.
 
"I'm very, very sorry to have to do this to you," she apologized.  "Over to the elevator, please."
 
Johanna pulled the man over to the elevator and pressed the Down button.  She kept the barrel pressed against the Irishman's head while keeping an eye on the tall one.  He folded his arms and looked at her with a wry expression, but stayed where he was.
 
The elevator bell rang and the doors opened.  She glanced over her shoulder to check that the car was empty.  Backing into it, she kept the pistol aimed at the man's head.
 
"I'm sorry," she repeated.  The doors closed.
 
 
 
Johanna ran up Fifth Avenue with her hand in the air, looking at each cab that drove by.  Every one she saw had a fare already inside.  Reaching the next intersection, she stepped out into the street, looking at the oncoming traffic and waving.
 
She checked over her shoulder, expecting to see the two BSC men any second.  She could still see the entrance to 630, so she knew it wouldn't be long before they came running after her.
 
Turning back to the traffic, she saw a taxi make his way over to the curb.  Johanna peered into the car and saw that the backseat was empty.  She didn't wait for the driver to reach her; she threw open the door and jumped in.
 
"425 East 89th Street," she said.  "And there's an extra ten dollars in it for you if you break every speed limit and run every red light on the way."
 
The cabbie raised the flag on his meter and punched the gas.
 
"Lady, that's the way I drive for free, but I'll take your ten bucks."
 
 
 
Standing on Fifth Avenue, Mearah and Alexander looked up and down the sidewalk and across the street.  Neither saw any sign of Johanna – just the usual stream of pedestrians and cars.
 
Mearah swore.
 
"Let's go tell Bill how you let her get away," Alexander said with an angry look.
 
"She had a bloody Walther in my face!" Mearah retorted.
 
Alexander turned and pointed to a lit window twenty-five floors above.
 
"Nevertheless, he is waiting in that office to see us."
 
Mearah kicked a trash can and turned back to the building.
 
 
 
William Stephenson faced the window with his eyes closed while Mearah and Alexander related the night's events.
 
When they had finished, they sat in silence, waiting for his reaction.
 
Stephenson swiveled his chair around and carefully folded his hands on the desk before raising his eyes to look at the two men.  He stared at them for a long, uncomfortable moment before speaking in a low voice.
 
"You two are worthless piles of shit," he said, pausing after every word.  He let that sink in before going on.
 
"If Miss Falck has indeed doubled," he continued.  "God only knows what she's given the Nazis.  She'll have nothing on us; we gave her only the most cursory training and sent her off with century-old codes.  But who the hell knows what the Americans have told her, the bloody amateurs.  If they've fouled it up for us, I'm throwing them to the fucking wolves.
 
"First, I'm calling Bill Donovan.  Second – which one of you does the best American accent?" Mearah raised a finger.  "Fine, you call the FBI, New York Police Department, New Jersey and Connecticut state police and tell them that there is a Nazi agent on the loose, armed and dangerous.  Give them her description.  Now, get out."
 
 
 
Johanna had the cabbie drive around her parents' block.  She looked in every car, but did not see anyone that appeared to be watching the apartment.  It was close to midnight, and the auto and pedestrian traffic had eased somewhat.
 
She told the driver to stop in front of the deli, paid him and ran over to the stoop.  Ringing the bell, she tried to make herself invisible in the scant cover afforded by the doorway.
 
Her father answered the door.  Eyes rimmed with red, he tightened the belt of his robe and leaned against the door jamb, looking at her.  
 
Johanna made a move to go in before she saw his icy stare.
 
"Vati, whatever you're thinking about me, it's not true.  Please let me come in and explain."
 
He looked at her for a moment then stepped aside to let her in.
 
Elisabeth Falck cried out when she saw Johanna enter the apartment.
 
"Your brother is dead," she said, sobbing.
 
Johanna nodded.  "I know."
 
Both her parents gave her confused looks.
 
"I can't tell you everything," she continued. "But I'm working for the government.  Our government.  My arrest this summer was a ruse."
 
"I don't understand," Klaus said, brow furrowed.  "What does this mean, a ruse?"
 
"It was a cover, a trick to fool the Bundists and the Nazis," she replied.  "I came back to tell you about Freddy and to tell you not to worry about me."
 
Elisabeth gathered Johanna in a tight embrace, while Klaus nodded, seemingly in approval.
 
Johanna pulled away from her mother.
 
"Who told you about Freddy?" she asked.
 
"An FBI agent, what was his name?" Elisabeth looked to Klaus.
 
"I don't remember," he replied.  "He had a German name."
 
"Wexler?" Johanna asked.
 
"Yes, perhaps it was.  Also, two other men came by this afternoon asking about you.  They seemed to know you were back from Germany, unlike your mother and me."
 
"Yes, I know about them," she replied.  "And I'm sorry I didn't tell you that I was back or what I was doing in the first place.  I told you, I really can't talk about it."
 
Elisabeth brushed a stray lock of hair from Johanna's face.  
 
"All right, liebchen. It's late.  Where are you staying?"
 
"I have a room at a…at a hotel.  In fact, I need to get back.  I still have some work to do."
 
She paused.
 
"What are you going to do about Freddy?"
 
Klaus sighed and rubbed his face.
 
"I don't know.  I'll call Julius Schenker, the lawyer.  Maybe he will know what to do, how to get…."
 
Klaus stopped and made a small hiccupping noise.  It took Johanna a moment to recognize it as a choked-back sob.
 
He cleared his throat.
 
"…how to get his body for the funeral."
 
Johanna felt herself tear up.
 
"OK," she said softly.  "I'll call or stop by and find out what you're doing."
 
She kissed her mother and father and turned to go.
 
As she reached the door, she stopped and looked at her parents.
 
"If I've ever made you feel like I was embarrassed…that you were my parents or that we were German or immigrants or….," she trailed off.
 
She cast her eyes to the floor, unable to look them in the eye.
 
"I just wanted you to know that I'm sorry."
 
Johanna hurried out the door and down the steps.  She burst outside, for the moment unconcerned that someone might be watching.  Regaining her composure, she walked close to the buildings, hoping to stay in the shadows.
 
Down the block was Hagen's car where she had left it.  She waited for a car to pass before crossing the street.  A quick check of the trunk showed all three cases where she had left them.
 
Driving back to New Jersey, Johanna did her best to emulate the evasive driving maneuvers the BSC man had used, albeit at a much slower speed.  And with the lights on.
 
 
 
Back at his office in the Foley Square Courthouse, Wexler sat at his cluttered desk, his head in his hands.
 
One by one, the other agents from his detail filtered in.  They sat down wherever there was an open seat, or leaned against the wall, exhausted.  None spoke.
 
After a while, Wexler looked up.
 
"What's the disposition of the bodies?"
 
An agent whose name he couldn't remember gave him the rundown.  The City Medical Examiner had bagged the bodies and taken them for autopsies.  The NYPD was working the identifications.  Johanna Falck's boyfriend was the only one there was a question about.
 
Wexler gave no sign that he had heard the man.
 
The agent waited for a moment, staring at his fingernails.
 
"So, what do you want us to do now," he asked.
 
Wexler gave him a dismissive wave.
 
"Go home and go to bed, all of you."
 
An agent in the corner, leaning back in his chair raised his hand.
 
"What are we going to do?"
 
Wexler spread his hands in a gesture of defeat.
 
"I have no idea."
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Johanna was careful to obey every traffic law the entire way back to the motel.  She endured numerous tailgaters trying to get her to speed up, but didn't go one mile per hour over the limit.  Twice, she had felt her heart pound when she pulled alongside police cruisers at a red light, but she stared straight ahead and kept driving.
 
Once she had carried Hagen's cases into the motel room, she set aside the two filled with money and clothes and focused her attention on the third.  It was stuffed with food, maps, papers, a few paperback books and several notebooks.  She pulled a notebook out and flipped through the pages.  It was full of names and numbers.  She layed back on the bed and started reading it from the beginning.
 
Not even halfway through the first page, the words began to swim.  She forced her eyelids open, but could not continue.  Her eyes closed, the notebook fell across her chest and she slept.
 
 
 
Charlie Daly pulled a wooden spoon out of the drawer and poked at the onions softening in butter on the stove.  He hummed tunelessly as he prepared their breakfast.
 
"Are you listening to me?" Eve asked.
 
"Yes, dear."
 
Eve rustled the pages of The Washington Post and continued reading.
 
"Let's see.  Mmm hmm.  Oh, dear. In the North Atlantic, the US destroyer Ruben James was sunk by a German U-boat with the loss of 100 of her crew."
 
"Damn," Charlie replied.  "That will make them the first naval casualties.  One more step.  It's just one more step."
 
"Indeed.  It says over here that British troops have occupied the Greek island of Saloniki to assist the new government in preventing Communist insurgents from taking over now that the Germans have withdrawn from the country.  Also, the President is in Hyde Park and drilling has completed on Mount Rushmore."
 
The phone rang.
 
Charlie slid the frying pan off the lit burner and picked up the receiver in the hallway.
 
"Hello?"
 
He listened for a moment before speaking.  Eve watched his face for a hint of who it might be.
 
"Oh my God," he exclaimed.
 
"What? Who is it?" Eve asked.
 
He held up his hand.
 
"Oh my God," he repeated.
 
"What?  Is it about Johanna?"  
 
Charlie nodded.  He listened for a minute, thanked the caller and hung up.
 
"You are simply not going to believe this," he told his wife as he resumed his cooking.
 
He told her everything that had happened the night before in New York—the suspicion that Johanna was a double agent for the Nazis, the Lindbergh connection, the shootings of her brother, two suspected Nazi spies and two FBI agents and her pointing a gun at two BSC agents.
 
Eve was silent, shaking her head.  
 
"What has our girl gotten herself into?" Charlie asked.  
 
He cracked eggs into a bowl and swore at bits of shell as he tried to coax them out with his finger.
 
 
 
Johanna stretched her entire body as she awoke.  Her leg knocked one of the suitcases onto the floor and the noise brought her fully awake.
 
The heavy drapes over the window kept the room dark, but she could see sunlight around the edges.   The clock on the wall said eight.
 
She walked across the room and drew back the curtains just enough to see out.  A woman was corralling her three children into a Packard station wagon, but other than that the parking lot was empty.  Johanna hoped that parking Hagen's car at the opposite end of the motel would give her time to sneak out if the police showed up.
 
She took up where she left off, sorting the items from the third case.  A small block of cheese and a dried sausage were wrapped in wax paper.  She tore into them, suddenly realizing how hungry she was.  She silently thanked Hagen for having the foresight to pack food.
 
At the thought of Hagen, she pictured him – bloody and dying on the floor.  Him apologizing to her.  She remembered seeing the scar under his chin, just like the one Freddy had.  Even in the stress of the moment she had wondered how he had gotten it.  Not for the first time she had thought of him as a man, and not just a Nazi.  Johanna put it out of her mind and focused on the items spread out on the bed.
 
Hagen's codebook yielded nothing of note.  She was sure that someone at COI would be interested in it, but it did nothing for her now.  A cardboard box with bullets.  A thick stack of maps held together with a rubber band.  Looking through them, Johanna saw that every large or medium-sized city on the East Coast was represented.
 
The notebook she had started reading last night.  It was full of names and numbers.  Johanna stared at the numbers.  They definitely weren't phone numbers or addresses.  Could they be radio frequencies?  She remembered Hagen consulting his notebook each time he had sent a message from the transmitter in the car.
 
She put the notebook aside.  All that was left in the suitcase were four books: something by Hesse, a Hemingway novel and two others.  
 
That was everything.  She had hoped to find the remaining pieces of the puzzle but found herself at a dead end.
 
Johanna broke off a piece of cheese and chewed, going over everything in her head.  She forced herself to recall every detail from the time Hagen had first walked into the Deutsche Ausland Institut until the moment he had died.  Nothing jumped out at her; nothing hinted at a solution.
 
Something nagged at her about last night.  Something in the back of her mind that she couldn't quite bring to the fore.  What was it?
 
Again, she went over everything that had happened last night.  Hagen hadn't said much once they were at the Garden, nothing revealing.  When he was on the floor, bleeding from all those holes…he had apologized…she had reassured him….
 
Wait.  He gave me something.  I put it in one of the pockets of the Navy coat.
 
She picked the overcoat up off the floor and went through the pockets.  Out of the right hand-warmer pocket she pulled Hagen's gun.  She checked the one on the left.  It was empty.
 
The inside pocket.  He had handed her a folded piece of paper and she put it in the inside pocket.
 
Johanna fished around in the deep pocket and felt the edge of the paper.  She pulled it out and held it in the light from the bedside lamp, kneeling on the floor.
 
She frowned when she saw what it was.  It wasn't a folded paper.  It was a small burgundy booklet with gold lettering.  It was a passport.
 
A U.S. passport.
 
She opened it and instantly recognized the photograph on the inside of the cover.  She turned the page and read the name to be sure.
 
'William Donovan.'
 
It was the passport of the head of COI.
 
What does this mean?  
 
She flipped through the pages, reading the visas stamps which weren't in any particular order.  She grabbed Hagen's notebook and a pencil and tried to create a chronology of where Donovan had visited and when.
 
If her notes were right, an entry visa for Bulgaria was the last stamp to be entered.  But did that mean anything significant?  The pages of the passport were pretty well full of visa stamps; maybe it was an old one that Donovan had discarded.
 
That doesn't explain whey Hagen had it, why he was carrying it around with him or why he thought it was so important that he struggled to give it to me before he died.
 
Johanna sat back on her heels and tapped the pencil on the nightstand, thinking.  None of the answers were forthcoming as she'd hoped.  She needed help.  The only place she could think of turning for help was the Dalys.
 
If she went to them with her story, could she trust them to keep it a secret until they figured it out together?  Or would their responsibility to COI trump their personal feelings for her? 
 
Maybe if she was able to convince them that it had to be kept from COI until they knew the full scope of Hagen's mission.  That would be the only way she could be sure to trust them.  
 
This plan seemed shaky at best, but she couldn't think of anything else. 
 
Once again, she packed everything into the trunk of Hagen's car.  She paid her bill at the motel office and got some dimes for the payphone at the gas station across the street.
 
 
 
The Dalys were finishing their breakfast when the phone rang.
 
Charlie pushed back his chair and answered it, leaning back to reach the phone on the stand in the hallway.
 
He struggled to keep his balance on the teetering chair when he heard the voice on the other end of the line.
 
"Oh my God!" he exclaimed.
 
"Now what?" Eve asked.  Charlie waved his hand at her.
 
"OK, absolutely, yes," he said before hanging up.
 
Wide-eyed, he hung up the phone and gave Eve a crooked grin.
 
"Goddamn it, don't sit there with that silly look on your face.  Who was it?"
 
"It was Johanna.  She said she's fine and that whatever we've heard about her, it's not true.  She said she needs our help and that she's coming to D.C. to see us."
 
Eve slapped her knee.
 
"That's our girl!  Did she say when she'll be here?"
 
"Well, that was the strange thing.  She said probably tonight, but that if we think there's anyone watching our house, we should leave the front door open with the hall light on."
 
 
 
      Allen Dulles was puffing so hard on his pipe that Wexler could see the orange glow reflecting off the man's glasses. 
 
      Wexler was sitting in Dulles' office at COI with B.E. Sackett, the Special Agent in Charge of the New York Bureau.  Sackett was in the middle of haranguing Dulles and Wexler was enjoying every minute of it.
 
"…and not a single FBI background check on any of your people?  I never said a word, nor did the Director, but now your oddball outfit has gotten people killed."
 
"Now, hold on a minute," Dulles protested.
 
"No, you hold on a minute," Sackett replied.  He was getting red in the face and leaned forward, putting his hands on the edge of Dulles' enormous desk.  "I've got two dead FBI agents – one of which had three kids and another on the way – two dead Nazi spies, a dead Bundist, a probable spy in Lindbergh that we had to let go, and a Nazi double agent running around New York."
 
"First," Dulles replied.  "I'm sure that Miss Falck had nothing to do with any of those deaths, as regrettable as they all are.  Second, I'm equally sure that she is not a double agent."
 
"I don't care what you're sure of.  The Director is hopping mad, as am I, and he's going to bring it up to the President just what a disaster your outfit has caused."
 
"I can promise you the COI's full cooperation in any investigation," Dulles offered.
 
"Right.  Somehow I don't think you'd be fully forthcoming with any information as to Johanna Falck's whereabouts if you knew them."
 
"No, no, no," Dulles said, "You'll have our total cooperation.  I can assure you that everyone in COI, up to and including General Donovan himself has been informed of the situation."
 
Sackett appeared unconvinced.  He crossed his arms and cocked his head.
 
"Uh huh.  And is there anyone from COI that you think might be in contact with Miss Falck or might be helping her?"
 
"No.  If there were, I'd know about it." 
 
 


42
The early autumn darkness and the unfamiliar streets of Washington's Georgetown neighborhood conspired to make finding the Daly house difficult.  Johanna took two wrong turns off Rhode Island Avenue before finding their street.
 
She squinted in the dim light, trying to read the house numbers.  Afraid to draw attention to herself by slowing down, she made a quick pass down the street and turned to go around the block once more.
 
There it was – 2340.  The front door was closed, with only the porch light on.   She found an open spot along the curb and parked.
 
Five minutes passed as Johanna waited and watched.  
 
As best she could see, none of the other cars that lined the street had anyone in them.  That didn't mean that no one was watching the Daly house, but it was a hopeful sign.  
 
It also didn't mean that there wasn't already someone from COI or the FBI in the Dalys' house waiting for her.  It all came down to whether she could still trust Charlie and Eve.  Johanna hesitated, her hand on the door handle.  She decided she had no other choice and got out of the car.
 
She grabbed Hagen's cases out of the trunk and walked up to the Dalys' front door.
 
Before she could lift the knocker, the door flew open.  Charlie stood in the doorway, struggling to keep a serious look on his face.
 
He broke into laugher and gathered Johanna up into a bear hug.  With a suitcase in each hand and one under her arm, she could only stand there and be squeezed.  Over her shoulder she saw Eve standing in the foyer, beaming.
 
They hustled her inside and brought her straight to the kitchen table.  Charlie had pans warming on the stove and the table was set for dinner.
 
Eve sat Johanna down and poured her a glass of wine.  She topped off her own glass and took her seat at the table.
 
"What in the world have you been up to?" she asked.
 
Johanna tasted the wine, took a deep breath and told them everything that had happened since she saw them last.  She told them about Stuttgart and working at the German Foreign Institute.  She told them about the day that Erich Hagen kidnapped her and her voyage in the U-Boat.  Charlie and Eve listened silently, rapt.
 
By the time she had reached the present, they had finished dinner and Charlie was serving coffee.
 
"I don't understand what the point of Hagen's mission was," Eve admitted.
 
Charlie nodded.
 
"If it's true that this is all some… peace offering on the part of Hitler or one of his deputies, it seems like a pointless waste of time."  He leaned back in his chair and stared at the ceiling, lost in thought.  "Unless they're stepping things up after the Hess overture.  Maybe they're thinking that if Hess was unsuccessful in negotiating with the British they should take another tack with the U.S."
 
Eve made a noncommittal face.
 
Charlie shook his head.
 
"No, that still doesn't make sense.  Things have gone too far.  Now with the Germans sinking one of our ships, I just don't see us turning back.  Whether it's Hitler putting out peace feelers or another one of his lackeys making moves behind his back, it still just seems pointless.  What do they think they're going to accomplish?"
 
"What about General Donovan's passport?" Johanna asked.  "How do you think that fits in?"
 
"Well," Charlie replied.  "It seems authentic, although I'm sure the German Abwehr has some pretty good forgers on staff.  Maybe they're hoping to make contact with Bill?  Did this Hagen mention to you that you had been selected by Abwehr to be their witness specifically because of your connection to COI?"
 
Johanna shook her head.
 
"I see."  He chewed on his thumbnail, thinking.  "I'd suggest we ask Bill himself, but he's in London."
 
Eve flipped through the blood-stained booklet.
 
"The latest visa I see here is entry to Bulgaria in March of last year."
 
"That would suggest that whoever got their hands on it did so in Bulgaria, otherwise it would have an exit visa stamp, wouldn't it?" Johanna asked.
 
Eve and Charlie agreed.
 
"In any event," Charlie continued.  "All of this is an interesting intellectual exercise, but it doesn't get us any closer to an answer.  We can ask Bill Donovan what he thinks when he gets back.  In the meantime, we should bring this to the British and get their take."
 
"No," Johanna interrupted.  "I don't want to tell anyone.  Not yet.  I want to figure this out before I tell anyone else at COI or the British."
 
"Why do you say that?" Eve asked.
 
"I don't know.  What if there's more to it?  I don't have anything concrete to go on, but Hagen didn't seem like your stereotypical Nazi.  There was something about him that I can't quite put my finger on."
 
She looked down at her hands while Eve and Charlie shared a confused look.
 
"I guess I'd like to find out where this goes before we let the whole world in," she explained in a quiet voice.
 
Johanna looked up to see the Dalys' at a loss for words, puzzled expressions on their faces.  She was about to elaborate when she had a thought that made her laugh out loud.
 
"I can't believe I didn't think of it!"  She chuckled and shook her head.  "Why don't I just ask the Nazis?"
 
"Sorry?" Charlie asked.  "I don't follow."
 
She reminded him about the shortwave radio hidden in Hagen's car.
 
"In one of his notebooks is a list that looks like radio frequencies.  Why don't we send them a message?  Whoever he was communicating with must know what it's all about.  I have his codebook and everything.  I can tell them what happened and ask what they want me to do.  I'll tell them that I intend to complete Hagen's mission, that I'll be their witness.  Maybe they'll tell me where to go and we can see where it ends.
 
"Do either of you know Morse code?" she asked.
 
"No….," Charlie replied, "but I don't think that's a very good idea."
 
"What's the harm in talking?" she asked.  "Can we at least agree that I'm not going to be divulging any sensitive information by telling them what happened to Hagen?"
 
Charlie shrugged.
 
"When we find out what it is they want me to do, we can decide then."
 
Charlie looked at Eve.  She nodded.
 
"Alright," he sighed.  "I'm sure I have a book somewhere with Morse code in it."
 
Johanna pulled Hagen's codebook out and they figured out how to use it.  It was a simple one-time pad – a grid with strings of random numbers written every other line.  Charlie explained how it worked: write the message to be encoded below the lines of numbers, which represented how many positions in the alphabet to shift.  If 'A' was the letter to be encoded and the number above it was 4, count over four positions in the alphabet and the 'A' is encoded as 'E.'  Charlie used the first line of Hagen's code sheet to show how his own name would be encoded as 'HDKOEDL.'  He explained that the recipient of the message would have the same code sheet for that day, enabling them to decode the message.  It was an unbreakable cipher.
 
They composed a short message relating what had happened to Hagen and requesting further instruction.  Johanna translated it into German, writing in the grid of the code sheet.  
 
Charlie encoded the message, giving it to Eve to check his math when he was done.
 
"Whoever we're hoping to contact with this message, don't they have to be expecting our call?" Eve asked.  "Johanna, Hagen told you he was transmitting to a station somewhere that was forwarding it to Berlin, didn't he?"
 
Johanna nodded.
 
"Yes.  And it was obvious that he had set times that he was supposed to send them."  She pulled out one of Hagen's notebooks.  "See these pages?  They're full of what look like radio frequencies.  But there aren't any dates or times associated with them."
 
They took another look at each item in Hagen's cases, but didn't find any kind of schedule for sending messages.  Johanna pushed back from the table and stood up.
 
"If this is all we have, it's all we have," she said, packing everything back in the cases.  "We have nothing to lose by transmitting the message and hoping it's received.  Let's go."
 
"Go where?" Eve asked.  "You said the car is out in the street.  Why don't we just transmit from there?"
 
Johanna shook her head.
 
"Hagen always drove to the shore somewhere.  Maybe he was transmitting to a ship, I don't know, but I think we ought to do the same."
 
The phone rang.  Charlie answered and listened for a moment.  He held his hand over the mouthpiece, whispering "Allen Dulles."
 
"Yes, I've heard," he said.  "I certainly hope no one's giving any credence to the idea that she's doubled….Mmm hmm….Yes, I'll call if I hear from her."
 
He hung up the phone.
 
"What did he say?" Eve asked.
 
"It looks like the FBI is going to use this to make life difficult for COI, if not to try to shut us down entirely.  Allen said it's bad enough that the War Department and the Office of Naval Intelligence are constantly carping to the President about us, now he's worried that we've given them enough rope to hang us with.  General Donovan has already been informed.  He's in London working with the Brits to set up a COI branch there."
 
Charlie and Eve shared a look.
 
"Johanna," Charlie said at last.  "I don't think we can keep the rest of COI in the dark any longer.  We have to tell Allen Dulles the truth."
 
"We will," she replied.  "Just give me a couple of days.  Please."
 
Johanna knew that telling Dulles was the right thing to do, but she still wanted to figure the mystery out first.  It didn't help matters that she didn't have a good reason to justify it, just her feeling that she had to do it this way.
 
"I'm sorry that I can't give you a better explanation," she continued.  "I just feel it's something I have to do.  I…I just feel like there's more to this than meets the eye.  I wouldn't have brought you into it if I didn't need your help."
 
Charlie looked at her for a moment in silence.
 
Eve reached over to squeeze Johanna's shoulder.
 
"Let's see where this goes," she said to Charlie.  "Then we'll tell everyone."
 
After a long pause, he nodded.
 
"Alright."  He grabbed his coat off a hook by the door.  "Why don't we go to ChesapeakeBeach?  We spent a weekend there this summer, so I know how to get there.  It's only the Bay, it's not on the ocean, but it should be good enough."
 
"OK," Eve agreed.  "Don't forget your Morse code book, dear."
 
 
 
Just over an hour later, they arrived at ChesapeakeBeach.  Johanna drove while Charlie directed her to the shore.
 
The summer resort town was deserted.  The seaside boardwalk was empty and the souvenir shops and hotels were boarded up.  A few lights shone in windows of the houses in town, identifying the locals waiting out the winter for another season.
 
They pulled into a windswept parking lot by the beach.  Johanna turned off the headlights and checked that they were alone.
 
"OK, so where is this radio?" Charlie asked.
 
"Do you have a pocketknife?" she replied.  He produced one from his jacket pocket.
 
Johanna used the blade to pry at the chrome molding around the instrument panel as she remembered Hagen doing.
 
Eve slid forward in the back seat to watch as Johanna gently pulled at the gauges until they were hanging by wires over the steering column.
 
Charlie craned his neck to see into the hole that Johanna had opened in the dashboard.
 
"I'll be damned," he exclaimed, seeing the soft glow of the shortwave radio's dial.
 
Johanna asked Eve to hand her the notebook with the list of frequencies.
 
"See, the dial is still at 4.3 Mhz," she pointed.  "That's probably the last frequency he used.  I don't remember seeing him change it after transmitting."
 
She flipped through the pages of Hagen's notebook.
 
"Here it is: 4.3," she said, showing it to Eve and Charlie. "It's the third number down on the first page.  He sent three messages, so I think we can assume that this next number, 2.4, is the frequency we should use."
 
She reached through the steering wheel and turned the dial to 2.4 Mhz.  Eve handed her the transmitting key and Johanna plugged it into the jack.
 
"OK, Charlie.  Are you ready with the Morse code?" she asked.
 
"Ready as I'll ever be."  Charlie took the key by its wooden knob and opened his copy of the Boy Scouts Handbook.  
 
He held the book and the encoded message in one hand while he tapped the knob with the other.  He hummed softly to himself until he was finished.
 
"I think I've got it," he said.  "If they respond 'What the hell was that, schweinhunde?’ I'll try again."
 
They sat in silence, waiting for a reply.  The hiss of the radio mingled with the sound of waves crashing on the beach.  In the starlight they could see the stiff breeze making whitecaps beyond the sandbar.
 
No reply came.
 
"Why don't I send it again," Charlie suggested.  He picked up the transmitter key and tapped out the message.
 
Less then a minute after he finished, the radio began to beep.
 
Charlie flipped on the dome light and scrambled to write down the series of dots and dashes.  They ended almost as soon as they had begun.
 
He opened his Boy Scout Handbook and transcribed the Morse code into letters.
 
"This can't be right," he muttered, showing Johanna and Eve what he had written—
 
KFOODPYFIRHCKFOHRIUFPUGOVIDYUHJPNUYIKIUYDPLDKKJMIOHNJUGY
 
"Oh wait.  I forgot."  He pulled out the code sheet they had used to encode the message.  "Of course."
 
Charlie set himself to writing the letters below the series of numbers on the code sheet.  He counted on his fingers as he decoded the string of letters.  Johanna and Eve urged him to hurry.
 
"Got it."  He held up the page of German text in the light so Johanna could translate.
 
"It says 'Message received'," she read.  "'Be ready to receive in two hours.  Frequency 5.1 Mhz.'"
 
 
 
"Nothing beside remains. Round the decay of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, the lone and level sands stretch far away."
 
      "Oh, come on.  Give me a tough one.  That's Shelley, Ozymandias," Eve answered.
 
      "You're literature, I'm history," Charlie replied.  "Why don't we give up on 'Name that Verse' and switch to 'Name that Date in History' or 'Name that Treaty'?"
 
      "Because 'Name That Verse' is a tradition in this family, 'Name That Decrepit Antiquity' is not."
 
      Johanna suppressed a giggle.  Being back with the Dalys, things were feeling normal.  Except that they were sitting in the car of a dead Nazi spy waiting for a message from yet another Nazi spy.
 
      Eve checked her watch.  "It's almost time."
 
Johanna slid the dial to 5.1 Mhz.  The faint sound of music came over the air.  It faded in and out, with a man's voice occasionally speaking over it.  The man was definitely not speaking English, but they couldn't make out what language he was speaking.  Charlie readied himself with pencil and notebook.
 
The strong signal of Morse code broke in.  Charlie wrote down the dots and dashes of the new message, longer than the first.  The beeps stopped and the faint music faded back in.  He repeated the process of converting the Morse code to letters and then decoding the letters.
 
"385614N0745811W
Sunday 6am," Johanna translated.
 
"Hmm, maybe I didn't decode it right," Charlie said.
 
"No, wait," Eve interrupted.  "Read those numbers again, Johanna. Charlie, write them down as she reads them."
 
Johanna repeated the message.  Charlie held up what he had written:
 
 
385614N 0745811W Sunday 6am
 
      
 
"No, that's not right, give it to me," Eve said.
 
      She wrote for a moment and showed them.
 
 
        38 56 14N 074 58 11W Sunday 6am
 
 
      Charlie and Johanna both shook their heads, uncomprehending.
 
      "It's latitude and longitude. See," she pointed.  "Thirty-eight degrees, fifty-six minutes, fourteen seconds and so on."
 
      Charlie gave her a wry look.
 
      "Hey, Mr. Boy Scout, don't get grumpy that an old lit professor figured it out before you," Eve retorted.
 
      Charlie pretended to ignore her.
 
      "Let me see those maps of Hagen's.  Did they have longitude and latitude on them?"
 
      They did, but not with enough detail.  Charlie was able to find thirty-eight degrees, but the minutes were in increments of five and the seconds not shown at all.
 
      "Thirty eight degrees and fifty-five minutes by…seventy-four degrees sixty minutes looks like Cape May Point, New Jersey."  He handed the map to Eve, who double checked.
 
      "I think you're right," she said, "but that's still an awfully big place to meet someone.  If the seconds are supposed to tell us the precise location where they want to meet, we're not going to know where to be."
 
      Johanna thought about it for a moment.
 
      "The beach.  Where else could it be?  What other reason could they have to pick that location?  Unless that's where the Nazis have a radio station, but I can't believe they would have a stationary transmitter.  I mean, look at the lengths they've gone to make a mobile transmitter with this car.  It has to be someone traveling to Cape May that wants to meet me there. It has to be."
 
      Charlie checked his watch.
 
      "It's ten o'clock now.  That gives us just enough time to get back to the house and grab a few things before we leave.  We may be able to check into a motel and get a couple of hours of sleep."  He looked at the map.  "There's no easy way to get there – we have to go all the way up to Philly and down to Cape May."
 
      Johanna turned the headlights on and put the car into gear.
 
      "Just point me in the right direction," she said.
 
 
 
      Back at the Dalys' house, Eve packed some food while Charlie searched for a motel near Cape May Point.
 
      "Found one," he announced from his study.  He came out with a travel guide and picked up the phone to dial the number.  "Let me see if they're open."
 
      Johanna leaned against the doorway, feeling her eyelids grow heavy.  She tried to add up how much sleep she had gotten in the last two weeks, but her thinking was getting wooly and the numbers swam in her head.
 
      "I think someone else had better drive," she mumbled.
 
      "Don't worry," Eve replied.  "We'll take care of it."
 
She pulled out two mugs and spooned out some instant coffee.
 
      "The May Motel is open and has vacancies," Charlie announced, hanging up the phone.  He looked over to see Eve fill the mugs with hot tap water and stir the coffee.  "What in the name of God are you doing, woman?"
 
      "Shut up and drink it," Eve said.  "This is about expediency, not quality."
 
      Charlie made a face as he gulped the lukewarm drink.
 
      "This is why she is never allowed to cook," he told Johanna.
 
 
 
      Mearah cringed as he knocked on Stephenson's door.  It was almost eleven o'clock, but he could see the sliver of light below his door.
 
      "What?" Stephenson barked.
 
      Mearah opened the door and stuck his head in.
 
      "Sorry to bother you, sir.  It looks like the tap on the Dalys' phone has paid off.  Professor Daly just placed a call to a May Motel in New Jersey asking about vacancies for tonight."
 
      Stephenson gave him a blank look.  "And?"
 
      "Well, I thought November was a strange time to be making reservations at the beach," Mearah paused for effect.  "Plus, he asked about room for three."
 
      "In the future, please spare me your attempts at dramatics and get to the point, will you?"  He glanced at his watch.  "You and Alexander had better get going, hadn't you?"
 
      Mearah nodded a little too quickly.  "Yes, sir."  He pulled back into the hallway.
 
      "And Mearah?"
 
      "Yes?"
 
      "If you lose her again, you needn't bother coming back."
 
 
 
      Johanna dozed in the back seat while Charlie and Eve switched off behind the wheel.  The scene from the night before replayed in her dreams.  Viersing shot Hagen again and again, while Johanna was unable to move or speak from her hiding spot.  
 
      You race traitor, the dream Viersing spat at Hagen with each shot.  You and that bitch Oster.
 
      In her dream, Johanna tried to run to stop Viersing, but her feet slipped on the floor gaining no traction.  She fell to her knees and tried to pull herself along the floor with her hands, but could find no purchase.  Just as she felt her body move across the concrete, the scene flashed backward and began again.  She tried to save Hagen once more, but couldn't move or speak.  Viersing killed him over and over.
 
      The jolt of the car hitting a pothole startled her out of her sleep.  Eve was driving while Charlie navigated.  They were talking about her.  Johanna closed her eyes and listened, pretending to still be asleep.
 
      "It simply does not make any sense to me that Hitler or one of his subordinate would be extending the olive branch to us right now," Charlie was saying.  "Even if that was what Hagen was doing, it still doesn't explain the elaborate plan with Johanna."
 
      "On the contrary, I think it fits in with the Nazis' modus operandi perfectly," Eve replied.  "They say one thing, full of bluster or conciliation as the situation warrants, while they pursue their true aims in secret.  Look at Munich and Czechoslovakia.  Look at Austria.  Look at Russia.  And do you really believe that nonsense about the SS plotting to kill Lindbergh and frame Communists for it?  First, Viersing would be found out as a German agent and not a Communist in about five minutes.  Second, are they really that daft to think we would dump the British and join Germany against the Russians?"
 
      "Yes, yes.  Point taken.  So you're suggesting that the Nazi high command recognizes that Germany is on a course for war against the United States and that Hagen was sent on a mission of goodwill to prevent it?"
 
      "Perhaps."
 
      "Yes, perhaps.  Or perhaps he was sent on a deceptive mission of goodwill to lull us into a false sense of security, setting us up for a sneak attack."
 
      "That's a possibility, I admit," Eve conceded.  "There's a third option: there is a schism among the Nazis that fears a war with us while they are fighting the British and the Russians.  This rogue band of Nazis is genuinely seeking a rapprochement with America out of a pragmatic sense of avoiding a multi-front war against Great Britain, Russia and the United States."
 
      "Hmm….maybe.  They grab Johanna and force her into being an observer of Hagen's activities, expecting that she'll be received as an unimpeachable witness.  They probably engineered the assassination attempt on Lindbergh just so that Hagen could foil it and seem like the hero.  Viersing is sacrificed; Johanna sees what they want her to see.  She tells General Donovan, or whomever, that she saw a Nazi intervene to save Lindbergh.  How that's supposed to persuade President Roosevelt to reverse his position of aiding the British, and now the Russians, against the Germans is beyond me, but I've given up trying to understand those people."
 
      "I'm with you," Eve responded.  "But the more important question is: how is Johanna going to come out of all this?  It sounds to me like she believes the image of Hagen as the hero, sent to save us all from disaster.  I'm worried that she's been brainwashed into seeing what the Nazis want her to see."
 
      "I've been thinking the same thing," Charlie sighed.  "Part of me wants her to solve the mystery just so that she can see the truth of it, not the illusion that's been created for her."
 
      Johanna had heard enough.  She stretched and let out a loud yawn.
 
      "Where are we?" she asked.
 
      "Not far," Charlie said, turning in his seat.  He smiled.  "Less than an hour.  How're you doing?"
 
      "Just fine," she replied icily and looked out the window, pretending to look at the scenery.  Nobody is going to fool me.  Whether Hagen is more than he seems or is indeed a Nazi intriguer, I'll be the one to find out.  The man hasn't been born who can brainwash me.
 
 
 
      Cape May Point, like ChesapeakeBeach, looked like a town waiting for the return of summer.  Picnic tables by the beach were turned on their sides and souvenir shops had their windows shuttered.  The May Motel was shaped like a horseshoe, an empty pool in the middle.  As they pulled into the deserted parking lot, their headlights shone on a forlorn ball floating in the rainwater in a corner of the pool.
 
      Eve parked in front of the office.  But for the crooked Open sign on the door, Johanna would have thought the place closed.
 
      "Be right back," Charlie said as he got out of the car.
 
      Johanna saw that Eve was trying to make eye contact with her in the rearview mirror, but she avoided her gaze.  She was still feeling angry about the Dalys thinking she was falling for a Nazi trick.  She didn't say a word as Charlie came back, a room key dangling from his hand.
 
      In a room decorated with a ship in a bottle and watercolors of beach scenes, Johanna flopped down on one of the two beds.  She turned over on her side and closed her eyes.
 
      "Wake me up at five thirty, please."
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Mearah tapped his fingers to Jimmy Dorsey's 'Green Eyes.'  He reached over to turn down the radio's volume when he saw Alexander come out of the motel office.  
 
"And?" he asked when Alexander got back into the car.
 
"The clerk says that an older couple checked out not more than fifteen minutes ago.  Says they didn't use the room for more than two hours.  Gave their names as Mr. and Mrs. Rackham, but it was the Dalys all right – the clerk said he saw a young woman in the car."
 
Mearah slapped the steering wheel.
 
"Did he notice where they were headed?" he asked.
 
"Said the man asked for directions to the beach," Alexander replied.  Mearah was surprised to see that he was actually smiling as he held up a piece of paper.  "These same directions I have here."
 
Mearah slammed the car into reverse and spun around in the parking lot.  He sent up a rooster tail of gravel and dirt as he pulled out onto the road toward the beach.
 
 
 
Johanna stacked Hagen's suitcases on the sand and sat on them, peering into the darkness.  To her left the sky was lightening, but all around her was still black.  Charlie was sitting in the car with the shortwave radio on, listening.
 
Eve looked out to sea while Johanna watched the beach road.  
 
Johanna was convinced that an Abwehr agent was going to meet her personally – it was close enough to New York and the many agents she knew to be there.  She thought the most likely scenario would have her going back to New York or to Washington with the Abwehr agent to meet with some American authority.  She would tell what she had seen, thus completing Hagen's mission.  It would be over in a day or two.
 
Then, she and the Dalys and COI could work to answer the biggest question:  What was the point of all this?  
 
Johanna cinched the belt of her overcoat against the cold ocean breeze.  She thought of Hagen as he had first appeared in the DAI offices in Stuttgart.  Tall and austere looking in his Wehrmacht uniform, he looked every bit the Nazi's ideal superman.  The past two weeks were such a blur to her now, but she could still see Hagen's murder clearly in her mind.  
 
She remembered the hatred that had been on Viersing's face as he shot him over and over.  She remembered Viersing calling him a 'race traitor' and accusing him of being a part of someone's circle.  What did that mean?
 
A flash of light illuminated the sand by her feet.  She looked up, thinking that Charlie had turned on the car's headlights.  But the car was to her left and the light had come from in front of her.
 
It had come from the water.
 
She jumped up and ran over to the car.  Eve had seen it too and was running to meet her.
 
"It came from out there," Eve shouted, pointing.
 
"What? What did?" Charlie asked.  He had been fishing in his pockets for cigarettes.
 
"A light flashed from the water," Johanna replied.  "Turn the car's lights on, just for a moment."
 
Charlie pulled the headlight knob and quickly pushed it back in. 
 
They watched and waited.
 
"Maybe it was Morse code," Charlie offered.  "How many flashes was it?"
 
"I only saw one," Eve answered.
 
"Should I do it again?" he asked.  He flicked his lighter on and pulled on a cigarette.  "Damn, this is exciting."
 
They waited, but nothing happened.  No more lights, and the only sound was that of the waves coming ashore.  The sky was going from black to dark blue, hiding all but a few stars.  Johanna could just make out the line where the beach met the water.
 
Something caught her eye and she squinted, trying to focus in the dim light.  It was a black smudge on the water.  She couldn't make out what it was, but it was getting closer.
 
"Do you see that?" she asked.
 
"I see," Eve replied.  "Can you tell what it is?"
 
"No."
 
"What?  What is it?" Charlie asked.  He turned off the car and got out.  "God damn it, what do you see?"  Johanna pointed.
 
The smudge was getting bigger, with a ring of white froth in front.
 
It was a boat.
 
"I'll be damned," Charlie exhaled.
 
The sky had brightened just enough for Johanna to make out the rubber dingy and the two men paddling it to shore.  She looked past them but couldn't see where they had come from.
 
"Wait here," she said, and walked down to meet them.
 
The men were pulling the dingy up on the sand when she neared them.  Each had a full beard and was wearing dark clothes and a dark knit cap with a pompom.
 
      It seemed odd that both would be wearing the same strange outfit.  There was something familiar about them.
 
      Johanna froze when she realized what these men were.
 
      They were U-boat crewmen.
 
      The two men stared at her, neither saying a word.
 
      Johanna broke the silence, clearing her throat.
 
      "Guten morgen," she said.  One the sailors inclined his head in greeting, but said nothing.
 
      She tried again.  "Verstehen Sie mich?" she asked.  No response.   "Ich kenne nicht das Kennwort."
 
      Both men broke into laughter.  One gestured to the beach.
 
      "Get your things and come on," he said in German.  
 
Johanna thought for a moment and nodded.  She held up a finger, just a minute, and walked back to where the Dalys were waiting.
 
"They want me to go with them."
 
Charlie craned his neck to look at the men.  "Well, first – are those two what I think they are?"  Johanna nodded.  "And they want you to go on a U-boat with them?" She nodded again.  
 
"Out of the question." 
 
"I'll be fine."
 
"No, you won't be fine.  You'll be back in the hands of the Germans.  You don't know where they're going to take you or what they're going to do to you."
 
Eve reached over to take Johanna's hand.
 
"We don't want to lose you again, is what he's trying to say, dear."
 
"You're not going to lose me," Johanna replied.  "Why would they go through all this effort to bring me back to the States if they were going to harm me?  They could have done whatever they wanted when I was still in Germany.  But they didn't."
 
Charlie threw his hands up.  "I can't believe you're saying this.  We're talking about Nazis for Christ's sake.  You're going to bet your life on whether they'll act rationally?  What makes you think they won't kill you when they're done with you?"
 
Johanna shrugged her shoulders.
 
"I just don't think they will."
 
"Why?  Because Hagen seemed half-human?  You think that means all the rest of them won't kill you to get what they want?  Or that he wouldn't have done the same if he'd lived?  Is that it?  Are you doing this out of some sense of…of pity or loyalty to Hagen?"
 
"I don't know, maybe.  But don't you want to know what's behind all this?  Isn't that what we're supposed to be doing at COI?  Well, this is how we're going to find out."
 
Charlie shook his head.
 
"No.  So help me, Johanna – if you get on that submarine, I'll find the nearest pay phone and call the Navy to intercept it."
 
Johanna glared at him.
 
"And what are you going to have them do?  Launch torpedoes to get it to stop?" she barked.  "Is that it?  You're going to kill me to prevent me from doing this?"
 
Charlie looked down at his feet and kicked a pebble.  He sighed and shook his head.
 
"Johanna, you may not be my flesh and blood, but you are my daughter just the same.  I say that because what I'm about to say I want you to hear as if I were your father."  
 
Johanna felt frozen to the spot, and listened.
 
"I'm not telling you anything you don't already know when I say you are the most obstinate person I have ever met.  In your case, as a woman in academia I think it's served you well.  But it's more than just stubbornness.  You've got a rather large sized chip on your shoulder, and I think it clouds your judgment.  Did you know that Lowe didn't want to sign off on your dissertation defense?  He made up some rationalization, but it was really because you got angry at him and made him look like the old fool that he is.  You were too stubborn to let him have the last word.  While you were waiting outside, the rest of us had to assuage his ego and convince him to pass you."
 
Johanna stared at Charlie.
 
"Why are you telling me this now?" she asked.
 
"Because you are letting your stubbornness get the best of you right now.  You don't know where they're taking you.  You don't know what they are going to do.  And you know you don't know.  But you're going anyway.  There's a fine line between courageous and foolhardy, and you've crossed it."  He paused.  "I think you're going just because you know you shouldn't."
 
Johanna tried to conjure an argument, anything to refute what he had said.  But she couldn't.  He was right.  She didn't know what was in store for her.  Maybe it was stubbornness that was driving her, but her desire to know what Hagen had died for overrode everything.
 
She gave Eve a hug and gathered Hagen's suitcases.
 
She stopped and put them back down.  Opening one, she took out Hagen's books and stuffed them into her coat pockets. 
 
"I don't think I'll be needing the suitcases," she said.  "Why don't you take them back to Washington with you?  I'm sure the codes and radio information should be useful."
 
Johanna looked back at Charlie who had a wounded look on his face.  Softening, she hugged him and pecked him on the cheek.  
 
"I'll be fine, I promise."
 
She turned and walked back down to the water where the crewmen were waiting with the dingy.  She got in and the two men rowed her out towards the sunrise.
 
 
 
Mearah felt the Plymouth's rear end slide in the dirt as he yanked hard on the steering wheel.  In the early morning light he could see a black car in the far end of the beach parking lot.  It had to be the Dalys and Johanna.  He saw the top of a man's gray head down by the water.
 
"Over there," Alexander said, pointing.
 
"I see him."  Mearah pulled up behind the black Pontiac, parking the car in.  He and Alexander got out and ran across the sand.
 
Charlie and Eve Daly were alone, walking along the beach.  They were holding hands, looking like any other couple enjoying the shore at sunrise.
 
The two BSC men caught up to the Dalys and blocked their path.
 
"Where is she?" Mearah panted.
 
Charlie made a puzzled face.  "Sorry?"
 
"Where is she?" he repeated.  "Where is Johanna Falck?"
 
"I'm sorry, we don't know where she is," Eve replied.  "May I ask who you gentlemen are and why you're looking for Johanna?"
 
"Don't play us for fools," Alexander snapped.  "We know you were with her at the motel, we know you're helping her.  Why are you here?  Did someone meet her here?"
 
Eve made a motion to walk past the two Brits, pulling Charlie behind her.  Mearah moved to block her path again.
 
"Tell us where she is," he demanded.  "You don't expect us to believe that you're here for a sunrise walk on the beach?  In November?"
 
Eve smiled.  "I like to collect seashells."  She held out her hand to show two mussel shells.
 
Mearah let out an exasperated gasp while Alexander simply looked dejected.
 
Charlie patted Mearah on the shoulder.
 
"Come on, lads.  Let me buy you some breakfast."
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      Johanna couldn't help a feeling of déjà vu.  She sat on the narrow bunk in the captain's quarters with the green privacy curtain less than a foot away.  The same metallic smell of machinery and diesel filled the air; the same sounds of men working and talking echoed against the metal hull.  This U-boat trip was markedly different from the last, however.
 
      Now, she was going back to Germany as a known American agent, heading for what, she didn't know.  She had nothing to protect her but the hope that she was right: right about Hagen's purpose in kidnapping her, right about the Germans needing her as a witness and right about the Nazis extending peace feelers.  She had known intellectually that being wrong could mean death, but sitting here on a German submarine she felt the reality of fear in the pit of her stomach.
 
      Footsteps clicked on the metal floor grating.  They drew closer to the captain's cabin, stopping just outside.  
 
      A hand reached in and flung the thin curtain aside.
 
      Before her stood a man in a battered blue uniform with silver braid on his epaulettes.  He scratched his scruffy beard and looked Johanna over.  She felt that his glance was more leering than appraisal and drew her overcoat tighter.  The man put his hands on his hips and cocked his chin.
 
      "I am Korvettenkapitan Wilfried Reichman," he announced.  "The U-153 is my boat."
 
      Johanna met his stare without a word.
 
      "I was sent here to pick up what I was told was a valuable spy.  Now I think I understand."  He reached into the cabin and fingered a lock of her hair.  "Tell me, which of the golden pheasants in Berlin has sent me to bring his mistress to France?"
 
      Johanna pushed Reichman's hand away and tucked her hair behind her ear.
 
      "I am no one's mistress," she retorted.  A memory of Hagen flashed in her mind and gave her an idea.  She folded her arms and gave Reichman a cold smile.  "But I'll be sure to remember the name of Korvettenkapitan Wilfried Reichman as the man who dared to touch me.  Especially when I talk to my superiors at Prinz Albrecht Strasse."
 
      At the mention of SS and Gestapo headquarters, Reichman pursed his lips and looked at the floor.  He muttered under his breath and snapped the curtain closed again.
 
      Once again, Johanna sat by herself in the cramped quarters of a U-boat captain's cabin.  This time, she knew where she was headed.  What was waiting for her in France?
 
 
 
      The days dragged on, each one a monotony of commands and announcements from the control room just outside the captain's cabin.  Diving, resurfacing.  Diving again.  In the dank submarine, days and nights were distinguishable only by shift changes and meals.  
 
One afternoon, Johanna heard Reichman curse his orders that they were not to engage any enemy targets until she was off the boat.
 
      Every day the cook, Smutje he called himself, would bring Johanna a meal and escort her back to the head.  Unlike her first U-boat trip, the men were free to be about their business when she was out of the cabin.  
 
Johanna expected more leering and worse, but the men all avoided her or gave her dirty looks.  Reichman was nowhere to be found each time she went out.  She was surprised until she remembered the superstition about women at sea -- something about a long hair fouling the screw.  As cramped as the captain's cabin was, she kept her trips out short in length and few in number.
 
Instead she occupied herself with Hagen's novels.  Hermann Hesse's Narziss und Goldmund, poetic works of Schiller and Goethe and Hemingway's For Whom the Bell Tolls.  With the exception of Schiller and Goethe, the selection of works seemed strange.  Johanna was never one for literature, but she remembered from her time in Heidelberg that Hesse was initially supported by Goebbels until one of his works put him on the Nazi blacklist.  And the inclusion of For Whom the Bell Tolls was simply baffling.  
 
Over the course of her week at sea, Johanna read this last book twice.  The idea that a Nazi officer would be carrying a novel about anti-fascist fighters in the Spanish Civil War made no sense.  The Nazis had lent men and materiel to the Spanish fascists.  Without that support the fascists might not have won.  Why was Hagen reading this?  Was it just to practice his English?
 
      She spent many hours thinking about it, but couldn't find the answer.  Something didn't seem right about Hagen, but she still couldn't figure out what it was.
 
 
 
      When she heard Reichman give the order to surface, she knew it was morning because she had just eaten powdered eggs.  She had heard him give that order numerous times over the last week, but something was different.  Radio communications at sea were always a burst of Morse code, but now she could hear the regular chatter of voices over speakers in the radio room just outside her cabin.  
 
One voice sounded over and over.  Through the static, Johanna was able to make out a few words.  It sounded like someone directing traffic.  Like a harbor master.
 
She got up from the narrow bunk and pulled the privacy curtain aside.  This time, Reichman was in the control room.  Johanna crawled through the hatch and asked what was happening.
 
"We're coming into port," he replied with a forced smile.  "Perhaps you would like to ride above decks in the Winter Garden."
 
"Thank you, I would."
 
      "I wasn't being nice – it just means you'll be off my boat faster," he sniffed.  He ordered a petty officer to take her up.
 
      "Where are we?" Johanna asked.
 
      "Saint-Nazaire," Reichman replied.
 
      Johanna shook her head.
 
      "West coast of France near Brittany.  Auf nimmer wiedersehen," he said with a curt wave.
 
      A young petty officer led Johanna up the conning tower ladder and through the outer hatch.  
 
Johanna blinked in the bright sunshine.  It was quite a bit warmer than when she had left New Jersey, but still cool enough to feel like fall.  She grasped the railing as the U-boat rolled in the light chop of the harbor.  She steadied herself and got her first glimpse of Nazi-occupied France.
 
The harbor was busy with pier after pier of freight being loaded and unloaded from towering ships, most flying the Kriegsmarine ensign.  Scores of empty slips lined the harbor – fisherman already out for the day, Johanna guessed.
 
The petty officer took Johanna by the arm and led her down a short ladder to the Winter Garden – the small deck with anti-aircraft guns.  He put a finger to his cap and went back down below.  The hatch clanged shut, leaving Johanna alone on the deck.
 
Her hair whipped her face in the stiff breeze as the sub made its way along the quays.  Passing through a series of locks, they entered a basin with more than twenty warships docked all around its border.  
 
Johanna could see what looked like an enormous concrete garage being built on the water to her left.  The blocky, squat structure was dotted with cranes and swarmed with workmen.  As they came closer, she could count at least twenty bays, one of which had a U-boat in it.  It was some kind of sheltered sub base.
 
U-153 slowed and the outer hatch reopened.  Reichman and two of his officers came out on the conning tower deck.  None of them looked in Johanna's direction.  They were watching three tugboats take their stations alongside the sub, guiding her into one of the bays.
 
As the sub docked, Johanna looked up to see the concrete ceiling less than twenty feet over her head.  The clanging of machinery and the sound of water slapping against the hull echoed off the walls.
 
Sailors on the dock extended a gangplank to the conning tower deck.  Seeing this, Reichman and his officers went back down below.
 
I guess this is my stop.
 
Johanna made her way up to the conning tower deck.  A sailor with a wind-burned face hurried across the gangplank to meet her.  The two ribbon tails of his wool cap fluttered in the breeze.
 
"Please come with me, Fraulein," he said with a friendly smile.  He held out his hand and led Johanna down the swaying gangplank.
 
He ushered her through the bustling dock, past mountains of wooden crates being readied for loading and over to an empty corner of the bunker-like pier.  He tipped his cap and walked away, leaving her there alone.
 
A group of sailors smoking cigarettes walked by, looking like they were coming off their shift.  One smiled at her and stopped, looking her over.  She fixed him with an icy stare and affected an arrogant pose with her arms crossed.  The smile left the sailor's face and he continued on his way.
 
Johanna felt like an exposed and obvious target standing there alone.  Everywhere she looked had a swastika – burned into the wooden crates, adorning the uniforms of the men, colors flying off ships.  At the DAI in Stuttgart, she could hide behind her cover story and her anonymity.  Now she was a known American agent in the heart of Nazi territory.    
 
Less than five minutes later, a boy who couldn't have been over eighteen approached her.  He was wearing blue overalls with the Luftwaffe eagle insignia on his gray peaked cap.
 
He made a stiff bow and introduced himself as Lieutenant Franke.  Johanna doubted he had ever shaved.  She nodded in response.
 
"Come with me, please," he said, offering his arm.  Johanna ignored the gesture and followed him up two flights of metal stairs out of the sub docks.
 
Franke led Johanna away from the sub base to a gravel parking lot.  He pointed toward a small white Opel and opened the passenger door for her.
 
Johanna wondered if all pilots drove as fast as Lt. Franke.  She held onto the door handle as he whipped around corners, taking them out of Saint-Nazaire and into the salt marshes of the countryside.  She wanted to ask where they were going, but not knowing who to trust she decided to keep silent.  Fortunately, Franke obliged.  He kept quiet, only taking his eyes off the road to get a glimpse of Johanna's legs sticking out from her overcoat.
 
The dirt road became rutted with deep mud puddles.  Franke slowed the car as the road curved around an old willow tree.  Johanna could see a clearing beyond – a thin strip of mowed grass among the trees.  At the end of the clearing sat an olive airplane.  A black cross was painted on the side with the ubiquitous swastika on the tail.
 
"That's Aunty Ju," Franke said, pulling the car close to the boxy plane.
 
Getting out of the car, Johanna could see that the skin was corrugated, like the roof on a tin shack.  Franke opened a door in the side of the fuselage behind the left wing.  He jumped in and held out his hand to help Johanna in.
 
The hold of the plane looked like the inside of a freight car with straight sides and a curved roof.
 
"You'll sit up in the cockpit with me," Franke announced.  He pointed forward to an open door.  "The seat on the right."
 
Johanna climbed up into the cockpit of the plane.  The square glass canopy stretched over her head and all around the front of the plane.  She stepped over the center console with its levers and knobs, careful not to touch anything.  
 
Sliding into the cushioned leather seat, she felt Franke's hand behind her shoulder pulling the harness around her.  He reached between her knees for a strap and clicked the buckles together.  
 
Franke slid into the pilot's seat and smiled at her.
 
"Sorry, I don't have an extra flight suit."  He reached over and pulled on the straps across her chest.  
 
"I've got it," Johanna said, pushing his insistent hands away.
 
Franke shrugged and handed her a headset, putting a pair on over his cap.
 
"Where are we going?" she asked.
 
He tapped his headset and shook his head.  He pulled out a clipboard and went through his checklist-- flipping switches, reading gauges and yanking levers.  He started the left engine, looking out the window as it roared to life.  The headset muffled the sound, but Johanna could feel the vibration of the motor.  Franke started the right motor, leaning over Johanna to see out her side.
 
He flipped another switch and now Johanna could hear him talking in her headset through the plane's intercom.
 
"My orders are to fly you to a location to be provided once we're in the air," he said, putting on a pair of sunglasses and stowing his checklist.  "In the meantime, it's a beautiful day for flying."
 
Johanna watched him put his hand on two levers by his right knee.  He held them there for a moment while he checked a few gauges and meters.  As he pushed the levers forward, Johanna felt and heard the engines rev but the plane didn't move.  Franke checked one more gauge, turned to Johanna and winked.
 
The plane sprang forward as Franke took his feet off the brakes.  He pushed the throttle levers almost all the way up and the plane built up speed, bouncing on the grass field.  Johanna felt herself being pushed back into the seat and then down as the plane lifted off the ground and climbed into the air.
 
Franke turned the plane and then leveled out.  He twisted what looked like a small radio dial and clicked on his transmitter.  Johanna tried to hear what he was saying, but he spoke too fast and it was lost in static.
 
An equally garbled reply came back.  Franke switched off the radio and pulled out a map.
 
"Lisbon it is, then," he said.  He flipped through a notebook and made some calculations.  "It's going to be a few hours, so if you can sleep, I recommend you do so."
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Johanna felt a sudden sensation of falling and started awake.
 
The drone of the engines had lulled her to sleep.  Never able to catch more than an hour of sleep at a time on the U-boat, the long flight was just what she needed.  Now the timbre of that drone had changed and they were dropping.
 
Franke was pulling back on the throttle and pushing forward on the wooden yoke.  Johanna could see a sliver of ocean on the horizon.  Below them was green, mountainous terrain broken by the occasional village.
 
The plane descended and the sliver of ocean grew closer and bigger.  Now Johanna could see a sprawling city up ahead, with white buildings and red roofs snaking around hills and narrow streets.
 
Johanna heard the rush of air as Franke lowered the flaps.  He banked and dropped the plane still lower.  Nothing that looked like an airport was in sight.
 
After a few minutes of descent, Johanna saw a clearing in the trees.  This one was a strip of sandy ground between scrub brush and pine trees.  Franke tipped the wings to account for the wind and brought the plane down with a soft bump.  He pulled back on the throttle and stood on the brakes.
 
At the end of the makeshift runway a man leaned against the hood of a black convertible.  He shielded his eyes from the sun and waved to the plane as it taxied to a halt.  
 
Franke shut off the engines and removed his headset.  He leaned over to help Johanna out of her harness, but she held up her hands.
 
"I've got it, thank you," she said.
 
Franke threw a wooden block of steps out the side cabin door.  Johanna stepped out of the plane into the warm afternoon sun and took off her heavy overcoat.  Franke closed the door behind her and went back up into the cockpit.
 
Johanna could see that the man at the end of the runway was very tall.  He towered over the small roadster beside him.  Waving again, he walked over to meet her.
 
"Good afternoon, Dr. Falck," he said, extending his hand. "My name is Hans."
 
Hans was at least three inches taller than Johanna and wore black-rimmed glasses.  He wore a severe gray suit that clashed with his friendly manner.
 
Johanna shook his hand and said hello.
 
"I'm so very pleased to meet you," he continued.  "You don't have any bags?"
 
Johanna shook her head.
 
"Very well.  Please, this way," he gestured to the car.
 
With the top down, Johanna enjoyed the warm Mediterranean air and the feel of the sun on her face.  For a moment, she almost forgot where she was.
 
Portugal is a neutral country, she reminded herself.  How much trouble can I get into in a neutral country?
 
Hans hummed a tune while he drove into the city, passing white stuccoed buildings on the cobblestone streets.
 
"We're going to the Hotel Continental," he announced after a while.  "There is a group of men most anxious to meet you."
 
"Yes, well… I'm most anxious to meet them too," she replied with a note of caution.  "Can you tell me what our meeting is all about?"
 
Hans smiled and shook his head.
 
"Everything in good time."
 
 
 
The Hotel Continental sat close to the road across from the water in central Lisbon, its walls glowing pink with the setting sun.  Hans drove past the front entrance with its uniformed valets and pulled the car around to the back of the hotel.
 
Behind the six story building, a high brick wall sheltered the hotel's cobblestone courtyard from the street and neighboring buildings.  A porte cochere jutted out over the back door and Hans parked the car underneath it.  He leaped out of the car to get Johanna's door for her, offering his hand to help her climb out of the low-slung convertible.
 
"Come, we have dinner waiting for you and then you'll want to rest," Hans said with his ever-present smile.  He opened the hotel's back door for her and followed behind.
 
They walked down a narrow hallway piled high along the walls with empty produce boxes from the kitchen.  At the end was a service elevator with a brass grate.  They took the elevator up to the sixth floor.  From the rear courtyard to the sixth floor hallway, they didn't encounter a single other person.  Johanna wondered if that was by design.
 
Hans stopped in front of Room 632 and knocked.  The door opened and a dour-looking man let them in without a word.  He immediately walked out into the hallway and closed the door behind him.  
 
The suite was luxury such as Johanna had never seen.  Antique furniture filled every corner of every room; paintings and tapestries hung on the wall.  The parlor opened up onto a wide verandah with a view of the ocean.  Through the parlor Johanna could see a dining area with a long, polished mahogany table decorated with cut flowers.
 
Hans pointed to a bedroom just to the right of the suite's door.
 
"That will be your room," he said.  "I took the liberty of ordering some dinner for you – you'll find it on the trolley."
 
"Thank you," Johanna replied, somewhat awed by the high accommodations.
 
"I also expect that you will want a change of clothes.  I'm afraid I'm not up on the latest fashion, but I hope you'll find what's in the closet to be adequate."
 
"I'm sure it will be."  Johanna walked into the bedroom, taking in the four-poster ebony bed draped in white muslin.  "Quite sure."
 
"Good night, then."
 
Johanna turned to reply, but Hans had already closed the door.  She picked up a silver plate cover off the room service trolley and found a large bowl of what looked like bouillabaisse.  Fresh fruit and shrimp cocktail were on the bottom shelf.  She kicked off her shoes and sat on one of the plush armchairs.  She pulled the trolley over and ate everything on it.
 
 
 
After the big meal, the long day was getting the better of her.  She slipped out of her dress and threw it in the corner.  She looked at it lying on the floor and remembered when she had put it on in her flat in Stuttgart.  Whatever Hans had picked out for her would be an improvement, just to put something clean and fresh on.  Something that wouldn't be a constant reminder of the ordeal she had just been through.
 
Just about to get into bed, she glanced at the bedroom door.  She padded over to it and tried the knob.  It was locked.
 
Johanna wondered if the dour man had been a guard and whether he was outside the suite door right now.  She yawned and decided that answers could wait until the morning.
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The early morning sun streamed through the window and a light breeze fluttered the thin white curtains.  Johanna blinked in the light and stretched.  She had a moment of disorientation, not remembering where she was.  The tinkling of silverware on china from the other room snapped her back to reality.
 
Were all her questions going to be answered today?  She was impatient to find out, but not too impatient to resist the temptation of a hot bath.  She threw back the covers and walked over to the adjoining white tile bathroom.  She drew a steaming hot bath and sank slowly into it.
 
As she felt days of sweat and dirt slough away, Johanna forced herself to clear her mind and relax.
 
 
 
Toweling her hair dry, Johanna slid back the louvered closet door.  Three dresses hung within.  Johanna grabbed the first one and stepped into it.  She recovered her shoes from where she had kicked them off and once again tried the doorknob.  It was unlocked.  She pulled the door open and stepped out into the suite.
 
 
 
Four men were sitting at the long mahogany table, eating breakfast.  One of them was Hans from the day before.  The other three Johanna didn't recognize.  They were dressed in suits as civilians, like Hans.
 
"Good morning, Dr. Falck," Hans said, standing up.  "Please, won't you join us?"  He gestured to an empty chair beside him.
 
Johanna took the seat without a word.  The other three men smiled and nodded to her and resumed eating.  She was opening her mouth to ask their names when there was a knock at the suite's door.
 
"Ah, there they are," Hans said.  He pushed his chair back and went to the door.  The other three men followed behind him.
 
Hans opened the door, revealing two men standing out in the hall.  They entered the suite.
 
Johanna stared at the first of the two men, a glimmer of recognition forming in her mind.  I know him from somewhere.  That silver hair and those blue eyes.
 
Her breath stuck in her throat as she realized who it was.
 
William Donovan.  Head of COI.  FDR's personal intelligence advisor.
 
His companion Johanna didn't recognize, with his tousled white hair and bushy mustache.  He adjusted his wire-rimmed glasses and nodded to Hans who showed them in.
 
The theories that Johanna had formed to explain the mysteries of Hagen, the SS and the Lindbergh assassination plot dissolved once she saw Donovan enter the suite.  Now, she felt like she was starting all over again, with no idea what was happening.
 
Donovan and his companion walked into the dining area, with Hans and his three men in tow.
 
Donovan looked at Johanna.  She saw that he recognized her straight away.
 
"Dr. Falck?" he asked with furrowed brow, looking around at his hosts.  "What's she doing here?"
 
Hans smiled and gestured for them to sit.
 
"All in good time," Hans replied in English.  "Would you gentlemen like some breakfast?"  
 
They refused, but Johanna helped herself to a pastry and some fruit.  Everyone took their seat at the table.
 
At the head of the table, a serious-looking man in a blue suit cleared his throat.
 
"Gentlemen," he said in heavily German-accented English.  "Perhaps we start with introductions?  Hans, will you begin?"
 
"Certainly, General."  Johanna started at the title.  "My name is Hans Gisevius.  I am attaché for German Military Intelligence, the Abwehr."  He nodded to the man sitting at his left.  The man adjusted his glasses and looked around the table.
 
"I am Dr. Hans von Dohnanyi, chief of special projects for Abwehr."
 
To his left, a man with a heavily starched collar spoke in a booming voice.
 
"Dr. Carl Goerdeler.  Former mayor, Leipzig."
 
The man Gisevius had addressed as General folded his hands on the table.
 
"I am Major-General Hans Oster, Deputy Chief of Abwehr."
 
Johanna sat stunned, a half-eaten orange wedge in her hand.  The high-level titles were unexpected.  She knew that Hagen was an officer for the Abwehr.  Their involvement was not a surprise, but the presence of the deputy chief was.
 
Donovan nodded to Oster.
 
"My name is General William Donovan.  I am President Roosevelt's Coordinator of Information."
 
Donovan's companion pulled his pipe out of a jacket pocket and clenched it between his teeth.  He produced a leather pouch, unzipped it and took out a pinch of tobacco.
 
"Allen Dulles, I work for General Donovan."
 
Everyone at the table then looked at Johanna.  She sat silent until she saw Donovan raise his eyebrows.
 
"Oh… my name is Johanna Falck.  I work for General Donovan, too."
 
Gisevius looked to Oster, who nodded.
 
"Since my English is perhaps the best, General Oster has asked me to speak for the group."
 
"Please do," Donovan replied.  Dulles struck a match and lit his pipe.
 
"Gentlemen," Gisevius continued.  "Assembled here before you is the senior leadership of the German anti-Nazi Resistance."
 
Donovan and Dulles sat impassive, but Johanna gasped.  
 
Everything that she believed told her that not only was their no organized resistance to Hitler and the Nazis, but if there were it would never form in the heart of the Wehrmacht.  Now, sitting here in front of her, were high-ranking officials from German military intelligence telling her she was wrong.
 
Could it be that the image of a nation united behind Hitler was an illusion?
 
Dulles puffed on his pipe, emitting a dense cloud of smoke.
 
"I'm not aware that such a Resistance exists," he replied, looking Gisevius in the eye.
 
Gisevius made a grim face and nodded.
 
"Yes, I would suspect that to be the case."  He took a sip of water.  "I think a little background would be in order."
 
Johanna sat in rapt attention as Gisevius spoke.  
 
"The world has been presented a meticulously crafted fiction that Hitler enjoys the total support of sixty million Germans in his quest to rule Europe.  Gentlemen, this is simply not true.
 
"Yes, the Nazis do have the support of many, either through ignorance or venality, but there are many decent Germans left who wish to stop Hitler before he ruins us all.  Despite the threat of the concentration camps or a bullet to the brain, we stand before you as representatives of a committed group of conspirators.  We draw from the military, from the clergy and from the public…"
 
"You say you are committed," Donovan interrupted.  "Do you have some tangible proof of that commitment?"
 
"Proof?" Gisevius replied.  "In September 1938, General Oster, General Beck, General Brockdorff and I organized a plan to imprison Hitler and his men and restore human decency to Germany.  Major Wilhelm Heinz had a group of commandos ready to storm the Chancellery.  We were to take advantage of the Czechoslovakian crisis to make our move.  His rantings were not popular, especially with the Army.  When Hitler gave the order for war, we would strike. 
 
"And then Munich happened.  We made contact with the British and the French and tried to persuade them that Hitler was playing them for fools, that war was coming whatever happened with the Sudetenland.  We were told that as we were not sanctioned representatives of the German government, we were not to be dealt with.  Once the Western Allies failed to stand up to Hitler, our chance was lost.
 
 "But we were not to be dissuaded by the failure of the Allies.  In September 1939, we tried again, but failed.  When the war plans against Poland and the West became known, we reassembled our former group of conspirators for another try.  This time, the generals failed us.  They viewed the cause of ridding Germany of Hitler as hopeless and simply gave up.  Worse, they felt honor bound by their oath to Hitler not to overthrow him.  When Hitler's control over the military became complete, he replaced the soldier's oath to Germany with one sworn to him personally."
 
Gisevius noted the puzzled look on Donovan's face.
 
"Yes, men who morally opposed the brutality and inhumanness of the Nazi state felt bound to it by an oath.  It is difficult to understand, especially for me as a civilian, but there it is.  Jealously guarding their honor as soldiers, they would let an oath to Hitler drag their honor down to hell with them.  One of the good generals, General Halder has since advanced a theory, one that we call his 'setback theory.'  The generals would not feel justified in a coup unless the Army and the German people could see a defeat that could not be disguised.
 
"Once they saw the disaster looming, then the time would be right to put an end to this.  We would have the support of the wavering generals and the rest of the officers.  To that aim, General Oster and others have made the difficult choice to try saving their country by betraying their government.  General Oster, through an acquaintance in the Dutch embassy, passed the dates of Hitler's new offensive in the West, through the Low Countries and then on to France.  With his characteristic wiliness, Hitler changed the date again and again, and General Oster was not believed.  The Allies were caught unawares, and Hitler's army rolled across Europe.  The disaster to fortify the generals never came.
 
"And this leaves us where we are now.  After several contacts with the British and several failed coup attempts, the world has come to the conclusion that there simply is no German opposition to the Nazis.  This, gentlemen, is the reason we have asked you here.  We believe that Halder's setback is truly upon us in Russia.  Goebbels and his propagandists will not be able to hide the calamity that is upon the Wehrmacht in the Russian winter.  The generals are already talking amongst themselves.  Now is our time to strike.
 
"For the past three years, we have tried again and again to get the support of the British, but we have been told not to try anymore.  They will offer us no assistance.  They see us as simply an internal power struggle, not a profound moral reaction to the horrors of Hitler.  We have asked for some assurances that a new German government would receive fair treatment.  They have told us that we should get on with our coup and then they would see where things were."
 
Gisevius looked around the table.  Goerdeler, von Dohnanyi and Oster stared intently at Donovan and Dulles.
 
"A return to decent government in Germany must be led by Germans," Gisevius continued, "and we will do it.  With whatever help the United States can give us."
 
Donovan shifted in his chair.
 
"What help did you have in mind, exactly?" he asked.
 
"All we ask for is assistance with drawing up the terms of a just peace with the Allies and help in creating a new Germany."  Gisevius held up his hand before the Americans could respond.  "I realize that the British see us as the boy who cried wolf.  They have probably warned you against having any contact with us.  So we have brought you a gesture of good faith."
 
With that he turned and looked to Johanna with a smile.
 
For a split second, she didn't understand.  Then the answers came flooding in and everything made sense.
 
"I'm your gesture of good faith," she said in a quiet voice with everyone looking at her.  "You sent me with Hagen to witness his actions and report here to General Donovan and Mr. Dulles that he did indeed stop the plot."
 
Gisevius nodded.
 
"Dr. Falck, would you please explain?" Donovan asked.
 
She did.  
 
Johanna related everything that had happened to her from the first 'Gestapo' sighting in the Stuttgart market.  She told them about Hagen ("He was a part of your conspiracy," she said.  Gisevius nodded.) She told them about the search for Viersing and the Lindbergh plot.  She told them what had happened at MadisonSquareGarden.  When she got to the part where Viersing killed Hagen, Johanna heard Oster mutter a prayer in German.
 
"I still don't understand that part of it," she said.  "So, it was the SS that was going to assassinate Lindbergh?"
 
"It was," Gisevius replied.
 
"It just doesn't make any sense.  I suppose that if they had succeeded in killing Lindbergh and framed Communists, it might have inflamed isolationist feeling.  But Viersing and my brother couldn't have had any hope of fooling anyone that they were Communists acting on behalf of Moscow."
 
"My dear, nonsensical plans are the hallmark of the SS.  It was a stupid plot, but with a devious origin.  If the plot had succeeded, Himmler would have struck a major blow for isolating Russia and keeping the United States from supplying her with arms and materiel.  This would get him what he really wants, which is total control over German intelligence operations.  If it failed, he would blame it on Admiral Canaris and the Abwehr, to that same end.  Therefore, we had double motivation to ensure that it did not succeed.  We need the defeat that looms in Russia, and we needed you to witness our thwarting of the Lindbergh plot."
 
Johanna thought for a moment.  What Hagen had told her was true, but he had never even hinted at the true purpose of his mission.
 
"And after being rebuffed by the British," she continued, "you wanted to bring something to the table besides words and good intentions.  You needed an American to convince the American government that you were serious."
 
"Precisely."
 
Johanna shook her head.
 
"All along I thought Hagen was just another Nazi, but something didn't seem right about him."
 
For the first time, Dohnanyi spoke up.  He rapped his knuckle on the table.
 
"No, Dr. Falck.  Everything was right about Major Hagen, who was no Nazi.  It was the others that were wrong."
 
Johanna knew it was true.  She wished she had known it when he was alive.
 
"Wait a minute," she said, standing up.  "I just remembered something."
 
She walked across the suite to her bedroom and returned with the object she had gone to retrieve.
 
"Here you are, General.  I believe this is yours."
 
She handed Donovan his passport, with Hagen's dried blood on the cover.
 
Donovan took it from Johanna and looked at it with a puzzled expression.  Then she saw the flash of recognition in his eyes.
 
"I'll be damned.  The train in Bulgaria," he muttered.  He leaned over to Dulles and whispered something in his ear.  Dulles nodded.
 
"Gentlemen," Donovan continued.  "I must say that we are very impressed with what we've heard here today.  One question still remains.  You spoke of the generals being reluctant to betray their oath.  Won't that still be a major obstacle for you, even if your 'setback theory' proves to be correct?"
 
Oster gave Donovan a wry look.
 
"You are missing the obvious answer to that question," he said.
 
Donovan furrowed his brow.  "Sorry?"
 
"In order to release the generals from their oath, Hitler must die.  And we are going to be the ones to kill him."
 
The room was silent for several long seconds.  Johanna knew it made sense and knew it was the only way.  She just hoped she could play some part in helping these men.  Just as she would have been more help to Hagen if she had known what he was.  Why didn't he just tell her?
 
Donovan pushed his chair back and stood up.  Everyone else followed suit.
 
"Gentlemen, I will personally convey my impressions from this meeting to President Roosevelt."  He saw the faces of the Germans brighten.  "Of course, I cannot speak for the President, all I can do is report to him.  Please know that you have my sincerest wishes for success."
 
Donovan and Dulles shook hands all around and made their way to the door.  As Gisevius opened the door, Donovan turned to Johanna, standing in the back of the room.  She had felt like a far-away observer in a dream.  Now with Donovan looking right at her, it brought her back to reality.
 
"Are you coming, Dr. Falck?"
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The engines of the Dixie Clipper droned a constant note, punctuated by the occasional thump of turbulence.  Johanna, still trying to process everything she had just learned, stared out the window at the towering clouds below.
 
There is an anti-Nazi conspiracy within the German government and military that reaches to the highest levels.  And they have been operating for years, trying again and again to warn the Allies and asking for assistance in their plans, only to be shut off.  Everything I've believed about Germans and their total support for Hitler was wrong. And if Oster and his men succeed in killing Hitler, the whole world will know it, too.
 
She sighed and rubbed her eyes.
 
God, I hope they do it.
 
Johanna felt someone tap her on the arm.  She opened her eyes to see Allen Dulles and General Donovan take the two seats facing her.  Donovan had a faint smile on his face.
 
"Ready to get back to work, Dr. Falck?" he asked.
 
Johanna sat up straight in her seat.
 
"I guess that depends on what kind of work you had in mind," she replied.
 
Donovan laughed.  She noticed how impossibly blue his eyes were.
 
"Don't worry -- I don't think we'll have you on any more trans-Atlantic U-boat voyages.  I have something a little more academic in mind."
 
Dulles leaned forward.
 
"We have established a New York COI office in conjunction with British intelligence.  From what we just heard, they're not to keen to give these Germans the time of day.  Maybe we can change their minds, I don't know.  We'd like you to head up our liaison with the German Resistance.  Starting in New York, we'll recruit some German-Americans and recent immigrants, then possibly go to Switzerland and set up shop there."
 
Dulles sat back and watched Johanna's reaction.  Donovan looked at her with eyebrows raised.
 
"Yes, of course I'll do it," she replied right away.
 
"Good," Donovan replied.  "Now, get some sleep and enjoy the rest of the flight.  We should be in New York first thing in the morning."
 
With that, the two men were gone, back to their makeshift office in the rear of the plane.
 
Johanna looked out the window again and thought of Erich Hagen.  Now that she knew the whole story about him, she wished he'd told her.  
 
Things could have been very different, she thought, looking down to the ocean below.  From the air it was a placid, smooth sea.  But she knew that on its surface and below, shells streaked toward targets, fires burned and the world was at war.  
 
Now she was a part of it.
 
 


Afterword
On July 20th, 1944, Wehrmacht Colonel Claus von Stauffenberg entered a conference room in the Wolf's Lair, Hitler's eastern headquarters, carrying a time bomb in his briefcase.  Telling Hitler that his hearing had been damaged during the North Africa campaign, von Stauffenberg got a seat next to the Führer and placed his briefcase under the table.  
 
A short time later, while General Adolf Heusinger delivered a report on the eastern front, von Stauffenberg muttered that he had something to attend to and left the barracks.
 
The ensuing explosion created a flash of flames and a dark cloud of smoke that floated above the wreckage of the wooden building.  Von Stauffenberg and fellow plotter Werner von Haeften jumped into a staff car and ordered the driver to take them to Rastenburg airfield.  On their way out of the compound, they saw a body being carried out of the rubble on a stretcher.  Seeing that it was covered with Hitler's cloak, they assumed that they had succeeded.  
 
They were wrong.
 
Through a string of improbable coincidences and plain bad luck, the assassination attempt failed.  Due to the summer heat, the meeting was held above ground in a wooden building, rather than the usual underground concrete bunker.  Rushed to the meeting by one of Hitler's aides, von Stauffenberg, a wounded veteran with just three fingers on his one remaining hand, was only able to arm one of the two bombs he carried.  After the bomb had been placed next to Hitler under the massive oak conference table, a general noticed it at his feet and moved it out of his way by placing it on the other side of a thick table leg.
 
When the explosives detonated, four men in the room were killed but Hitler escaped with only minor injuries.
 
The July 20th plot was much more than just an assassination attempt, however.  It was intended to be a complete coup d’état.  It involved more than a hundred conspirators, from generals to intelligence officers to a farmer and a grammar school teacher.  A new government had been formed, complete with a head of state and a new Chancellor chosen from among the conspirators.  Wehrmacht troops were to take over Berlin and senior SS and Gestapo officials were to be arrested.   
 
Hitler lived and the coup failed.
 
While von Stauffenberg and the July 20th assassination attempt are well known to students of World War II, the size and scope of the coup are less so.  This was not the last, desperate action of one lone hero, but the end of a very long line of calculated plotting.  
 
Hitler had gained a reputation in his diplomatic dealings, military affairs and personal security as a man graced by Providence.  Foreign politicians crumbled before him, armies were swept away by the Wehrmacht, and no man had been able to kill him.  Many tried.  July 20th represented the 17th time that an attempt had been made on the dictator's life.  On one occasion, Hitler changed his schedule at the last minute, leaving an ambush site minutes before a bomb went off.  Another time, explosives placed on his personal airplane failed to detonate for no discernible reason.  Time and again, Germans tried to kill their Führer and were unsuccessful.
 
Which raises the question – who was trying to kill Hitler and why?
 
The story told in this novel is purely the creation of the author.  However, some of the characters are not.  William Donovan was indeed President Roosevelt's Coordinator of Intelligence and later chief of the wartime Office of Strategic Services (OSS).  Allen Welsh Dulles worked for Donovan and later became head of the CIA.  General Hans Oster, Hans Bernd Gisevius, Dr. Carl Goerdeler, Dr. Hans von Dohnanyi were real members of the Resistance, known in Germany as the Widerstand.  These four men were among the hundreds that, due to a moral objection to Hitler and the Nazis, decided to take action.
 
Oster played a major role in the Resistance.  His position as head of the Central Section of the Abwehr (German military intelligence) gave him the power and the opportunity to organize the conspiracy.  Indeed, it can be said that the Abwehr was the central clearinghouse for the German anti-Nazi opposition.  For this opposition, all but Gisevius paid with their lives.
 
Following July 20th, every German suspected of involvement with the assassination attempt and the Resistance was rounded up.  Some, like von Stauffenberg, were tried and shot before the day was done.  Others, like Admiral Wilhelm Canaris and General Oster, found themselves in the notorious People's Court for a brief show trial.  Most defendants tried to find a way in the proceedings to save their lives.  Oster simply said, "I can only say what I know.  I'm no liar," and told all that he had done, proud and defiant.
 
Canaris and Oster were sent to the Flossenburg concentration camp where they were later hanged.  Both were forced to strip and walk naked to the gallows in a final humiliation by the SS guards.  In his cell before his execution, Canaris tapped out a message to a fellow prisoner, "My days are done.  Was not a traitor."
 
At the time, any perceived opposition to Hitler or any attempted assassination was seen by the Allies as an internecine conflict – internal struggles involving Nazi power brokers.  With rare exception, no one saw a German Resistance, motivated by courage and moral outrage.  
 
Allen Welsh Dulles was one of those exceptions.  As OSS Station Chief in Bern, Switzerland, Dulles had regular contact with the conspirators, especially Gisevius.  Although Allied policy prevented him from giving any real aid to the Resistance, he was able to monitor their activities and gain valuable military intelligence from them.  Dulles knew from his interactions with Gisevius that the Resistance was motivated by love of country and hatred for the Nazis.  Following the July 20th plot, Dulles provided Gisevius with a fake passport and helped to smuggle him into Switzerland and to safety.  Gisevius later wrote To the Bitter End, the most complete insider's account of the conspiracy ever published.
 
The German anti-Nazi Resistance is regarded as a failure.  They failed to assassinate Hitler.  They failed to overthrow him.  They failed to avoid or forestall war, once in 1938 before the disaster at Munich, in September 1939 on the eve of the Polandblitzkrieg and again in 1940 before the invasion of the Low Countries and France.  They failed to stop the attempted eradication of Polish and Slavic culture to the East.  They failed to stop the Einsatzgruppen and the Holocaust.  
 
In one regard the Resistance can be seen as a success.  From our comfortable vantage point, we can ask ourselves what we would have done in the face of Nazi evil, living in a totalitarian state under a maniacal ideology enforced through terror and murder.  Millions of Germans were enthusiastic supporters of Hitler and the Nazi creed.  Many Germans, some of whom may have felt outrage at the crimes of the Nazis, kept quiet lest they become victims.  They said and did nothing while their neighbors disappeared in the middle of the night.  And surely yet more people considered themselves apolitical and made no judgments at all.  The success of the German Resistance was that the men, women (and even children) who took part in the many anti-Nazi opposition groups succeeded in affirming that they were still moral human beings.  Once they took the step of acting on their convictions, they became heroic.
 
In a country where it was dangerous to simply be unenthusiastic in parroting Nazi slogans, the members of the Resistance took action.  Some in the military or Abwehr tried to save their country by betraying their government.  Others risked their lives to meet with foreign diplomatic, military and intelligence officials all over the world.  Some worked within the remnants of the German church or tried to use the Vatican as a conduit for help from the outside world.  Students handed out anti-Nazi fliers in full view of the informers.  Conspirators, realizing that Hitler's death alone would save them, tried time and again to kill him.  Most Resistance members didn't live to see their dream realized – the dream of a Nazi-free Germany.  This book is dedicated to them.
 
"Few ages have produced so many martyrs as ours, and in time to come countless Germans will also be included in the roll of honor of those who perished for freedom and a better future"
-Hans Bernd Gisevius, To the Bitter End, 1946
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